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Q.cv\v -Chknw ilr. ruNcii seated, like iUiacs, not kuwecei amuU OaUluvjiidan ndns, but ainuht the colossal, though 
incomvhte ecidcues of “ the g^aad st>jle, the perfect proportions, and the niaon^cent dimensions of the hmldengs of the 
Woild's Coluiiihim k/j asitiun.” To him enteis a Majestic Piesence, heai mg an hagle, falcon like, on her fist. 

Mr. Punch (using and sahilmg). Ool-umbia! 

Tohj [gieetmg the End of riculom). Bo^v•\\o^\■^^ow I 

QMmt^h aTS^^ahland a slight accent). Tha-a^anks, and .-clcome. Stranger ! When I say “ Stranger.’’ 

I don’t mean tlKit\ou aie one. But it is a delicate compliment to a Butisher to adopt in some small measure, the quaint 
diction with ^^\Mlhh wandering ^ags credit me. I ony/if to have said “ air ” instead of “ are, and to have alieady droppe 
an T rpckon or two. But I ’m sure your politeness Tfvill hold me excused oi tiiat . ^ ^ , a • .r 

Mr. Punch Madam, there is no need to carry the conventioualitios of international caricature into the courtesies of 

internatmrM^iiiterc^^^^^^^ , ^ y j j to hob-noh icith Tobt. 

hfr PmM ComiMBXA, you look particularly fit and high-toned to-day. Like-how shaU I put it?- 

ffoll like an evtremolv up-to-date Juno, out for an airing with the Bird of Jove. 

’ CWui^L Coinparisons are-fragrant, from your truthful lips. Mover mind me. however, just now. \\hat do you 

thinkof my Big Sho^j-^ its eoiidltion.it hear, the promise and potency of hcking all Crcation-in the 

exhihitini line Even that colossal eonglomoration in the Champs de Mars was scarcely a oiroumstanco to iviiit 1 see around 
1 TiaJ the eredit of startin" the game, France trumped her la.t card, but Chicago clears the boaid. 

alone ! A fin^ fowl. Mr. Pn.CH, but rather fond of imscliiefi 

Mr. pLmV^Just a touch of the magpie strain, eh? I fancy I ’ve noticed it before— once or twice. Iobv wont 
mind. He knows Birds o’ Freedom are apt to take liberties. 

Columbia (smiling). Mr. Fokch-jou do heat all-out of sight . 

“ Who is it dares say thet our naytional eagle 

Wun’t much longer he classed with the birds thet air regal r 
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Columbia. Stars and Stripes ! He doesn’t peck you ! ! 

Jlr Punch. He knows I love him — and his Mistress. Let the jays of Journalism chatter, the finches of Fashion 
flutter, and the kites and crows of Party claw and scufile, — Leo and Aquila arc not “ in that crowd.” 

Columbia. That’s so, and don’t you forget it ! 

Mr. Punch. I won’t — even when Jim Blaine blusters, MTHnley cro\ys, Habeison eggs on Canada to revolt, high 
tariffs threaten our interests, or long quarantines our comfoit. 

Columbia, Nor I when emigration agents dump down your human refuse on my shores, or your callow cocky Kiplings 
mock my institutions, and run a-muck at my manners, till I ’m tempted to say with IIosea Biglow ” — 

• Of all the sarse thet I can call to mind, 

4 England doos mak the most oiipleasant kind.” 

Mr. Punch {smiling). Quits ! Well, Columbia, I ’m infinitely interested in your imminent Exhibition — I beg pardon, 
Exposition ! I trust the other (theoretically) imminent things, such as the thieatened Strikes, Epidemics, Preposterous 
Prices, and other public nuisances, will not interfere with its complete prosperity, or hinder its achieving the pyramidal 
success I most heartily wish it. 

Columbia. Thanks! I’m mt quite sure, Mr. Punch, that Lowlll’s nobly hospitable words, so often quoted, apply 
now quite as forcibly as once they did : — 

An’ whoso free latch-string never was drawed m 
Aginst the poorest child o’ Adam’s kin ” 

Humph ! You see Homed Wilbue, A.IM. “ didn't know everythin’ down in ” — Jaalam ! And my dear, high-souled James 
Russell perhaps lived just long enough to suspect that the policy of the ring-fence might have to supersede that of the “ free 
latch-string,” after all. But you'll be welcome, hir. Punch, you and your Young Men, if you can manage to run them across 
to Chicago, as you did to the Champs de Mara. 

Mr. Punch. Ah! It’s afar cry from Fleet Street to Lake Michigan, Madam. But I 11 tell them what you say. 

One of them — a dear clover hoy,” bearing a famous name that is well beknown to you — has lately paid you a fiying visit, 

and is about to tell the woild, with pen and pencil, what he thinks of you. 

Columbia {sighing). Ah! They all do it! Max 0 Hell, Fubniss, Kipxjng, it ’s all the same. They’re awfully 

anxious I should see m}self as others see me — in a few^ wrecks. But somehow, Mr. Punch, dear Beitanma and I do not 

always quite recognise ourselves in the perhaps slightly distorting mirrors held up to Nature by caricatuiists on either 
side tlie hening-pond. 

Mr. Punch. Well, Columbia, humour, like poetry, docs not always boar translation — or transatlaiiticisation. Briiishcrs 
and Yankees are much given to mutually contemning each other’s comicalities. Much that strikes as smart or laughable on 
one side the Atlantic, may seem coarse or dull on t’other. You see w'o don't fully understand each other’s politics, c^tpecially 
in their personal details, and there are local fashions in fun as in other things. Still, one touch of genuine free humour — 
like one touch of Nature — should make the whole woild kin, much more you and me, who are nature’s kindi*ed already. 'Tis 
in the hope, my dear Coiumbia, that you may find in its pages a few such touches of Nature— as I am sure you will find no 
intentional touches of f/Z-nature, to you- wards particularly — ’tis in that hope, and wuth heai'tiest wishes for the complete 
success of your colossal Columbian, CoruMBus-glorifying, Chicago-booming, Civilisation-comprehending, World-astounding 
Wonder of a Show, that I venture to present yon with my 


®iu firatolr anlr Clirlr ! ! ! 
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SIMPLE AS A 

Deae Ex-Chancelloe witk a Past,— I 
AM. sorry to EaYe to address you, especially 
as to you I owe my promotion. But matters 
are coming to a crisis, and the Fatherland 
is suifering from your indiscretions. You are 
making a great mistake—you are, indeed. 

Now, I ask y;ou, what would you do under 
the following circumstances ? Supposing you 
were in my position, what would you do if 
your predecessor held you up to ridicule, 
spoilt all your faTourite diplomatic plans, 
insulted your employer, and made himself 

f enerally disagreeable all round ? You must 
now, my good Prince, that you are sowing 
dissension in every direction. You are em- 
broiling us with Russia, and running the 
chance of a war with France. Moreover, you 
are breaking the very laws you made for the 
solitary purpose of meeting the case you have 
raised yourself ! So now, with every kindly 
recollection of the past, tell me why I don’t 
arrest you, why I don’t put you into prison, why 
I don’t break your power once and for ever ? 
Yours truly, Yox C . 

Heply to the above, 

Deae Chai^celxoe, without a Futuee,— 
I will answer you why you do not arrest me ? 
The simple reason is that you, my dear friend, 
are not Bismaeck. And I am, yours truly. 

Vox B . 


A Coeeeseoxpext signing himself “Oxe 
Who Lives and Leaexs,” wishes to know 
what is the meaning of the expression, “ The 
Minute G-un at Sea ? ” We will tell him, ‘ ‘ A 
Minute G-un ” is, of course, a very small one. 
When it goes wrong, it is “at sea.” No extra 
charge for t his gun. 

Meh. — ^Y ou can’t expect much from the 
Speakers at a Convention, where the Speeches 
must be Conventional. 


“ Haeet Thought I Mr. John Thomas’s 
Grand Harp Concert. 


A WILDE IDEA. 

On, Moeb Injustice to Ireland! 



The hcence for the production of his French 
Play of Salomd, accepted by Saeah B., having 
been refused by the Saxon Licenser of Plays, The 


O’Scah, dreams of becoming a French Citizen, but 
doesn’t quite “ see himself,” at the beginning of 
his care^r, as a conscript m the French Army, and 
so, to adapt the Gilbertian Imes, probably — 

In spite of great temptation 
To French na-tu-ra-li-sa-tion, 

He ’ll remain an lushman 1 ” 


MY PIJGGY ! 

[A Correspondent writes to the Standard in 
praise of pugs, as the most useful household dogs to 
prevent burglaries.] 

Who hears, despite a wrinkled skin, 

A heart that’s soft and warm within, 

And hates a visitor like sin ? — 

My puggy ! 

Who has a little temper of 

His own, and sports a winter cough, 

And thinks himself a mighty tof£ ? — 

My puggy ! 

Whose voice, disturbing midnight rest, 

Do wily house-breakers detest. 

And move to some less guarded nest ? — 
My puggy’s I 

Who does not, like a stupid cat, 

’Gainst burglars’ boots rub himself flat, — 
Soliciting a felon’s pat ? — 

My puggy ! 

And when the burglar’s body ’s half 
Inside the sash, with doggish laugh, 

Who masticates his nearest calf r* — 

My puggy I 

Who owns a phiz (which I could hug), 
That ’s called by stupid boys an ug- 
ly sulky unattractive “ mug ? ” — 

My puggy I 


OuE old friend, Mrs. Hamsbotham, has 
been sightseeing in the country. Being asked 
whether she had seen the Midgetts, she said, 
“Don’t mention ’em, my dear! I’ve seen 
’em, and felt ’em— thousands of ’em — ^they 
very nearly closed my eyes up.” 


TtyL* dilt. 


B 
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THE LAST TRAIN. ,1 

It will fade from mortal vision, | 
So th e fashion-plates ordain ; 1 

Worthy subject of derision, | 
Not the mail, hut female, 
train ! I 

It has goaded men to mutter 
W ords unhappily profane,^ i 
Trailed in bm-room or in 1 
gutter, [train. 

Whether cheap or first-class 

Fax and wide, on floor and 

paving, [swain ; I 

Spread the dress to catch the 
Sometimes^ long — in distance ^ 
waving ; ^ 

Sometimes wide— a ‘‘ broad- ^ 
gauge train.” 1 

It has dragged a long existence 
Through the dust, the mud, || 

I the rain, 

I Gl-reat is feminine persistence, ^ 
She would never lose the m 
train. y 

Bpohy - traps were beaten li 
hollow, fi 

Hapless man stepped back in | 
vain, [follow || 

Knowing what a trip would 
If he only caught the train ! 1 j j 

Oh, the &guish that it gave us, ] 
Quite unnecessary pain ^ 
WoETH, not Westenohouse, 
wiU save us. 

And atlastwillstopthetrainl 

Mss. R. , hearing her Nephew 
say that he had been discussing 
some “Two-year- old Stakes” 
with a friend, observed that 
she was afraid they must have 
been dreadfully tough, adding. 





















AN EXCITING TIME. 


been dreadfully tough, adding. Poor Jones is convinoeu that his worst pears are at last realised, and he xs lept 
after consideration, “Perhaps v7ith a HAmmovs lunatic U (It was only little Wobbles running anxiously over the : 
they were frozen meat.” op his coming Speech to the Electors op Plumpwell-on-Tvmb ! I ) 


THE CANDIDATE’S COMPLETE LETTER- WRITER. 

(Zti Answer to a Sweep ashing for a F, 0. ClerhsMp>) 

Mr Dear Mr. , 

Nothing would give me greater pleasure than to secure for 
your interesting son a Clerkship in the Foreign Office. The fact that 
ne has a distaste for the profession to which you belong would be no 
disqualification. I agree with you that chinmey-sweeping is better 
than diplomacy. However, if he won’t help you it can’t be helped. 
I am exceptionally busy just now, hut please repeat the purport of 
your letter after the Election. Who knows I may not he m a better 
position then than now to assist you, Yours sincerely, 

SoPHT Sawder. 

( In Answer to a Letter about meehng a Duchess , ) 

My Dear Madam, 

Yes, I have the honour of the Duchess’s acquaintance. 
As you say, Her (Hrace’s “at homes” are charming, but of course they 
I are not equal to her dinners. I shall he only too pleased if I can 
bring about a meeting with the Duchess. 

1 am exceptionally busy just now, hut please repeat the purport 
of your letter after the Election, Who knows I may not be m a 
better position then than now to assist you. 

Yours sincerely, Sopht Sawder. 

{In Answer to all Letters generally,) 

My Dear , 

Op course I shall be only too delighted to help you in aiy 
way in my power. You may always command me — only too pleased, 
only too overjoyed. But the fact is, I am just now exceptionally 
busy. Please repeat the purport of your letter after the Election. 
Who knows I may not he m a better position then than now to 
assist you. Yours sincerely, Sopht Sawder. 

{Common Form Beply to Answers to the above, ) 

Mr. Sopht Sawder, M.P., presents his compliments to , and 

begs to say that he has no recollection of having promised anything. 
Mr. S. 8. regrets to say that ho has no time for an interview. 


PEICKLE-ME-UPS. 

Sir, — am delighted to observe that some Constant Contributors 
(to other papers, not yours, Sir) are making dietetic experiments on 
Nettles. Perhaps yon woiild allow me to mention that Groundsel 
Salad is a delicious dish, when you get used to it, and that a FurSe 
of Ohickweed rarely fails to create delighted astonishment at a 
crowded dinner - table. Bramble Pie is another excellent recipe 
straight from Dame Nature’s Cookery Book. With great care, it is 
possible to cook Thistles in such a way as to make them taste just 
like Artichokes. My family often has these and similar delicacies at ' 
their mid-day meal, when I am away in the City. j 

Yours truly. Lover op Economy, i 

Sir, — I saw that letter about eating Nettles. Of course it ’s all 
rot (if you will excuse the expression), hut I thought it would be 
fun to try the nettle diet on my Uncle James, who never gives me a 
tip when I go to visit him. although my Mother says he ’s as rich as 
Creesers, though I don t know who they are. So I got one or two 
good stinging ones (I knew they were stingers, because I tried them 
on Cook first) and cut ofi little hits and put them in Uncle James’s 
sandwiches, which he always has for lunch. It was awful larks to 
watch him eat them. I thought he ’d have a fit. Then I said good- 
bye, and I haven’t been near him since. But I got Cook to take him 
in a dock-leaf from me, and I hope he ate it after the sandwiches. 

1 1 thought it might do him good. 1 ’m going to try nettle sandwiches 
I on a boy I know at school, who ’s a beast. 1 expect it will give him 
nettle-rash. No more now from Yours respectfully, Tommy. 

Sir, — I freguently recommend patients suffering from advanced 
atrophy to try Nettle Broth. I must say that I am myself nettled, 
when they reply that they prefer the advanced atrophy. A good 
counter-irritant in cases of blood-poisoning^ is a stout holly leaf, eaten 
raw. In serious cases of collapse, if a patient can he got to consume 
a cactus or a prickly pear, the stimulative effect is really surprising. 
In the absence of these products of the vegetable kingdom, a hedge- 
stake, taken directly after a meal, will do equally well. 

Yours professionally, Soluble Salt, F.R.C.P. 
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AT THE WILD WEST. 

(A Slekh at EaTl\ Ooiirt.) 

The OrafoAs Opening DLseoutse (as heard m the harh raws^. 
Ladies and G-eiitlcmen, I desire to draw your attcutioii to an impor- 
tant iaot. It will be my pleasure to introduce to you. . . Thereat I 


hind) . , . impress one fa<*t upon your minds ; this is not . . . {roar | 
and rattle of passing train) ... in the ordinary or common aceepta- ‘ 
tion of. . . {'^ Fujf-puff-ptiff from engine shunting tynicks) . . . ' 

Many unthinkinf^ persons have^ said. . . {Tier ring and proionr/id 
scream from same engine.) This is not so. On the contrary. . . 
{Metallic hangs from trucks.) Men and animals are. . . Pro- 
grammes ! Opera-glasses on hire purely the creatures ot. . 

\lMe77iamder of remarks hopelessly lost amidst the clank of coupling 
chains^ whistles, snorts and puffs from shunting engine* 

An Old Lady in Audience. Ho has such a beautiful clear voice, we 
ought to hear every word. If I were Buffalo Bill, I should positively 
insist on the trains kemng quiet while the^Orator was speakini^r 1 
Orator [during the Grand 
Processional Peview). A 

^el^wB r^I wisfi &ey 

but,* plain or coloured, I r " ^ 

cannot admit that they lam pcifcctly uwa 


“ I am pcifcctly uwaio of that, P^uplicmia I 


[ 7 %* I )aughftrs repudiate teifh (/ratifying unanimiiy any disire to 

shoot genfh men on horst hw h. 

hloollthirsfy Boy {(i\ the koUile Indians attack the (rmn). Will 
the Iridi ins h(ut!p anybody. Uncle ? 

IPs rncle. No mvbov, th<*y don’t let h*m neumioui:?li fur that, 
you ’ I 'The Indians are ignommiomli/ chasid off'hy ('^mrhoys. 

7 % Boy (disappoinful). They ’d a spluidid chance ol Mcalpmg the 
Orator that 111110-“ and not one of tin m < ven saw it ^ 

Oiator. Captain Jacic Bunr/, (jf the Ihiitial Stah s Array, wall now 
give you an (ovimple of his plunomenal Lightning Drill. 

[TVic Gaptain takes up Ms /umitum with an tar of fierce re- 
solution^ and proceeds to^ do wondetjul things uitk a rific 
and fixed bayonet, wkieh he tnats with a funnimrity 
hordi ring on eoniempt* 

xt Lady {to d Military Friend-^na the tuirk th ride 

rapidly round Im neck). Hava you ever seen anyone drill like, that 

he tore ? 

The Mil. F. Saw CiNquEViLLr do something wry like it at the 
Empire. But he had a cannon-ball as well* 

The Iduly. Look at him now ~ he ’s making tlie gun revolve upnidi^ 
dn%vn wit h the bayonet on the palm of his hand I ( 'ould you do that ? 
TVic M. F. Not without drilling a hole in myself. 

The Lady. It really in 
wonderful that lie shouldn’t 
, feel the tKnnt, UiiH it now ? 

j. The M. K Well I doiUt 

much iHunt in it myself 
1 ^*'^ ^ —but so long as it aiimHf.n 

him, i dan say it ^8 all right. 
{The Captam dmeharges 

V ’W the^ gun in the air and \ 

^ W ftd's ri tires at the dtmhte^ ] 

e of l/iat, Euplicima ! ” fi J '■ 

uded Spe< tutor [US 




— 1 j -L j X- T , uuea tutor {ui> 

would, be decorative as furniture even in your drawmg-room Muster Bakee, after rubbing Ms forehead, discovers a bneUmi under 

^ , . j j.-rrr XLj cndures licm i/i sikncc. the mat where his head had been). hove very odd I He found a 

party of Women of the Ogallalla Tribe I ^ brick in exactly the same place when I was here before ! Someone 

ll/iree mounted Indicin ladies tn blankets — walk their horse.s must have a grudge against him, poor boy ! But he ought to Icx>k 
slowly round the Arena, crooning A.ye-eia-ha^ya-hee-hi- before he stands on his head, next time ! 

. y. W'r fig u of enjoying their own performance. Mr. Timmerman {carelessly, to his wife, as the Dead wood Coach 

A Poetical Lady. What strange wild singing it is, JOHN I There is introduced). It would be rather fun to have a ride in the Coaoh^ — 
something so creepy about it, somehow. _ _ new experience and all that. 

doJm [a prosaic out frivolous personfi There is, indeed. It explains 3frs. T, {who doesnH intend him to go). Oh, do be then* 

though. Mr. T. (feeling quite the Daredetd). Pooh, my dear, what is there 


The Poetical Lady. I thought it wohld impress you — ^hut what to he careful about ? 
does It explain ? _ Mrs, T. Tt In 


^ ^ I - XT. X. 1 It does look such a ramshackle old thing— it might break 

John. The reason why the buffalo lu those parts has so entirely died down. Accidents do happen so quickly. 

, ’xi-n* Mr. T* {refiecUng that thy certainly do)* OVyiiil-symTltmtimfiy 

A Jiigtd Matron {during the Fmigrant Tram Scene). I don’t care safe, they wouldn’t 

imsexinf^ffi^^tbpm f sure it must be so Well, promise me if you go on the box to hold on tight 

unsung tor them. And what she about now, with that man f round the comers, then! 

hwseUch too ! aot Mr. T. {who doesn’t see much to hold on 6y). I shan’t go on the 
There! Bhe’spnUedout hox—X shdl go inside. »ub.u . y,. vu ine 

I Save alwB.a tienr^fViof off as if nothing had hapiiened ! Mrs. T. There mayn’t be room. There are several people Tvaiting 

girls were allowed a good deal of to go already. Yon ’ll have to make haste to get a seat at all. 1 
sorrv indeed L aiw ^ 1 H*' ^ sko^dd he sh& be miser able till I see yon safe back again 1 

*^e »^e at Mr. T.{whq is not sure he doesn’t sharTher feelinas). Oh well if 


tfo-ee dummi ««d Mr. u . [.wM u not sure Ae doesn't share her feeltnc 

mSSninB jSe/ f J Daught^sl acting m that forward and yon feel like that about it, I won’t 

S)1t^”is W Butl’myery sure there’s Mrs. T. Oh, y^, do, I want you to go-4t will be i 

i ^ c to see real Indians yelling and shootmg all round. 


Mr. T. {who is not sure he doesnH share her feelings). Oh well, if 
m feel like that about it, I won’t 

Mrs. T. Oh, yesj do, I want you to go— it wOl he so exciting for 
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Mr. T. [thinking that it mag he more exciting than pleasant). 
Might bring on one of my headaches, and there ^11 be such a smell of 
gunpowder too. I hardly think, after all, it worth while. 

Mrs. T. If you feel in the least nervous about it. (Mr. T. dentes 
this indignantly.) Then go at once — ^you may never have the chance 
again ; only don’t stay talking about it — go ! 

Mr. T. [pxdling himself together). Very well, if you really wishit. 

. .. Confound it I Most annoying, really! [Sits down relieved.) 
They ’ve started ! It's all your fault, if you hadn’t kept me here 
talking ! 

Mrs, T. [hutnhly). I am so sorry — ^but there’s another performance 
in the evening ; we might dine here, and then you could easily go on 
the Coach afterwards if you’re so anxious to ! 

Mr. T. And sit through the show twice in one day ? Ho, good as it 
is, I really— and I ’ve some letters I must write after dinner, too. 

[Mrs. T. stniles to herself discreetly^ satisfied with having gained 
her point. 


UNOPPOSED ELECTION. 

Oir Saturday last, being the first day periiaissible under the statute, 
the nomination of a Knight to serve in Parliament for the Shire of 
Barks, was held in the county town. The proceedings were marked { 
by a pleasing unanimity, and an outburst of popular enthusiasm j 
which seriously tried the resources of the local police. There was 
only one candidate— Toby once more M.P. The nomination paper 
was signed by Mr. Funch, Mr. GrLADSTOifE, Lord Salisbuey, and 
most of the Crowned Heads of Europe. 

The SherifE inquired if it were desired to nominate any other 
Gentleman. [A Voice — “ J should think not!^^) There being no 
other response, the Sheriff declared the Hon. Gentleman duly elected, 
and said he would like to be permitted to forego his fees, if indeed 
any were due. 

In response to loud calls from the assembled crowd, Mr. Punch 
said he had great pleasure in recommending his young friend to 
the suffrages of this important constituency. [Cheers.) He called 
him young, for though he had been on his [Mr. Punch's) establish- 
ment for over fifty years, he was very little altered. There were 
some people who never grew old [A Voice— Bully for you^ Mr, 
Punch and amongst them he might include his faithful follower, 
whom they had just unanimously re-elected Member for Barks. 
He trusted that in the future, his young friend would pursue the 
course honourably followed by him iu the past. Mear I Hear! ”) 
This was the fourth Parliament to which he had oeen elected, and he 
trusted it would not be the last. ( Cheers.) He might perhaps allude 
to a rumour current in the ordinary channels of information, which 
seemed to point to their friend's transference to another place. He 
had the authority of Toby, M.P., to say that, as far as ms freedom 



of action is concerned— and Mr, Punch thanked Heaven this is still 
free England — [loud cheers) — that prognostication would never be 
realised. The highest honour ever done to his friend, was the selec- 
tion of Mm by the men of Barks to represent them in the Commons 
House of Parliament. [Menewed cheering.) His fullest pleasure was 



THE IMPORTANCE OF EXTERNALS. 

“But why don’t totj send for Dr. Masher, Aunt Jane? 
He ’s the cleverest Doctor in the whole County I ” 

“Oh, my dear, I couldn’t! He drjssses so Irreligiously t ” 

to retain their confidence and to serve them and posterity to the 
utmost extent of Ms power and opportunity. [Disturbance at 
the rear of the hall ; cries of Put him out “ Sit on 'is 'ead! ") 
Mr. Punch begged they would do no such thing. It would he sure 
to give way under pressure. ( Laughter.) In conclusion, he begged 
to thank them for the honour they had done Ms friend, and he might 
add, themselves. 

There were loud cries for Toby, M.P., but tbe Hon,^ Member 
begged to be excused from making a speech on tMs occasion. For 
one reason he shrank from coming into competition in the lists of 
platform-speaking with Ms reyexed friend and Leader. Another 
tMng was, he was really so overcome by the honour just done him, 
that he could not trust Mmself to speak. He would write— as soon 
as the new Parliament met. 

^ After the customary votes of thanks had been carried by acclama- 
tion, tbe new Member was hoisted shoulder-high by the enthusiastic 
mob, and carried off to Ms country residence, The Kennel, Barks, 
where he will remain during the Itecess. 


Votes and the Kan! 

“ One Man, 'one Vote ! ” A fine, fair-souading plan I 
Would we could also get “ One Vote, one Man I ” 
Then we might also reach, “ One Tote, one value.” 
But, England, you have never found, nor shall you, 
Alas I (despite the democracy’s promoter) 

That real manhood always marks the voter ; 

Or fearing neither knave’s device, nor “ rough ” rage, 
We ’d trust the State to a true Manhood Sunrage I 


mOK TAPLOW. 

First ^Arry. I ’ll teU. you a good name for a Kiverside Inn — ** The 
' Av^a-’launch." 

Second 'Arry. I ’ll tell you a better—* ‘ The ’ Ave-a-lunch.” Come 
along I 
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WHITE LIES* 

Frtshy SpimUr . “How many Dances ake you goinc to give he to kioht, Caftain Wayham 

Caftam JFaxham . “Oh, I’M so sorry, but there ’s kot enohoh Men. yoh know, ako I 'vk jcw bwk tojp of* Bf Meh 
Masham to dance with the Girls who— a—who ark not likely to get Fartkree T' 

f-isi# th 4 thrljmt hhind kvnf^r thrm WaMtt4 und ft JWI/i 


CLOSED FOE ALTEEATIOES AND 
EEFAIES,” 

{A Song of the Theatre Uoyal^ St Stephen' $ ) 
AlR~“Am/oe.» 

Closed I The long wild whillaloo 
That oft smacked of “ Killaloe/^ 

The contagions wrath of Buskin and of 
Sock 

Hath abated for awhile, 

And no more the Emerald Isle 
On the stage and in the green-room seems 
to shock. 

The curtain is rung down, 
i The comedian and the clown, 

With the sombre putter-on of tragic airs, 
Are gone, with all the cast, 

And the Theatre, at last, 

Is “ Closed for Alterations and Eepairs/^ 
They may cheer for Gladstone hearty, 
For Baleoitb or McCarthy, 

This, that, or thther party, 

As it pleases them to do. 

They may howl like Msenada crazy, 

For policies dark and hazy; 

Hew stars ere long 
The stage may throng, 

To play in pieces new. 

The managerial sonl 

Though relieyed, upon the whole, 

From the six years* run, and all its stir 
and strain ; 

Feels anxiety, no doubt, 

As to “ stars ** which may go out, 

And others that may probably remain* 

He ^s rjm a popular play, 

Which the Treasury says will pay, 


Despite of gallery hisses, groundling bkres ; 
But there *8 care upon his face, 

*Ti 8 a most expensiye place, 

And *tis “ Closed for Alterations am! 
Eepairs.** 

They may clnor, &c, 

Ho doubt there has been fun, 

I But the |>ieee has had its run. 

And now from stage and playbill dis- 
apjiears, 

Now east, west, north, and south, 

The quidnuncs are giYing mouth. 

Till the Manager would gladly close his 
ears* 

Two companies, neither loth, 

Seek his suifragosj and both 
Haye fxripertmre that half attracts, half 
scares. 

He aware it will need nous 

To make choice* Meanwhile the House, 

Is “Closed for Alterations and Repairs.’* 
They may cheer, <Scc. 

Mnch money must he spent 
Ere the public is content. 

Says the Manager, “ By Jingo, I *m p^’r* 
plext. 

Shall I keep on Salisbttrek, 

Or engage old W. 0 , 

And what’s the piece that I shall put on 
next? 

Well, no more need be said, 

Till July has fully sped. 

And August brings me Autumn Season’s 
cares, 

Then we *11 learn the cast and play— 

*Ti 8 suffi,cient for to-day 
That we*ye ‘Closed for Alterations and 
Repairs.* 


They may cheer the Old Man liuirty, 
Braye IkLEot^E, miid McCaetht, 
This, that, or t’other party, 

As it pleases ’em to do. 

Their nmse half dnyes me era/y , 

The future *s rather hazy. 

But interest strong, 

I trust, era long, 

Win crowd my House anew ! ** 


OH, SA0NDERSON, MY CCLCXEL * 
Air— “ John Anderswi ^ my Jo ' * 

Oh, Satoderson, my Colonel, 

You*re stout and alociuent, 

But boding as the rayen. 

Knock ninety-nme per cent. 

From your Cassandra prophecies, 

As bogejiah as eternal, 

And you *11 be nearer to the truth, 
Brave Satodemon , my Colonel ! 

Oh, Satoderson, my Colonel, 

Could you but pull together. 

Orange and Green, a truce were seen 
To mgotry and blether. 

*Ti8 tkep that keep the Emerald Ido 
In pother so internal. 

Drop hate and fear, try loye and trust, 
Braye Sahndehson, my Colonel 1 


OBVioirs, — The JDatit/ Jlews reports the 
mysterious disappearance from the Goyern- 
ment Saw Mills at Portsmouth, of 2,510 feet 
of deal* “No one can say,** it is added, 
“what became of the wood.** Why, it 
walked oK of course, with so many feet the 
temptation was irresistible* 
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“CLOSED EOE ALTEBATIONS AND EEPAIES.” 

Mb. PtjircH. “ CHANGE OP ACTORS AND PROGRAMME, EH, MR. BULL ? ” 

Me. .Tmrrr 'Rtttt. (Manager and Proprietor). “ CAN’T TELL TET, MR. PUNCH, DON’T OPEN TILL AUGUST 
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OTHERWISE EHOACIRD! 

(J Smtiimntal Fragmnt jToiii Eenhy.) 

Akb so they sat in the Boat and 
looked into one another’s eyes, and 
found much to read in them. They 
ignored the presence of the house- 
boats* and scarctdy rcuuerabered that 
i there were such things as launches 
: propelled by steam or cdectricity. And 
j they turned deaf cars to the niggers, 
j and did not want their fortimcs told 
by dirty females of a gipsy tyfan 
‘‘This is very pleasant/* said 
Enwiu*. 

' ‘ Isn’ t it ? ” replied A no klin.i ; 
‘*and it ^8 such a good place for 
seeing all the events/* 

‘‘Admirable! ” and they talked of 
other things ; and the time sjMid on, 
and the dark shadows grew, and still 
I they talked, and talked, and talked. 

At length the lanterns on the river 
I began to glow, and Henlev put cm its 
I best appearance, and broke out vio- 
[lently into fireworks. It was then 
I Mrs. Hhunbi spied them out. She 
! liad been on the look out for scandal all 
' day long, but could find none. This 
seemed a pleasant and promising amh 
“ Bo you are here? I ** she Cfxdaimed, 

, “ Why, we thought you must hat© 

: gone long ago ! And what do you 
; say of the meeting f 
' “A most j)erfect success/^ said he. 

I * ‘ And the company F ** 

I “Could not be more charming,** 
was her reply. 

1 “And what did you think of the 
s racing?** Then they loc^ked at one 
‘ another and smiled. ^ They »|:)oke 
: together, and observed 

“Oh. we did not think of the 
racing ! ** 

And Mrs. OEtrKnT was not alto- 
gether satisfied. 


^^SED REVOCARE GRADUIW/’ 


JBcaiUy {with cool candour), “ Oh yes, indeed, I FKEQXJKNTnY make Bets ; but I am so unlucky ! " 
Yotdh {t/rying to be sympatMic), “ Really? But I suppose you heyee have much on 

— THAT IS~I MEAN " ICollapse, 


by “ One who Maeeied in 
Haste/*-— “ The real ‘ Battle of Life * 
begins with a short engagement/* 


LADY GATS SELECTIONS. 

Deae Mb. Punch, The Looh-^out^ Sheepedoor^ Kent, 

Mx rest at the seaside has done me such a world of good 
that I feel more lazy than ever! But I fear I am in danger of a 
relapse into excitement, owing to a letter 1 received a few days ago 
from an old military friend of mine, General Eljxtxon, in which 
he asks me to lend my inmluaUe assistance in “canvassing ** for his 
nephew, the Hon. Chablie Hullotheee, who is standing for 
Sheepsdoor. — ^Ah, how little did I think that my reference to 
“canvas]’ shoes in my last letter would be so prophetic! The 
General is very gallant, and fully appreciates the usefulness of 
women in canvassing ; and, in order to he quite “ up to date/* 

I have ordered in a large supply of gingerbread-huts and oyster- 
shells, which I observe (see daily paj^rs) are distributed as marks 
of respect among Candidates and their wives 1 
Havmg also heard that a Brass Band is indispensable (the more 
brass it is, the better), I have made friendly overtures {mimcal, of 
mrse) to the Sheepsaoor Purveyors of Brassharmony, with the 
nattering result that they now conclude every performance with my 
specia^ composed ion TPar Cry**— the refrain of which is 

most enective when ^ven by a choms of trained Constituents !— 
HuULo-therel I "We respect him! 

HuULo-there ! We’ll elect him! 

He ’s the man for us ; j And we might do wuss ! I 

In faotj our Candidate is very popular, ^d is sure to “ romp in an 
easy* winner** — ^which is another puzzling racing expression, as, l 
Mthough I’ve seenplen^ of horses indulge in a game of romps 
before the start (notably, KAbbi Morin^ in the “ City”), they seem 
to have had more than enough of it before the finish 1 
I hear from Hewmarket, that I missed an extremely pleasant 
week’s raemg— and although my selection for the Stud Produce 
Stakes wee xather wide of the mark, I fairly Mt the bullseye— (What 


a painful operation this must be for the bull)— in inj one “ Sonff/mm 
the Birdc&ge^^^ which I warbled in the ear of a racing friend wli#a i 
met down here ; it was d pro^poe of the July Stakes and ran thus : — 
The night was dark when “ Fortimd Mil escaped by Ch«li Beach I 
And hope beat high within his heart, that he the goal might reach I 
For Milford ” Karen lies in sigljt !— one effort and he *s there ! 

But 806 !> — At last — he’s caught i— he ’s passed !— just bj the Judge*! Chair ! 

Which really remarkable prophecy was fully home out l»f the race, 
in fact, so close a description might almost have been written after 
the race— a great compliment to my powers of divination 
Kextweek takes us to Bibury and Stockbridget and this hot 
weather continues, the motto of the Club should be, “Dam vivo 
Bihere ** — or, freely translated— ‘ ‘ Mutf the soda, please I ** The race 
to which I propose to give my attention is the Alington Plate, and 
as 1 am nothing if not thorough, you will see that my tip is influenced 
by my being at the Seaside f Tours devotedly, Lapx Gat* 

AnXNOTON PXATB SELECTION. 

The storm was raging through the i And pitied any luckless wight 
. I tossed upon my pillow, [night, 1 Who tossed upon the ‘ ! ** 


A Slight Muddle. — “I hear,** saidMrs. R,, “that the Cassocks are 
performing at theBnHalo Bill place— though not knowing the gentle- 
man personally, I would prefer calling him Buffalo William or Wil- 
liam: Buffellow, which would be a less outlandish name— and I 
confess I was astonished, as I always thomht that Cassocks were 
Clergymen, or had something to do with the Clergy. I suppose I had 
connected them with Hassocks, which are always in Church, and 
were, I believe, invented by Mr. Hassock, or Squire Hassock, who 
made all his money by keeping a gate on the old Brighton Coach Eoad. 
The station is still called Ha8sook*sGate, in his memory. HbeMa IBSXX 
had all the Cassocks sent down to her at Wmdsor. They must have 
been quite worn out by the end of the day.** 


July 9, 1892.1 
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OPERATIC NOTES. 

Monday. — Jjohenqrin. House full to hear Brother JOHN" and 
Madame Melra. “Please, Sir, Mr. Johnnie de Risky ain’t here,” 
blurts out the pale and trembling: call-boy. 

Sir A.TJUHSTUS calm, impassible. Crisis. If no one turned up, he 
would act the part himself, and, it bein^ Wagnerian music, the 
orchestra would play what of the part had to he played. ^ At that 
moment lounged in Monsieur Van l)rcK, just to see how things were 
going on without him. “ I ’m a little hoarse to-night,” quoth Tan 
Hyck, pleasantly. “ Nonsense ! ” cries Sir Drueioianijs, cheerily, 
“ a ‘ Van ’ can never he a little hoarse.” Much merriment. Dyck, 
my boy,” continues Sir B., “you’ve come in the very nick of time 
— quite a Devil’s Dyke, you are,” — ^the accomplished vocalist was 
in ecstasies at Ms Manager’s joke, — “and you shall distinguish 
yourself to-night as Lohengrin! ” Oh, what a surprise I No sooner 
said than done. Armour for ono ordered immediately. Isaac of 
York Street goes to work, and — presto! — ^Van Dyck is “ready in 
case.” “ Now,” asks Deueiolanus, ‘ ‘ what are we waiting for F ” 

“Please, Sir, Madame Melua isn't here ! ” 

“Melba not here to play ’’ exclaims Sir Beitriolancs , 

immediately adding, with that wit wMch is always, like the British 
Tar, * Ready, aye ready ! ’ — “ then we must get somebody Else Sir I ” 
and scarcely had the words escaped his lips, than Madame Noedica, 
who happened to he passing by, sang out in an extempore recitative, 
“ Me void ” “ Bravissima ! ” cried Sir Beheiolanhs. “ Saved ! 

Saved ! ” G-eneral dance of joy. 

So the Curtain was rung up, and the Opera, with Madame Noedica 
{viee Melba) as JSlsa^ and Van Byck (vice Little Johnnie the 
Risky) as Lohengrin, made a big success. House crowded. All’s 
well that ends as well as this. 

Tuesday with 3Iozart . — What a good starting idea for a Comic 
Opera would he the notion of making those two types of knaves, 
Leporello and Figaro^^ meet as counter-plotters. Monsieur Maubel 
suggests a step in this direction, when one night he imiiersonates the 
gay Spanish Bon, and on another he appears as the roguish Italian 
barber, no longer an intriguing bachelor hut a jealous bridegroom. 
Merry Melodious Mozaet ! Old-fashioned he may be, like not a few of 
the best melodies and the beat stories. Elegant Countess is Madame 
Emma Eames. Can she possibly ever have been liasina^ Dr, Bar- 
iolds tricky ward I What a change matrimony makes in some folks! 
Old Br. Bartolo hears not much resemblance to the other Dr, Bar- 
tolo, and Do7i BasUio^ a kind of Ecclesiastical lawyer, is quit^ a rol- 
licking wag as compared with the BasiHo of the Barber of Seville. 
Nothing could he better than the Susanna of Mile. Teleki, or 
sweeter than the duet, heartily encored, 
between her and the Countess. Edohard 
DE Reszke is a magnificent representa- 
tive of the gloomily-jcalous Count, who, 



than usually “ spoony.” Milo. Aenold^^on singK Moziirr pure and 
simple, without interpolating cadt luas, roulades, liotirishts, or exer- 
cises of musical fireworks, and tin* 
audience rewarded her artist ietilly 
simple rendering of “ Voi die sa- 
pete ” with an eneori\ whieh was as 
hearty as it was well - tU^servt d. 

Capital House, Parlianu ntary mu- 
sicians conspicuous by their absene»>, 

Ex-M,P.’s repre8ent< d in a body 
by Sir II-Nia Enw-iiUh the i*ver- 
grecn. 

It reported in the House — 
the Opera House— that 8ir Dkurio- 
XANUs was standing ; but for what 
Constituency, 'was not mentioned. 

The rumour was justified by his 
a})pearing at the Htall «ntraiic‘e, 
where he stood for some time, but 
as ho finely observed, “I am not 
in search of a .seat— in Purlmment. 

No ! Jjot wdio will make tlie 
peox)le’s laws, give me the bringing out for tliem of tin ir 0|H'ra« and 
rantomimfcs,” Bo saying, he bowed gracefully to iiolKMiy in parti- 
cular (who haj^pened to be talking to him), and, with a reirt^shing 
wave of the hand, Bir BRirEioiANrs was WMfted away into the offing, 
and “lost to sight.” while still “ to no mory dear.” 

7yumpet Kate in advanee. — The Trompder of Snkkingen i« an- 
nounced as “in active iireparatien.” JNe<dleH» to say of 

course, he blows his own trum|H;t for hiniHelf. The question is, will 
it be a big trump in the hand of Hir l)ianUfUAM“H F 

Saturday.— Elaine changtM her mind, lunl wouldn’t come out 
to-night. 



fjk 

bii IhunoluoiH, MJbfuwarie) 
for at (hodni. 


New' Rendkeino of “Consple 
on HITE,” — if “ Pianchette” can give 
it appeans to have done at Mr. Chae!/ 
and elsewhere, m recounted^ in tlic I ) . 
once i)ut into general rt'quisition F W 
debating? Why not use 
Why run any chance of 
but simply “ ask Plan- 
by the way, if this were 


Pl iNCO “ C’ovsrLT Flak- 
sueh mie\mdo intormaiion m 
.Ks WiNDHur’H Jiuppr-party, 
lily Triegraph^ why m it not at 
'h5' i« tie re tmy Parliamentary 
“ PlanchettcF” 
lo^^ing on a race, 
rlotteF” 0nl3f, 
univer«al, and if 



Chernbino takes the Chair at a small Meeting. A De Eisky situation. 

having once been the gayest of the gay, still retains something of 
his old sly-hoqts character in private. He is always going wrong, and 
always being in the wrong when found out : a Count quite at a dis- 
count, for whom there will perhaps be no rest until be is “par.” with a 
family. Needless to say, tbe part was well acted and sung by Brother 
Ned, whom a gentleman near me, who “ knew all about it,” mistook 
for his brother John, and oritioised accordingly. As CherMno^ MUe. 
SiGETD Aenoldson is adelightfullj boyish scapegrace, giviM us just 
that soupyon of natural awkwardness which a spoilt sunny &utbem 
lad of sixteen, brought up in such mixed society as is represented by 
Count Almapivds nousenold, would ocoasionaLly show when more 


everyone is to win, who is to low*? Thus FlanchHtc would put an 
end to nearly all $j>f*eulation. Pianchette WTudd inaugurate a new 
era of comiuetc and unqualified mxeeem. No doutd Ch a ill j*:h 

Wyndham consulted Planchetfe before proriucing The Fringe of 
Society^ and is in consequence being amply r4*ward*'d for pkeing hi« 
trust in Planchette. Failure would W except to tbe 

obstinate lew who should persistently refuse pin their faith cm 
the utterances of “ Planehettc.” But, mip^m after doing enough 
to establisb^her reputation, “ Planchette,” being feminine and there- 
fore “uarfum et nudahile semper f should Buddtu!^’* deceive her 
followers, as did ZamiePs seventh charmed bullft (wiiieh ought 
always to have been kept up CmpaF$ slecwe— but was m 

idiot), and the Weird but Larky Bisters who captivated Maddh ? 
“Trust her not, she’s fooling thee, Beware ! Beware I ” and Flaa- 
chetta, the little plank, will make more of her followers “ plank 
down ” than pick up gold and silver* 

nearest Chuck. I ^^’Simkspmm 

“ Mr, OF (to the Ardent Femak Supparter^ heneefwik to im km* 
terimUy known m “ The Oingerwmi-nuLChmMr^'^) 

’Twas all very well to dissemble your lo"va, 

But why chuck the nut in my eye ? 

[Mr. Q-. is aware that the Dtrdm WlLLiAifS km epokm of ginger 
m “ hot in the mowthf hut Mr. 0 * mys “ he y&t it ii»- 
commonly hot in the eyeF} 

“The Ektoen op the Psodioal.”— L ord Ranpolfh in again 

for South Paddington. The First to amve. 


In m cm few.- 
there tHU ho m Cti 


by a itm^ $m A44l^^ fetWops, Cover, #r To tit ^ rnXe 
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sliall tHnk them tant soit peu coarse and 

Just* to make us look as ’armless as a pair o’ 

ELECTION INTELLIGENCE. “xTefltraes-im and batters, 

JtrilHnnt Kh^l,>r(.itth h.Hm, SMmn). “It’s a srovTiKH koisd op a Mak, wira A 1 !m.d 

‘Ead, ah ak 10 ’VoiK luu, bit ar m bleshkb if ar know ’is ISaambU” ^ IS peepers 

I r“- ». " :■ — ^ - ■■-■ ■== fattens out my nose 

t Trt * 1 * 111 ? i!if>cT UATMiiif' Ufti'lisMC ^ widt* tiu* <loor. All Toundl IS scaj "With a brace of bally blows^ i 

TCi TflE rIRo! dAI ‘^ llold 1iiL?ht» Birl” voii'es call. Which I ’ardly ’ad expected from a pug as 

(AtUr And in the water, jerked from thoe, couldn’t see. 


‘I'd 


Mm 




ELECTION INTELLIGENCE. 


TO THE FIRST BATHINC-MAOHIHE. 

{Ajf* t* 

0 B 14 HK nt*w-rjniB r I 1 h< I n, 

I w e thee wttli u ntart 

So itenfh* ioiddiii^ a M.ediine, 

Infernal one thou art ! 

"When ilrnt the win feeh ndlu r hot, 

Or even rather warm, 

From Home dim, liihi nmfiriir epd 
EoHh forili tliy eltimny iorim 

Ferhitjrt thou hahhh h! to I lie «ea 
Of sunnhitie and ot llowu th ; 

Thmi hriufreht but a thought to me 
(d Kiich loitl uuarti r fmur.H. 

f, ^nwpiriK tifrhtly, pale witli fear, 

Thy very narrow la n* h, 

Thou, hmuidini^ on in wild career. 

All shake, ami jolt, and wr< neh. 

Til! emm k mi «m x peeled ntop ; 

My i'o reheat! hitn tfie d»>or, 

And I, with eataelysiiae flop, 
lie on thy sandy liiMua 

Tlitn, dresM4 in Katurehi itinipkst style, 
I, Idiislung, %’enture out ; ^ 

And find the sea m Hflll ft mil© 

Away, or thereabout* 

Blitht little ehildri n oajhe .sand 
Laui 4 *h Uttt with ehildiHli gh e ; 

Their lUirntH, attixi^ near iit hand, 

All giggling, Htare at 

Unnerved, wiwasheci I riwh again 
Within thy tniiuiui! ihadiu^ 

And wait until the rising m«in 
Shall buniHli fiiilti and tsaid. 

Thv ilticirn I dare n^d now. 

Thy wtsclowH give no vit^w* ; 

*XI» late ; I will aot hatlic*, 1 tow . 

1 iiri*w iiriew. 


H< I wide llu* door. All round is sca.I 
‘'Hold light, Bit I” voices call. 

And in the water, jerked from thoe, 

1 tumble, clothes and all! . ai cn t. , , > >* ! 

INToxt round the Slasher’s groggy, ’e ’angs u 

0 Ide.ssed thing ! this earth we pace ’ands and gropes ^ ^ ! 

Thv haunt should never bo, (I ’d knocked him orf ’is legs at last) a-feelin’ ; 

A fiuite unimmtionablo i>laco for the ropes. 

That is fit home for thee ! And, lor, ’e looked so cheerful with ’is face a 

mask of red 

That I bust myself with laughin’ when I 
ITDIKS IN THJiNKWPOETEY. bashed ’im on the ’ead. 

Then they counted up to ten, 

111* But ’e couldn’t rise again ; 

It k with the greatest possible pleasure that ’E gasped a bit, and puiSed a bit, and laid 


ISTUDIKS IN THJ5 NKW POETEY, 
i No. in. 


j dfr. Punrh presents to his readers the f ollow- 
i ing example of the I^ew Poetry. It is taken 
I fn^m a collection entitled “ Ilhyines of the 


there in a ’eap. 

And I copped a thousand pounds 
For a fight of seven rounds, 


MtmenP These Ehymes are intend^ to Which was all the time it took me for to put 
illustrate the everyday life of the British my man to sleep. 

pmt-liffhttT, his simple joys, his manly ,i,e . ^s call it brutal • there’s Mr. 

sorrows, his convwational exeellenees, and tr®-p® “ orutai , tnere s mr. 

his indomitable, pluck.. The author has . 5.„H, n«ttv. 


n. P. Cobb, 


ilm'^S rpriMlghter himself, hut he And ’is talk, which isu’t pretty, about ruffians 

claims for those Itlymcs the merit of absq- tm Kke totep^’w claret when ’e’s up aud on 
lute tiuth in fc-very detail. .In any case it is - “■ f®, “ ciaiet wnen e s up ana on 


lute tiuth in wery detail. In any case it is oiareo wuen -e s up una on 

A.d». w . wita. 'i. „».w » 

SassS\S.“.Th; 

mhWOnsebTommoS'&^^^ 


to whom we Britons owe our reputation for 
plu<k and stamina. How the ontio knows 
this, never having been a prke-ngbter him- 
R 4 *lt, and never having associated them, 
is a question which it might he dilhcult to 
answer. But, nevertheless, the critic wxU 


gosh, it don’t suit me. 


‘ WiCAT I sufier from, at this time of year, 


k LuTstkn S difheiTt Yo when I go into the country,” says Mrs. E., 

answer But nevertheless, the critic will “is ‘Elybites. She pronounced it as a 
Slntee the “ Mymes of the Mopes f word of three syllables and then added, I 
^ u Mr Punches readers, while rather think the learned way of spelhng it is 

recognising the force and go of the lines, Phly bites. 


vein. rifi. 


c 
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HEIMGENIOUS IDEA. 

Early Visitor. “Why, what on earth are you hoing, Mathildb,— turning your Boudoir into a Poultry Yard?” 
Mathilde. “ Well, my dear, as it is impossible to rely on getting New-laid Eggs in Town, I have had my pet Cochin- 
China UP PROM THE Country, and she is thoroughly to be trusted ! ” 


CORIOLANUS. 

I would he had contiuu’d to his country 
As he began, and not imknit, himself, 

The noble knot he made,’^ 

CoriolanuSf Act IV., Scene 2. 

“ His Majesty discriminates between the 
Prince Bismarck of former times, and of to-day, 
and is anxious that his Government should avoid 
everything which might tend to diminish, in the 
eyes of the Gennan nation, the familiar figure of 
its greatest Statesman .” — Instructions to Imperial 
German Eepresentaiives abroad : — 

Can this Be he who “ At the Gates ” * 

Of Janus’ Temple stood of old, 

Protective, vigilant, and bold, 

As one who calmly dares— and waits ? 

“ So fancy limns him^ whoHl not cease 
To watch o’er tvhat his hr am upbuilt f 
Euneh san^. And now he lifts the hilt, 
"Warlike, against a Patriot Peace. 

Calm warder then, challenger now. 

The tower he reared would he attack, 
Because — they have not called him back 
Like CiNCiNNATUS from the plough ? ' 

“ The wounds that he doth hear for Rome,” 
Should speak wide-lipped against the 
change. ^ 

The new CormZGww^/ Strange, 

So great a past to this should come ! 

The imperious Roman, banished, bared 
Against Rome’s walls a traitor blade. 

But ^o«— revenge is scarce your trade, 
Hero, in faction’s mazes snared, 

* Gee Cartoon ‘‘At the Gates,” p. 151, voL 85, 
year 1883. 


The shirt of Nessus poisoned not, 

Nor angered Hercules as you 
Seem angered, ;Misoned. Yet you knew 
On Arnim’s shield to hare the blot. 

What should it say, Count Harry’s ghost, 
Could it beside your couch appear, 

And whisper in his foeman’s ear 
Share you not that which shamed him most ? 

Tou flaunt the Press against the Throne ? 
You bare State secrets to the crowd ? 

You who against the Mob were loud, 

With mockery Marcius weR might own ? 

It doth not fit a splendid past. 

The Sentinel in arms arrayed 
Against the Citadel, a shade 
Of gloom o’er glory’s sheen will cast. 

The illustrious name of Bismarck blot 
With no such treason as could dim 
The Roman’s glory, nor, like him. 

Yourself unknit your “ noble knot ” I 


THAT DUTCHMAN OOMS. 

Air — The AdmiraVs Broom” 

[J. J, K. OoMS, an amateur sculler from Am- 
sterdam, wou easily the “Diamond Sculls” at 
Henley tbiis year, beating V. Nickals, and others 
of our crack oars.] 

Oh, Ooms was a champion brave and bold, 
The Dutchman’s pride was he ; 

And he cried, “ I can row on the Thames, I 
As well as the Zuyder Zee, [know, 

As well as the Zuyder Zee I ” 

And as his boat he set afioat, 

And looked o’er the Henley tide, 


He saw all England taking note, ^ 

And he trimmed his sculls and cried : — ( Bis.) 
“ I ’ll win those ‘ Sculls ! ’ ” said he, 

“ The ‘ Diamond Sculls ’ for me ! 

That the world may know, wherever I go 
Thames yields to the Zuyder Zee I ” {Bis, 

Cried John Bull, “ Here ! Y'ou Dutchman 
To-day you must row with me ; [queer . 

For while I ride Thames’ silver tide, 

I’ll be second to none,” said he ; 

“ I ’U he second to none,” said he. 

So they blazed away at that Dutchman gay, 
Stout Nickals, brave Boyd, and all — 

But the Dutchman’s ship our best did whip, 
And Bull cried to his merry men all, [his] 
“ We ’re whipped, hoys, for once,” said he, 
“ It ’s a whip that ’s a licker to me.” 

Right well Ooms puUs, and the ‘ Diamond 
Are gone to the Zuyder Zee ! [Sculls ’ 
Yan Tromp with his broom made free, 
But this Ooms has “swept” Hen-ley. 

Here’s his health! But oh! those Sculls, 
you know, 

Must come back from the Zuyder Zee.” 


Some Comport.— Harrow beat Eton at 
Lords’ last week. The Etonians have some 
consolation in the fact of the Head-Master 
of Harrow being an Etonian. Without doing 
violence to their feelings, they can simply 
pronounce the Head-Master’s name, and say, 
“ Well done, Harrow ! ” 

New Reading op an Old Greek Proverb 
{hy a disappointed Author, tohose Work has 
been recently cutup in the Press ), — “ KpJyraf 
def J.e,, ‘ ‘Critics are always liars.” 
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UNFAIR ADVANTAGE. 

Gkulstonian Ikniid{ti) Tor^ J^utif’nt). have the moht pud ! ofnd admi- 
RATioK— M outh a litilk m<jek open, thankh-- for iiiAr oueat man, 

<iLADaTOKK,— "AND XT WAH ONLY LAHT WKEK:-»“&r, tlC. &<’/" 


OH THE FLY-LEAF OF AW OLD BOOK. 

1 1 ’b In t n Icumu ; at last it ’k {|uitu 
Ctmieout “■ tlu* vtry tinny tii \\riti* 

My laundry list (»n. Think 

II:nf hi < n ujKHi it ! 

l^ome linns by (huj^sMini, inaitly pkniital, 

A MW> by liYUnv, iniyiltv yrainL 
Or iven, jxniiid by Mi VKsin ini/s lumd, 

A Bon^:: nr hhiiu t ; 

IK Vinci miKht bav«‘ inadt^ a skidilt, 

Or Iti-MHiAMtr iirawii a hyad ioitrli, 

Or IrRNLR dash* d ^onu* tiidn Tw<iuhl fttek 
A thnu»and Kuincas* 
mis^bt havr b* « n Siam* nob s, ctjmjdh'tl 
By liiHiN, Malu i:ia>< k% or Wilok, 

On how some writ( rs ha\t' Im g'liiled 
Homo hunph* ninnii s ; 

Some wor<K on C’oitks, by IUnih>lph 
t)r Oroi'k Homo Uulo, by Orand Old 0., 
Htmm Irish nott s by A. *1. ib, 

A fimt|u<yfrom Du r/iN. 

How twoloBH now to think what might ^ 

Havt* boon, for 1 have !>la«‘kid tlio 'white I 
It i*i not eTon tit to wTito 

A washim?*bill im ! 


Ciinirii iND Boonu -Tim Art*hldshi»|Hjf (KNiimiirEy 
1 warn roronllva guont^at tiu* Mumdung ilruHo on tim ocoa- 
Hion of an Undontmduational Bant|ut*t» His Oraro* in a 
|iuO-|mimiial olHtTV^al that the Halvatiim Army 

vdtwi ‘‘liuting’’ among us, but li« tjnniKht that th« 
Armyk suoross wamld la* an ** tl*a*fing aa it was 
NpaithiH for Ida 0 rayo^af ter- dimoT* This 
I waa a mro a£ter-dinnf*r way id giving ‘Varbir^to thn 
Oviural.*^ No *Oaughlor'* appearH to havo loliowtd, wo 
the caviare mm not gimerally taken- 

LiPLiUHY Norn ind Om hy.*- First v<du«H* of IWtius 
j transtut^d into Knglish by A, \\\ ilvnx. Judging from 
a rimew in the Timce ot Hiin innlalmi nt, it is the work 
of neither a soft nor hard (bull, but u nudium (luiiL 
With such a Huggentive name, thm autlmr will show 
hiranelf a Ummr (luiU if he doe^ not at unee turn Ms 
attention to the Hisbiry of Fx.nn". 


LADY GATS SELECTIONS. 

BlAit Mr. Vmeu, The Bahdinh, Ilcniey. 

The Election at Sheepsdoor being regardedas a *‘moTaF^ 
for OTO Candidate— (what a delightful change from the tm-moral 
way in which elections used to bo conducted !)— 1 felt it was safe for 
me to wing my flight to fresh scenes and pastures new !— not that I 
wanted any “ new pastures,’^ having been a gra«-widow for some 
im time but having had enough of the 

‘‘roiling billow (by the way, the rolling 
IHllow at Htockbridge didn’t roll fast 
enough) — I yearned for the silvery smooth- 
ness of Father Thames, so started for 
Henley with my faithful BulaUe—{l really 
Ipust change her name, it sounds like a 
jodel);^ but, oh I my goodness! — 
talk about the Channel passage 

is a fool to what we found at Henley ! 
Waves mountain high! — (This of course 
is an exaggeration, but I’ve read it so 
/mV\ sea-novels, that I ’ ve almost come 

/ /ffi 4 believe it possible—it would be nearer^ 
I truth, as dear Mrs, Eamsbotbcam 
m would pronounce it, I fancy — waves 
^ ‘ mounting high.”) I had to sit all day 
U ^ on the root of the JSohoUnhj with a life- 

^ belt or something round my waist ! — and 

having made the acmiaintance of a sweet youth who could swim, I 
implored him not toleave me I— and he didn’t— the whole day long. 
Ah I he was veru nice I —I need not tell you I didn’t notice the 
racing mwcA, but I did take an interest in twe of the contests ; viz. — 
(I don’t know what “viz.” means— but I do know J am using it 
correctly)— The Diamond Sculls, and The Ladies’ Challenge. The 
Diamonds were walked off, or rowed off to Holland— (great place, 
I’m told, for diamonds)— by Mr. K. Ooms (who evidently “ kooms” 
of an athletie stock), amid the generous cheers of our defeated 
Englishmen! The other— and naturally, from its title, the most 


im|v>rtaiit event— "was comi'ndcd lor by two boat-loads from ; 
(’ambridge University— Crrwii, I Islieve, they call thiuu, but i ' 
always tnoxxght it was a sign of confempfe to allude to^ any party of 
Ijeopfe as “ a crew.” Howf^ver Dial may k\ I was intormvA that 
“ First Trinity had carried oif the Ladit'sH’ (just us it they wore a 
pack of Sabine women), and I »up|Kmc it was true; though, In 
counting up the Ladies in sight, f only iiiisHod om*- and she, I 
found, had fallen into the river, and k;en gallantly reHCued by^a 
six-ctafor. who, I presume, was didermined to luive hk share, in 
sidte of the First Trinity Men ! 

Back to town, after all ■was over on Thursday, to find every Inxly 
wild with “ election fever,” A large group Mimnmding the “tape” 
at the Club (I belong to the “Amazon,” of eoiir«e), ami ordering 
lemon squashes when a scat was lost, and whiskey and seltzer when 
the reverse was the case I Oh, this Elmdioa I Thank goixlni‘KS, I *m 
. off to Newmarket, to spend the week witli Hir Nlwaxan and Lady 
, Gateskead, with a distinct feeling of relief at getting back to 
business aih»r this fortnight of c'*x<dting relaxation ! 
s Next week’s racing furnishes (mite a lengthy rnmw, with seveml 
, attractive entrhe, ana some gocsl “made-up-ovemight” dishes; in 
. fact, a programme which appeals strongly to every racy palate. I 
. do not iiroimse to work my way through the entire menu (not being 
I an Alderman), and will only hint at a few of the side-dishes, which 
5 may be worth attention reserving my great effort for the “ de 
r resistance ” at Sandown ; so, at Newmarket— try just a mouthful of 
, July Handicap d la Duke of DBVONsntEE’s “ Elected ; ” should it 
I choke you, have a pat on the “ Bach” when attacking the Beaufort 
[ Stakes ; and to wind up with dessert, worthy of a CHEsmmpmn, 

, take a “ Meddler.” If this conglomeration of good things is not too 
X much for you, travel hack to town in time for the great race of the 
. week; hut, upset, don’t blame, Yours devotedly, 
b Lady Gay. 

3 “Ecnirsu Stakes Sedectioh.” 

, With Oouvermur, Orme, and such giants to run, 

’ It needs the cool calm of a Plato 

I To fix on the horse that will “ capture the bun I ” 

b But I think it win be “ OrmetoB 
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OPERATIC NOTES. 

Tuesday. — Premiere of JSlaine, Bemberg Composer, LIon-Jehin 
Conductor, and Sir Druriolanhs Producer. Pull House, ieter- 
mined to give Hew Opera a fair hearing, and sit it out. Don’t 
got a new Opera every day. Congratulations to Bembeeg 
in a general way. “In a first Opera” (if this he his first), 
to quote the Composer of the recent De-La-ra-Boom Buddha, who 
was complacently listening to the other Composer’s new Opera, 

^ “originality breeds contempt.” 
\ I a little bit here, and a little 

bit there, here a bit, and there 
// ^ a bit, and everywhere a bit, 







Opera— ^ .a ' . 

ought Sketch, for a Brazen Statue of a Composer notable 

' ’ ■»’ ® bi*H Horns and Brass.*'’ 


to be all genu- 


inely new and original Sparkling Bemberg Cabinet. “JS'/amc,” 
observed a lady critic, “ is graceful and airy ” — which, in the lady’s 
presence, the present listener was not prepared to deny. 

Contented must have been Composer Bembeeg with such a cast as 
was made and provided for him by Sir Dextriolanus. Melba, as 
the “Lily Maid of Astolat,” charming, with a charming song, 

L' Amour est purP The audience was in an encoring humour, 
but, thank goodness, only a few encores were taken, and the others 
left, otherwise none of us would have been home till snnrise. In the 
swan-like dying scene the Composer wrings our heart-strings with 
his harp-strings, reminding everyone forcibly that, as 3fr. Guppy 
observed, “There are chords!” Wagnerian, sometimes, is our 
Bembeeg, with his horns and brass. Pine chorus at beginning of 
Act 11. — the Tournament Act— which shows, as a foolish person 
observed, “a llummy lot at Camelot.” At end of Third Act 
Melba and Jean be Keszke (who must have joined the Salvation 
j Army, as he was, apparently, “saving himself” all the evening) 
were enthusiastically called. Engaged in curtseying her thanks, 
Melba didn’t notice— as, how 'should she ?— property steps behind 
her, on whieh, at about her tenth curtsey, she suddenly sat down 
about two seconds before she could possibly realise that there was 
any chance of sitting down. But Jean Launcelot be B-eszke was 
there, and rescued her! Cood Knight! Jean be BesctjeI Then 
Ebwaeb, as JE[er?nit, own brother to Friar Laurence^ excellent. 
But so were they all, and the Opera will well repay several re- 
hearings. 

Thursday. — Aida. Generally considered rather a heavy Opera 
by Veebi. “ But to-night,” says Wagstafe, “ the Yerdi-ict quite 
t’other way.” Matteel excellent as Amonasro, and Maggie 
Macintyee looked, acted, and sang Maggie-nificently. Un- 
commonly good was Giulia Eavogli as Amneris^ Aidds rival for 
the love of the small-sized Radames Dmiitresco^ or Dimi-nutive- 
Tresco (comparatively speaking), to whom^ Ebwaeb be Eeszkb, 
being quite a Ned and shoulders taller, might spare some of his 
superfluous inches. 

Ebwaeb uncommonly^ good as Ramjts, which name, considering 
the peculiar make-up, might be appropriately changed to Rum Phiz. 
and nobody be any tbe worse. Bevignani conducted himself and 
the orchestra admirably; M. ELANgoN, in English Plain Song, 
did aJi well that as II Re he had to do, looking every inch a Re., and 
not a hit II. Mile. Baueemeistee was Tina Baeerdoiissa^ hut she 
would he an^hing aud do everything well. Signor EiNALBpsri was 
Un Messagiero. His costume might have been more effective had 
Sir Augustus brought him up to date as a Messenger Boy for the 
Telephonic-sol-fa Company. This can be amended. House good. 

Friday . — Covent Garden, Flaine expected, but didn’t appear. 
John the Eiskt, the Launcelot of tne Opera, unwell. “Hot 
Launcelot^ but another ! ” cried Sir Deueiolanus, only there wasn’t 
another. So Carmen was played. “Hot this Elaine P continued 
Sir Augustus, ‘ ‘ but Drur-e-lane.” So away I to bear tbe Trumpeter 
of the German Band. This Trompeter might be plaved as a trump in 
a smaE house, but His trumpery for Drury Lane. One phrase of an 
old music-hall ditty, the words of whieh were, “She walked forward, 


i I followed on,^ tra la la I ” constantly recur. Who originated it ? 

; Unwonted excitement of going to two Operas told on shattt red frame, 
80 staggered to Maiden Lane, which, on account of its being tbe 
home for oysters, crabs, and lobsters, should be renamed Mer-maiden 
Lane. Behold I good Dr. Baylis “ within the Ilules ” making up his 
evening prescriptions. “ Quis supper ahit asked the learned Dr. B. 
“ Ego^^\ replied I, like Jeames, knowing the language. And “ supper- 
a-bit ” it was. “’84 wachterum unuin jnntu7n frigidum sume?idum 
cum ’92 chichenoP &o. “My benizon on thee!” said Ceiticus 
Rebtvivus. “Dr. Baylis, I bay-/m thee!” with the accent on 
the ‘ ‘ UssP So home. After all the chops and changes of this operatic 
life, I am with ‘ ‘ chicken and champagne ” content. Fmis coronat opus. 


MORE CONTRIBUTIONS TO THE ALCOHOLIC QUESTION, 

{A few remarks on Dr. Rohson Roosds Article in New Remew.) 

1. Inebriates should he shut up in Alcoholloway Prison. 

2. Food-'accessory^^ h a very pretty name for drink. Henoe- 
forth let the butler go round as “ the merry toast goes round.” Let 
butlers and footmen, in dining-rooms and places where they have 
various liciuors, be 

^ Icoliol ^tes 


a^oltHS^toS ' 

taken at 7 a.m., or at any time in the 
morning immediately on awaking. 

As to when any one has had enough 
“ alcohol,” the old test first put forward 
many years ago by 3Ir. Punch, still holds xW |M B 
good. If you can say “ British Consti- Jl/ 

tution ” distinctly, and without effort, ^ Jw 
so that it shall not he all in one composite 
word sounding like “Bri’sh-conshushun,” 

then, perhaps, you may go up-stairs (if ‘“Neat’HanuedPiiylus.” 
you can) and join the ladies. ... ,l n x- a ..-u i 

4. “ The liver is very prone to hecome 

affectedd^ The question is, first. Is “an ^ 

evil liver ” or “ a good Hver ” here intended ? But, apart from this, 
any affectation in a liver, good or bad, is objectionable. It must be 
taken for granted, in a serious discussion on the subject, that “a slave 
to his liver ’* is a synonym for “a livery servant.” The one objection 
to a livery servant lies in this very fact ; for a slave to liver is rarely 
in a good humour, and is generally sulky, lazy, and disobligiug. 

5. “ Wine comes in, 7'uhs off the acerbities, and brings all down 
to the same level of good humour. The end of such a happy party 
is, of course, all under the table, smiling, but speechless. 

Smiling, tut teautiful they lay, 

A gleam was in their half-closed eye, 

But still they murmured with a sigh, 

Hic-shelsher-wa’. 

Dr. Egberts, as quoted by his confrere, Robson Eoosetew Pasha, 
appears to be a very sensible person. Dr. Egberts— he is not Dr. 
Arthur Egberts, we believe— recommends the liqueur to be judi- 
ciously taken at meal-times. And, by tbe way, as the knowledge of 
when to cry, “ Hold, enough ! ” is most useful, here is another test 
of sobriety in this very word “judicious,” which some, after a coople 
of glasses (or more) of fine old cognac, will pronounce as thoogh 
’twere spelt “ seducious,” and some will swear it ought to be “ jusi- 
dious.” When nobody can pronounce “judicious” correctly, the 
arbiter Ubendi, if himself absolutely sober as a j udge ought to be, — 
a man quite “ above-board,” i.e., not yet under it, — such a one may 
pronounce that the guests have had quite enough. It is a pity that so 
excellent a writer on temperance should have the singular disad- 
vantage of a plural name. If, after dinner, a worthy convivialist 
observed, “I see Egberts,” would not the question naturally he, 
“How many of ’em?” The Doctor can omit the “ s,” and, as 
perhaps he is already a little singular in his carefully-advanced 
theories, why should he not de-pluralise his surname? Do the 
Doctors R. R. and R. differ on this? Then we must decide. In 
the meantime, to show our approval of this particular article of 
Dr. Robson Roostem Pasha’s faith, we, as a jovial company, drink 
his health, and then depart for our annual Alcoholiday trip. 

Lawn Tennis Intelligence.— Babbelay has taken the cake. 
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OUT OF IT ! 

(T^i$ Lay of the Non-EUctcd.) 

Then a warm-faced functionary xead the ** Declaration ” — when 
A sort of sinking sickness took Smith in the abdomen ; 

And he smiled a sickly sort of smile, and stalked out at the door, 

And the subsequent proceedings interested ?nm no more ! 

Bret JOtarte adajaied, 

Phleuoh I His poll was taken early (it was not on Saturday), 

And he lost by seven hundred, and is out of the fierce fray ; 

And whether he rejoices, or internally repines, 

May be clear to the wiseacres who can * * read between the lines*** 

It was hot, too, while it lasted, and of epidemic ills 

The Election Fever takes the cake.” ^Tis true it seldom kills. 

But for far and wide contagion, and for agony acute, 

Its supremacy is certain as its sway is absolute. 

And he had it very badly. He looks convalescent now, 

But the frenzy of the meeting brought the crimson to bis brow, 

And Ms thorax is still husky with nis eloquent appeal 
To the mustered workmg-men at the hour of mid-day meal. 

How they swarmed about Ms waggon I How their oily fustian filled 
The summer air with fragrance that his fine olfactories thnlled I 
How very loud their shouts were, and how very mde their jeers, 
And how very strong the hoicguet of clay pipes and hitter beers I 

His arguments amused them, and his peroration fine. 

About “ standing for old England stoutly all along the line,” 
VotiLd have surely proved impressive, but for some sardonic ass* 
Who produced au anti-climax with the shouted comment “ Q-as I ” 

Then the mob broke up in laughter, to return to pipe and can, 

And— plumped for Ms opponent pretty nearly to a man ; 

For of all ungrateful cynics, and of all impervious clowns, 

Commend me (says our wanderer), to the workmen of our towns. 

Well, experientia docet. That confounded “local Club” 

(Blend of Institute and Chapel with a savour of the pub.) 


Wkcre the pallid-f aoed cheesemongers, and the elammy-handcd snobs, 
Swarmed around to “patronise” him, was the toughest of tough 
jobs. 

Its rooms were wondrous stuffy and its members scarce “good 

form,” 

For they mostly dropped their aitches, and they always looked so 
warm. 

Why political enthusiasts so run to noise and heat. 

Ana crude manners, and had grammar, is a crux that’s hard to beat. 

But he bore it,— yes, he bore it ; ho shook heaps cd’ *orny binds, 
Heard the shindy of their shoutings, and the braymg of thtir 
bands ; 

Stood their “ heckling,” which was trying, and their praises, which 
were worse, [purse. 

All the claims upon Ms time, and taste, his patience, $nd his 

Then they “ chucked” him by three figures! Well, he ’s “ out of 

it,” thanks be ! 

And he “ offs it by the Special” to the river or the sea. 

He heard the “Declaration,” and the rival Party’s roar, 

And — “ the subsequent proceedings interested him no more.” 

Latest Results! JleUcUom!!^ Oh, confound the boy! Get 

out! 

Let the winners sum thefr winnings, let their blatant backers shout. 
WTiat have I to do with pollings? Cease, cacophonous uroMn, 
cease I 

I am going to read The Wrecker^ and possess my soul in peacej!/* 

“ D. O.” ANT) Mrs. E.— Jfr. Pw^cAbegs to congratulate the Lmly 
Graphic on the electioneering ladder showing every day the jmsition 
of the Parties. Yery “Happy Thought.” His ancient friend, 
Mrs. Eam, in speaking of this journal, observed* that “ Daily 


Graphic was not by any means a new name, and the paper ought 
to have been purely theatrical, as the iierson after whom it is 
evidently called was the celebrated actor, you know, my dear, in the 
last century, whom Dr. JornsoN* used to call ‘Little Daily GrapMo.* ” 





OUT OF IT! 

And the subsequent JProceedtngs interested him no more.”) 

IS^EWSPAPEE-Bor. “ ’EEE Y ’AEE, SIR I LATEST RESULTS O’ THE POLL, SIR 1 
Rejected Caedidatb {growls), “ OH I GO TO THE DEUCE P ” 
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HISTORY REPEATS ITSELF. 

Lady Godiva. “Fow peomxse mk, toit dear good Mai^, promise mb yod 'll 
Vote por Lord James, and I’ll— 2 ’ll div you a Tissf” 


THE END OE HENLEY. 

{Fragm&nt from a Historical Sketch yet to he wi itten . ) 

It was shortly after the middle of July, 1892, that the Great Re- 
presentative of the British Race stood upon the Victoria Embank- 
ment, watching the river-steamers as they passed to and fro. There 


it is opened, there will be Knighthoods for the Sheriffs, 
and a Baronetcy for the Lord Mayor.’’ 

“ And yet,” pondered the Kew-Zealander, “ I was 
s certainly informed by wire, that the glory of Britain had i 

vanished for ever.” 

“ Very likely an Election cry,” observed Mr, Punch, 

“ In the midst of a contested polling, both sides think 
the success of their rivals must be followed by imme- 
diate disaster. But somehow or other, things settle 
S down afterwards, and nothing comes of it. Which- 

^ ever side wins, the old hag floats in the wind as gaily 

^ and as prosperously as ever.” 

I'A “ And yet I was certainly told that the sun of En^- 

land had set never to rise again,” ;^ersisted the Aborigi- 
nal, who seemed to be of an obstinate turn of mind, 
w “ Now I remember— the cause was something to do with 
Diamonds and Henley. Stay, the bright brains of the 
nation had disappeared. I recollect, the Diamond Sculls 
of the nation (once so great) had passed to foreigners.” 

“ Ah, now I take your meaning.” said the N ational Repre- 
sentative, with a smile, “ and you must have heard of the 
result of the race for the Diamond Sculls at Henley.” 

“That must be it,” acquiesced the New- Zealander. “ I 
f ergotten to take into account possible errors in trans- 
mission But tell me, has there been a national defeat?” 
Mm “Well, yes,” admitted Mr, Punch, with a sigh — 

“ we did not come out altogether satisfactorily. Even 
the second man was a Frenchman— albeit, his name was 
suggestive of dear old Scotland.” 

P B \\ “ And do you mean to say,” said the New-Zealander, : 

IPRI “that the best scullers of England were beaten by a 
boating-man from the Seine ?” 

“ It 13 too true, and the Frenchman himseH succumbed 
to a Dutchman — yes, we confess it, and with shame.” 

“I don’t see why you should,” returned the other, 
changing his tone to one of greater satisfaction. “ As a 
New-Zealander, I observe nothing degrading in the 
sux>eriority of Old Holland.” And considering the 
prowess of Yak Tromp in the past, there was perhaps 
nothing so strange in the triumph of Ooms in the present. 

“TO PAY OR NOT TO PAY, THAT !S THE BISLEYNESS.” 

My dear Mr. Pxxkch,— I see that the receipts of the 
E YOU ’ll National Rifle Association have fallen off, and that 
* there is a proposal to make the Bisley Meeting this year 

—J rather more attractive than its predecessors. The Camp 

is to he open, and there are to he Concerts and other distractions. But 
is this enough ? Once confess that Rifle- shooting is not the sole busi- 
ness of the gathering, and the way is cleared for more amusing 
items. All that is wanted to convert a semi-failure into a 
triumphant success, is a Manager who could combine entertainment 
with instruction, thus: — 

6 A.M.~Gun-fire. The Camp awakes, and, to the music of the 


were few persons about, for the General Election was over, and hand, gets up. Reserved seats in hand-enclosure, sixpence extra. 


civilised London was out of Town. Some of civilised London had 


Balloon Ascent. Firing at the sun with revolvers by 


gone abroad, some were in trained aeronauts. Seats in parachutes, five shillings a-piece. 


Scotland, some by the Sea. 


Early performance of Buffalo Bill before his departure 



So the Great Representative for Earl’s Court. Prices as usual. 

expected to see no one. 9 a.m.— Sham Fight, augmented by Menagerie from Travelling 

‘ ' 3fr, Punch, I believe ! ” Circus. Cards to visit the stables, halt-a-crown. 

' said some one, approaching 10 a.m. — Representation of Siege Scene fromYenice in London, 
the Great Representative, under the title of “ The Bridge of Sighs within measuring distance 
The speaker was a person of Woking Cemetery.” Season tickets, half-a-guinea. 
who wore a garb peculiarly 11 a.m.— Performance of the Battle of Waterloo by veterans, late 
suitable to the autumnal of Astley’s Theatre. Families and schools half-price, 
sultriness of the weather. 12 Nook. — Yisit of ^Royalty, and Presentation of Purses. No 
He had about a couple of Purse accepted containing less than two pounds ten. 


yards of calico, and one good 


-Grand Luncheon, with speeches by the leading Military 


coating of serviceable paint. Authorities, followed by a Smoldng Concert. One-and-sixpence. 


The Great Representative 2 p.m. — ^Yariety Show, including several ot the best Lion Comiques, 
bowed his head, and by a gesture, invited further explanation. and the astounciing performances of the Bounding Brothers of 
“lam connected with the literary world, ^ and am^ a Colonist. I am Bohemia. Stalls, ten shillings. Soldiers in uniform admitted at a 
known, or used to he known (for I am getting a triJde ^ont of date), considerable reduction. 

as Lord Macaulay’s New-Zealander.” ... ^ p.m.— Cricket Match between the famous Clown Eleven versus 

Again the Great R^resentative bowed. He knew his visitor, and the Ladies’ Sixteen. Grand Stand, three-and-six, 
hade him welcome. Then he asked him the cause of his visit. 4 p.m. — Comic Carnival, entitled, “Rollicksome Riflemen, or the 


3 P.M. — Cricket Match between the famous Clown Eleven versus 
He knew his visitor, and the Ladies’ Sixteen. Grand Stand, three-and-six, 
i cause of his visit. 4 p.m. — Comic Carnival, entitled, “ Rollicksome Riflemen, or the 


“Weil, i really don’t know,” replied the New-Zealander, with a Yicissitndes of the Yolunteers.” Reserved Seats, ninepence. 
short laugh. “ I am afraid I must have been hoaxed. I was told There, my dear Sir, I think I have written enough. If th 


that England was absolutely ruined, and was looking for a comfort- 
able seat amongst the remains of London Bridge.” 

“You see you are slightly premature,” returned the Great Repre- 
sentative, pointing towards a more or less majestic pile in the ofling. 
“ There was some talk of rebuilding the structure some short wMle 


There, my dear Sir, I think I have written enough. If there was 
any time to spare, the shooting programme might still be carried 
out ; but business is business, and only by the means I have indicated 
(in my opinion) can Bisley he made to pay. Trusting that my sugges- 
tion may he accepted in the spirit in which it is off*^ red, I remain, 

Yours truly, Dividukd Before Defekce. 


ago, but a viaduct near the Tower was considered preferable. When 1 The Money Gruliberies, the Twenty of Shillingsworth-in-the-P ound, 
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The M, 3£, (wishing he had not put his trust ^nT\.'is^ imA)), I— 
ON THE THRESHOLD OF THEMIS- * I waited — but it don’t matter* {Addressing First White Wig^ 

(A Sletch 171 the Few Law Courts in anticiiicUimi of the very 7 ieii “ Cause ^ timid socialtnipuise)* Ihc^r—^iaintif! made some remark* 

OMbre ” that may have the good fortune to enlist the sym 2 )atkies of admissions in the box yesterday his cross-examination seemed 

the Biituh 1 imic.) (^^fter a stare at hk audacittA CrosH-examina- 

ScEKE— Corridor outside the Courts appropriated to the Conimoii tion not nnfrequentLy ts. {To the other W. ^T.) See that extra- 
Law Division of the High Court of Justice. At each of the ordinary decision of old Jubbbe’s in y. / Of coutse 

dnnrst nf f.ho flnuri wherp. tkfi frre.at Trial nf Arkjiaa Arkasq iLftV HI ! 


doors of the CoU7't where the Great Trial of Arkass «?. Arkass they ’ll appeal I 
and Ambo — which abounds in “ scandahics reielations in JFigh \The couple converse in highly technical terms far some minutis* 
Life ^^—is proceeding, a group of would-be auditors has collected, ' The M. Ai. {at the next pause). It struck me that Colonel Aekass 


(at the next 


'*xt pause), 

waiting with the patience of respectable Pens for a chance of rather contradicted himseli on one or two points. 
adtnmion to the forensic Paradise within. The Paradise, at Second W, W, Very likely. {To First W. W,) "What do t/ou 
present, is full to overflowing, and the doors aie guarded by a do when you’re before one of these confounded Common Law 
couple of particu- Judf^es, and sec he’s 

larly stern and ^ . looking: up a |>oint of 

stolid attendants, ^ k, / A Equity in a text -book 


It struck me that Colonel Aekass 


Each Peri is trying 
to wear out the en- 
durance of the rest, 
and to propitiate the 
doorleepef's by ex- 
emplary behaviour, 

A Meeh Man {to 
Boorkeeper, after stand- 
ing in hopeful silc7ice 
for three-qumdei^s of an 
hour), I suppose there 
’ll be a chance of get- 
ting: in 'presently, eh ? 

The Doorkeeper {pla- 
cidly), None whatever, 
Sir. 

The M, M. But they 
’ll he rising for luncheon 
in an hour or so, and 
some will be coming 
out then, surely? 

Doorh, Not many ; 
them as are in stays in, 
mostly. 

The M, A/, {with a 
sudden 7*ecollection that 
he is acquainted with 
one of the Counsel en- 
gaged in the ease). 
Couldn’t you take in 
my card to Mr. Tak- 
FIELD f I’m sure he ’ll 
do anything he could 
for me. 

[The rest regard Mm 
with exti^eme dis- 
favour, as one guilty 
of unspoi tsmanhke 
behaviour, 

Doorh, It won’t be 
no use — there ain’t 
room in there as it is 
for a billiard - cue — 
leastwise {conscien- 
tiously), a stoutish one 
—but I ’ll get it taken 
in for you, xf you like. 
[Me opens the door a 
very little, atid passes 
the card to an atten- 
dant within. 

Junior Members oj 
the Junior^ Bar {in very 
clean white wigs, with 







“No —but look he7 e, I know the Ciiminals 


hauteur), Xhou^t you had orders to let Counsel in before the and struggling Q,C,), Make way there! 

general public r There ought to be some rule about that, if please. Counsel coming out ! 

th^e isn t. , . . . PI-C* oomes out, puffing, followed 

gentleman’s a friend of First W, 7K {as the Aasm in the eroi 

^ me to admit him, why you see can let us in ! 

The Junior Junior {witheringly). The convenience of mere Doorh. {stolidly). Not yet. Sir. {To < 
Membra of the Bar must give way, naturally ! ^ party agen last night — you know — ^him as 

[The inside Attendant returns with card, which the Doorkeeper shindy day afore yesterday. I went and ’ 
unlocks the door to receive, and then shuts it to with a sharp Second Doorh. {interested). Ah, and ’o 5 " 
click, like a wild-heast-tamer. First Doorh, Cm, same as usual — booze 

Doorh, {to the M. M., after perusing card by the dim light), I from Glasgow for a week’s spree — and he 
told it wouldn’t be no use, Sir. Please wait,” it says. Going ’ome Saturday, so he sez. 

[General movement of virtuous satisfaction at this well-merited Second Doorh, {grimly). He ’ll be lucky 
rebuke, fortnis-ht ! 


Judges, and sec he’s 
looking up a |>oint of 
Equity in a text -book 
during your argument? 

/ Do you wait for him ? 

/ Fiist W, W, {with 

I I all the d( ( imm of a 

heaves 

i«<)«)tli6Cnmiflals conrMvelv, and pre- 

semly produces a stout 

and struggling Q, 01). Make way there I Stand aside, Gentlemen, 
please. Counsel coming out ! 

[(I.C. comes out, puffing, followed by his Clerk and a Client 
First W. W, {as the chasm in the crowd chses again). Mow you 

can let us in ! 

Doorh. (stolidly). Not yet. Sir. {To other Doork.) I see that 
party agen last night — you know — ^him as was here making all that 
shindy day afore yesterday. I went and ’ad a drink with ’im. 
Second Doorh, {interested). Ah, and ’ow was he ? 

First Doorh, Oh, same as usual— boozed. Told me he ’d come up 
from Glasgow for a week’s spree — and he seems to be ^avmg it, too. 
Going ’ome Saturday, so he sez. 

Second Dooi'h, (grimly). He ’ll be lucky if he gets there Saturday 
fortnight ! 





What a Day Oi ’m havin* ! Begt 1 tj* at the Atlantic at the 
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TOO CLEVER BY HALF. 


“And where did you learn to speak English ^o well?” 

“From Lady Jenkinson’s Children, Madame. I came over from Swit- 
zerland TO TEACH THEM FRENCH AND GERMAN 
“And did they lfarn French and German?'* 

“No, Madame, not a Word ’ ” 


TO A SUMMER ELOWER. 

On, lovely Hower sent from a tar, 

Like sunlight to this world ot ours, 
What art thou but a golden star, 

A priceless gem amongst the llowers ? 

Alas, all earthly things must die, 

Thou, too, fair yellow dower must fade, 
Thou wilt not charm an Artist's eye. 
Upon the breast of some fair maid ! 

Ah, no, thine is a nobler fate, 

Unlike the lily or the rose, 1 
Thou passes! to a higher state 
When in sad death thy petals close i 

For then thine outward form, grown pale 
Is changed to what, at first scaroe.seen, 
Is still thyself, so fair, so frail, 

A little Irnit of tender green ! 

When ^nite matured, how very choice 
Thy juicy davour ; who can then 
Sing all thy worth with mortal voice, 

Or write thy praise with mortal pen . 

There, take it gently from the ground, 

0 costermonger, to thy barrow, 

And shout, with loud discordant sound. 
The praise of Vegetable Marrow 1 


ROE, BLOATER'S-ROE. 

Faintly it wakes at the even chime, 

The appetite long past its prime. 

The supper-room at the Club looks dim. 

What shall I “peck ” for an epicure’s whim ? 

Roe, Bloater’s Roe 1 That’s the brief repast 
To tickle the palate, to break the fastj 

They may prate of the pleasures of “ early purl,” 
Of the frizzled rasher’s seductive curl, 

But, when I fear I can munch no more, 

When the thought of banquets becomes a bore, 
Roe, Bloater’s Roe, upon toast they cast. 

And nausea ’s ded, and repletion ’s past ^ 

Yes Bloater’s Roe-— upon toast. Ah, boon ! 

That stayeth satiety, late or soon. 

Best of homies bouches, that all seasons dts !, 

The tenderest tickler of all tit-bits I 
Roe, Bloater’s Roe! O chef, griUfast, 

And prepare my palate its pet repast ! 


One Form of a “Shelley Memorial.” — Awful in- 
digestion the morning after a Lobster Supper. 


mOM DAY TO DAY. 

{A Study in Political Journalism, from some of the Morning Payer s.) 

No. I. 

To-day, the drst pollings of the General Election take place, and 
the electors will be called upon to decide one of the most momentous 
issues that have ever been submitted to the judgment of the country. 
For ourselves, we cannot doubt for a moment as to what the verdict 
will be.^ It is impossible that a policy of empty promises, backed by 
mere misrepresentation, should prevail against a glorious record of 
administrative, legislative, and financial success. Careful calcula- 
tions have convinced ns that those who now hold the reins of office 
will return to power with a largely increased maj ority, to continue 
their beneficent work. The country recognises by this time that 
anything short of that would mean disaster to the commonwealth. 
Even with a small majority, the forces of disorder would he able to 
work untold mischief. Such a result, however, is not within the 
bounds of possibility^ seeing that the Election will be fought purely 
and simply on the Irish question, which has been placed fully before 
the electorate in aR its hearings. Our organisation is perfect, and 
OUT triumph assured. 

No. 11, {Three Days Later J) 

We are constrained to admit that, so far, the result of the Elec- 
tions has not come up to the confident anticipations of our Party, 
Seats have been lost that ought to have been retained. On the other 
hand, we have failed to win seats that we had a right to count upon 
as certainties. It is not easy to apportion the responsibility for 
failure. Over-confidence and a consequent want of energy may 
have had something to do with it; hut the chief reason is to he found 
in the disgracefully defective organisation of the Party. Tke story 
is an old one. We have ourselves deemed it our duty to lay this 


aspect of the case before the Leaders of the Party, hut our repeated 
warnings have been unheeded, and the necessary consequences have 
followed. Our opponents, however, have not much to congratulate 
themselves upon. The Irish question has been kept studiously in 
the back-ground, and the results, so far as they have gone, only 
prove conclusively that there is no diminution whatever in the dis- 
like with which the majority of the electorate regard the proposals 
of the partv of disorder. We are far from saying that even now we 
shall lose the Election. Everything may yet be retrieved. But, 
even should the result be numerically favourable to the Opposition, 
they will he powerless for mischief with the small majority which 
is all they are likely to get. 

No. III. [A Week Later.) 

The Elections are now nearing an end, and it is possible to 
summarise the results. It is not surprising that our opponents 
should he reduced to the lowest depths of despair. They counted 
with the utmost certainty on a majority of two hundred. But, as 
matters stand, it is out of the question that their preponderance 
should exceed fifty. Where are now the confident boastings with 
which they inaugurated the campaign? They have confused the 
judgment of the electors with everyTdnd of side-issue. Misrepre- 
sentations have been sown broadcast, and have, in too many in- 
stances, succeeded. But the great heart of the country is still 
sound. Yotes must he weighed as well as counted, and it is safe to 
assume that, with a paltry and heterogeneous majority of merely 
fifty, the advocates of revolution wfil he reduced to impotence, even 
if they can succeed in forming a Government at aU. The result is 
one on which our Party may well congratulate themselves. They 
have worked hard, and the solid fruit of their efforts is now within 
their reach. We may safely say that the Irish policy of our oppo- 
. nents has received its death-blow. 
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“THERE HE BLOWS!” 

{The (ferman Emveror has gone Whaling in the Earth Seas ) 






TiM 

















































Like a Titan in throes, I 

^miT walloppmgr tail, and ms wave-ohurning* nose, 

tpiTo Cetacean Colossus ! 

WifL Monster ! The thought makes on© pale, 

av 4 .?.^® thundering thwack of that thumping Mg tail, 
lo the skies in small splinters he toss us I 

Bolling in foaming wHd billows, ice4aden 

the “ boisterous sea ” (mde Hadtk! ) 
tremendous, 

^Umathan sports on the far-foaming wave. 

it Me runs athwart us, what power shall save, 
i^rom the doom to which promptly he ’d send us ? 

three-hundred fathoms he ’d keep. 

Below m the oceaMs cold quiet. 

But no, not at all : he ’s not that sort of whale I 



j„4 


Leviathan loves the wild turmoil of strife, 

And lashing the billows to him is true life ; 

Behold how he buffets and scourges them ! 

^ase him ? The Captain (though also a Kaiser), 

course to avoid him were wiser, 
until sheer necessity urges them. 

And yet whales are beaten— by narwhals and men, 

And other mere pigmies. ’Tis said, now and then, 

E’en sword-fish can compass their ruin, 

Bv stabbing together— in Vasmm^e way 
with Omar, Leviathan, dead, is a prey 
To dog-fish, and sea-birds, or Bruin. 

There he blows! There he goes! Would an amateur Whaler, 
Like Wilhelm, that ffne blend of Statesman and Sailor, 
Incline to the chase and the capture 
Of such a huge, waudering, wallopping whale, 

To whom Troubling tbe waters with blow-holes and tail 
Seems a source of such riotous rapture ? 
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DUST AND HASHES. 

Snt , — When I iirst took my present house, I was 
adjised to get a Sanitary Dust-bin, instead of the old 
brick one which existed in my^ back-yard. One of the 
blessings predicted for my Sanitary Dust-bin, was, that 
it was “ easily removable.’’ I find this to be the case. 
It has already been removed by some area-sneak, and as I 
have got rid of the old brick dust-bin, the Yestry 
threaten to prosecute me for creating a nuisance, be- 
cause my dust is now placed in a corner under my front 
steps. What am I to do F—AaGEiEyED Hottseholdee. 

See, — I find that the law recently passed against tips 
to Dustmen is quite unknown—at all events, to the 
Dustmen themselves. My servants, I find, go on freely 
bribing these functionaries, to remove bones and vege- 
table refuse. Their rate of tipping, as far as I can make 
out, is about a halfpenny per bone. If I were now to 
enforce the law and forbid tips, I foresee that the Dust- 
carts would have pressing business elsewhere, and would 
visit me about once a month. Then would follow a 
regime of big, big, D.s ” — in the window — which would 
be intolerable. I prefer tipping to typhoid. 

Yours long sufPeringly, Victim of the Yesteies. 

SiE, — The Yestry is quite right to insist on every house 
burning up its own odds and ends. The true domestic 
motto is — ‘‘Every kitchen its own crematorium.” I do 
tMs habitually^ out of publie spirit It is true that a 
sickening odour permeates the house for an hour or two 
of every day, created by the combustion of dinner rem- 
nants ; also that most of my family suffer from bad sore 
throats, which they attribute to this oause.^ What of 
that ? The truly good Citizen will prefer to poison himself 
rather than his neighbours. A Cleeeekwell Cato. 

SiE, — I recently purchased Dodger'' s Digest of Dustbin 
Law^ and recommend it to the perusal of every house- 
holder. In the case of The Vestry of Shoreditch v. 
Grimes^ Lord Justice Slush remarks — *‘The Yestry 
complains that the Defendant’s bin was improperly 
covered ; that, in fact, it was not under coverture. To 
this the Defendant replies that his bin was void ab initio^ 
as there was nothing in it. Then the (question arises 
whether the Defendant’s Cook was justified in tipping 
the Dustman into the empty bin, considering that the 
Legislature has distinctly forbidden tips of all kinds to 
Dustmen. I am of opinion that the Cook was the De- 
fendant’s agent, and that the rule of qui facit per alium 
fadt per se applies here. The Cook’s proceeding was 
undoubtedly tortious ; it was not a criminal action, 
though it certainly cannot be called a civil one. I 
agree with my brother Chippy that the ^ ratio decidendi 
must be, whether the Dustman, in coming to clean out 
an empty dust-bin, had a malus * animus or no. On all 
these points I hold that judgment must be for the Yes- 
tr^.” Your readers will see the importance of such clear 
obiter dicta. Yours, Amateue Lawxee. 



PROOF POSITIVE. 


**I can’t think how that Impeession got ABOUT, Lady G-wendolinb. I 

SPEND HALF MY TIME IN CONTEADICTING IT. OUE NeW MeMBEK IS BY NO 

MEANS A Small Man. I ’vb been on the Platfoem with him often, and 

HE STANDS FULLY AS TaLL AS I DO ! ” 


THE CRY OE THE CHILDREN. 

Soon on Piccadilly’s pavement solitude once more will reign ; 

Soon the Park will be a desert, for the Season ’s on the wane ; 

In Belgravia’s lordly mansions nearly all the blinds are down, 

For “ the Family is gone, Sir,” — ^not a soul is left in Town, 

South to Switzerland they hurry, to explore each 
snowy fell ; 

North to Scotland’s moors and forests, where the 
grouse and red-deer dwell ; 

Carlsbad, Homburg, TrouviJle, ITorway, soon 
their jaded eyes will view ; 

For Society is speeding “to fresh woods and 
pastures new.” 

Everyone is gone or going, — everyone, that is, 
one knows, — [ing to its close. 

And the “ Great Elections’ ” Season fast is draw- 
Hever surely was a poorer ; such dull dinners, so 
few balls, 

Such an Epsom, such an Ascot, or so many empty stalls. 

Gone the Season, with its dances, with its concerts and its fdtes^ 
With its weddings and divorces, with its dinners and debates ; 

Gone ^e all its vapid pleasures, all its easy charities, 

Gone its causes cilebres and scandals, gone its tears and tragedies. 


Weary legislators envy still more weary chaperons ; — 

Much they know the truth who deem them of Society the drones ; — 
All the maidens are ennuyees, vow they “ can’t do anymore,” 

All the gilded youth are yawning — everything ’s a horrid bore. 

Hearken then, ye youths and maidens, favoured Children of the 
West, 

East and South and North are children, who are hungering for rest. 
Thev have never seen the country, never heard the streamlet fiow : 
London pavements, London darkness, London squalor, — these they 
know. 

Hot for them to range the moorland, or to climb the mountain-side ; 
They must linger on in London, till the grave their sorrows hide. ^ 
From year’s end to dreary year’s end they must pace the noisy 
street. 

Do yon hear the ceaseless echo of their weary, weary feet ? 

Just one day without your wine, Sir I Madam, just one ribbon less, 
And one wearied child in London from afar your name will bless. 
Think, ere now you seek your boredom m fresh pleasure- draughts to 
drown, 

Three or four benighted Millions still are left behind in Town I 


Geneeal Opinion on Appointment of Hew Chairman of the 
Boakd of Inland Revenue.-— “Munee’s Safe.” 
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CANVASSERS AND CANVASSED. 

{An JSIcciiomcfinfj Jlcmimscence.) 


il/}*. i\-J. {diplornaticaUi/, as Mfh. (1. shnchj edifes towards the 
do(w). Mitrht I sugj,u‘st, Mrs. Gi FUN, lliat you should uhp the -er— 
intiuence which t very woman ik>sh< ssoh, to induct^ yiuu* husband 
— [Jure he siiddenh/ ht rimies aware that Mrs, (iiU’i'iN Juis arerp pro^ 


Scene— - i fiarrotv South London Street of iwo-storet/ed houses ivHh a ? nounetd hhiek et/e) ; hut perhaps 1 ouuhf not to ask you. 
Haa-and- Honp Skoty at. onn Mid and. a Pnhlie. TLouse at the ofJier. f ir..» fi wrvJi H t 


Rag-and^Bone Shop at one end and n Public House at the other, j (/, Well, nu/ < 

Time, about four o^cloch on a warm Saturday afternoon, JEnttr to your 

Mr. Carlton- Jermyn, a middle-aged gentleman, in faultless },e(.aust Jain’t linin’ to 
get-up, %oko, in a imment of toeaJmess, has undertaken to can- j pirtyt Dish. HL If 
vass the district for his friend, the Conservative Candidate. | maldn’ mischi<‘f h 
Mr. C.-J. (to himself, as he regards his surroundings with dismay, | at hmie, that you ’ad! 


Mrs. (x. Weil, nu/ opinion is -if you want someone tf> fork over 
my hishiad to your side, you’d betpr eoine ami do it yourself; 
hcMsiust Jain’t |?oin’ to. So there ! {She retires to the basement agxiin. 

Phrst Dish. HL If you totfs can’t do nothirik better than vomo 
’ere mailin’ mischi<‘f between a man and his wife, you’d better atop 


and tries to arrange hts canrasdhq-cards). I suppose this is Little! Mr. C.-J. (t<\ himhelf). Fpon my word, I believe she’s ri|:;'hl I 
Anna Maria Street F I didn’t understand at the Committee Itooms ' But I mvar noticed the i>oor woman n eye liefore. I wish I could 
that it such a— however, I must do my best for dear old iind one ot thf nun in, and have a talk witli him- -much more 

Tilnet. Who ’s the first man I must see and “ use my best endea- , satislaetoiy ! ( Knoels at Ko. 4 ) Is Mr* Bfloh nt at home F 


Tilnet. Who ’s the first man I must see and “ use my best endts; 

Tours to persuade him into promisinfr his voteF” Ah, Mr. J.' Mr. Bf{lureh{ng\ 
Splttrue, No. 3 . (He picks his way delicately along, attemptijig to Ouv’nor— thash me ! 
make out the mimhers on the doors, which are alt ihroten hack 


Ah, Mr. J. 


doiy ! {Knoels at Ko. 4 ) Is Mr* BrnoHrit at homeF 
B, '(lurching out of a room on the gi ountl-Jlaor). ilnV c’rect, 


3D. C.-J. I wanted to see you, Mr. Bn*L(un:ii, to ank if we may 


female residents watch hmfrom doorsteps and windows with amused count upon %amr support for the Conservative (VmdidaU‘ at the Elec- 
interest.) No. 5 ; No. 3 ; the next is No. 1. (It is ; hut the eyitrance is tion. i need hardly point out to you tlu‘~i‘r'-"-vitidimjK)Han(*e of~ 


blocked by a stnaU infant icith a very 
dirt^ face, who is slung in a baby- 
chair between the door-posts.) Very 
embarrassing', really ! Can’t ask such 
a child as this if Mr. Splfhgk is at 
home I I’ll kmx'k. iStnhhes for 
the Jznoeker across the child, who, 
misinterprehny Jus inienfions, stts up 
a howl.) My good child, I assure 
you . , . for Ileayen’s sake, d<jn’t: . . 
1— I wonder whether I ought to kiss 
it — some ftdlows would ! 

p}imale Jldce (from side-window). 
You leave that pore child alone, will 
yer— or I’ll come out and tork to 
you, d’ y’ ear F 

3L\ C.-J (to himself). That’s 
Mrs. BplckoeI I think, perhaps, 
I ’d better not wait. { jnth an in- 
spiration. ) I ’ll leave a card. ( Drops 
one of his visit ing-eards in the chihfs 
lap — to its exceeding terwor — and 
retreats.) I ’m afraid I haven’t pro- 
duced a very favourable impression, 
so far. I Tl try No. 2, across the 
street. (He approaches a doorstep 
upon which two stout and dishevelled 
Women are seated.) 3<>— 1 hegjoxLv 
pardon, but could you kindly inform 
me if Mr. — er—(co;?Au/if/n^ card)— 
Qwfm is at home F 

First Woman (with sarcasm). Now 
do yer think he ’s nothink else to do 
but set indoors in a arm-cheer all 
day? 

Mr. C.-J. I— I thought— I hoped 
—that, it being Saturday, I might be 
— er— lortunate enough— have I the 
pleasure of addressing Mrs. Guffik ? 
[j^o*5A Women are convulsed with 
uncontrollable mirth. 

Second Woman (on recovering— 
calling down the passage), ’Ere, 
Mrs. Guffin, yer wanted. ’Ere’s a 
gentleman come to see yer ! 




kHUi.'^rr 


ml 




ntrance is tion. i need hardly point out to you vital imjKiHant^e ot~ 

3tr. B. (slouching against the pas- 

I ' f } sage-wall, opposite j/r* C.-J.), ’(Hd 

i I i ' on, Guv’nor, iemme ashk you tliish 

’ * ' * qtn*stion, ’fore we go any Jurrer. 

!/ t 11 1 f wharriwanter ’ear from i«— ’Gw 

V I f * y . ( i ’m I goin’ git little bit o’ go<»d outer 

I ,/ < tin sli ’ifetions tor my.shdt You 

® M unm rshtund nu* F What giMid Con- 

f i r r - hhervafive gov’men’ ever /lone^ er 

I [ J ** ^ workin’ man- d’ y< r sheeF Why, 

I CB ’ \ lUMV- not in all tiair born daysh I 

ot ) ^ \ * hike that shtruight fnim me. 

' if I" *'v\h * Mr. C.-J. But sun ly - er «« it was 

■ if * **• ^ rvative GoviTiiiiu nt that gave 

f w^mx ^ . i f you Fne KdueationF 

i If I A/r. JL No^itivaslin’t, 

i' /’■•? ’ {Juv’nor, There yir “wrong, d’yer 

' I i It wnish cr liadieuh gho us ' 

I I ' ■ ^*'^**‘* Education. Am! whafsli ErC'e 

I JO* — ’ Education er me? Wouidn’ «ay 

:j1 J lliank yer rail Fn. e^ Education in , 

^ htam—iT— imsHiJ^TOUH^F ; 

i fui aad^roshpiTOis iwer simh I 

' sli&A torken to ’you ’bout wharri miner- 

d’yer see? iGh" you Mshen 
r ffSmj U W"' er w h ar ri’m goi n tell j o u . ( ID re he 

punctuates his^^ rr/narks Ay 

' * ^ capable Iwkin’ alter liis own iiite- ! 

t) J* I . rests. What he wantoh is, One Man I 

■' fieV^ o^ae Vote, Itedooced Htwm o’ La- i 

fjyj' hour, ’Ome Rule for London, an’ the ; 

Control of the liquor Traffic ! What 
. did Misher GnimsETONr: say F Edu- 

r I ought to km ifc-some fellows would! ” and ’teiligent clashes alwaysh 

wrong — mashes always rf ! An’ 




* I wonder whether I ought to km ifc— some fellows would I ” 


A/r«. Guffin (appearing from the basement, and standing at the hain’t J ’teiligent an’ educated F Very w//, then. There you ’are it. 
farmer end of the passage). Well, what does Ae want? i 3Ir, C.-J. But — er— don’t you see, my friend, that, according to 

Mr, C.-J, {raising Jus hat, and sending his voice down the passage Mr. Glvdstohe, the more intelligent and e^ducatea yon are, the more 
m her), 1 ventured to call, Mrs. Gufftn, in the hope of finding your yon ’re wrong F 

nusband at home,^ and ascertaining his— er— political sympathies, in 3D . B, Nothing of— er— kind. Bon’ yon make ^any mishtake* 
Lieckon. , , . . 1 wrong. I gommy ’pinions— my pTItieal ’pinions, and the 

Mrs. (xi^n. Oh, it ’s about the voting, is it ? Are you for a prinshiples I go ’pon are— Bown with — er— Tories ! 

Conserr^oiT F a C.-J. In that case, Mr. Bulchbu, I need not occupy your 

^ «• m ^ longer, so I ’ll say- 

Gttffik to support Sir TixneY Bruton, the Conservative Candidate. 3fr, JB. (buttonholing him). Bon’ you go ’way, Guv’nor,’ fore I’ve 

remaps it T called again, I might ? finished torkin. I We lishened all you gorrer say— now itsh my turn 

y (m a mattm' - of -fact tone), I [don’t expect my talk, and I tell you er Conshervative Gov’men ish a downri’— 

’us^d ’ome tin late, and then he ’ll be drunk. &c., 

Afr. C,-J Just so.^ trust, Mrs. Guffxn, your husband feels Mr, 0,-J, (escaping, after ten minuted^ mcoherence). I’m afraid 

m^mpmance of mmntaiuing me Union ? he was not gum in a condition to ^ argued with, but perhaps I 

Mrs, He did belong, I know, bnt I think Ms branch broke shall do better with Mr, Molksrin, next door. (To a small boy in 


up, or somethink. 

Mr, C.-J . (ptizzle^. Ah, but I meau in— er — politics — I hope he is 
I opposed to granting Home Eule to Ireland ? 

Jfrs. F?, He don’t tell nothing about bis politics, but I’ve 
eard him say he was Eadikn. 


passage,) Mr. Moleskin in, my lad? 

2'he Boy, Father— a’a in. Go right up the stairs, and you’l 
find ’im* 

[Mr. 0,-J , flounders up the narrow statrs, and u met at the top 
by a very burly and surly mechanic. 
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Mr, Moleshin, Wow, then, what do you want ’ere ? ^ (Mr. C.-J. 
explains his object^ in so?ne confusion.) Oh, that’s it, is it? And 
what ripfht ha’ you got cornin’ up my stairs as if they belonged to 
you ? Jest you tell me that ! 

Mr, C.-J. {meehly), I’m really yery sorry—but I was— er — 
shown up. 

Mr, M, It ’s ’igh time you and the likes o’ you were shown up, in 
my opinion. ’Gw would you like to ’ave me cornin’ bustin’ up your 
stairs, eh ? 

Mr, C.-J, {thinlcing that he wouldn’t like it at all). I 'assure you 
I quite feel that this is an unwarrantable intrusion on my part— I 
must ask you to accept my best apologies — but I should be very glad 
to know that we might count on your— er — support at such a national 
crisis. 

Mr, M, I dessay yer would. But what I ask you is— where does 
the secresj of the Ballot come in, if I ’m to tell you which way I ’m 
goin’ to give my vote ? 

Mr. C.-J. [in distress). Pray believe that I should not dream of 
— er — forcing any confidence from you, or dictating to you in any 
way ! I merely; 

Mr, M. [mollified). Well, I don’t mind telLin’ jrer this much; — 
I ’ve made up my mind long ago, and, when the time comes, I shall 
vote to please myself and nobody else ; and that ’s as much as you ’ve 
got any right to know ! 

Mr. C.-J. [with a feeling that he would give much the same answer 
himself under similar circumstances). Then I’m afraid it would be 
of no use if I said any more ? 

Mr, M, Wot a bit o’ use 1 \IIe goes into his room again. 

Mrs, Moleskin [coming out and addressing her son from landing), 
’Ere, Jimmy, you come in orf o’ that doorstep, and don’t yon go 
showin’ any more folks up, or you tlon’t know oo’ you may let in next 1 
^ Mr, C.-J. [sadly ^ to himself as he descends). I ’d no idea canvas- 
sing was such exhausting work. I — I really think I ’ ve done enough 
for one afternoon I \_Leaves Little Anna Maria 8treet—for ever ’ 


“Bea.b with Us.” — In the case reported in the papers last week 
of “ an infuriated hear shot at Croydon,” Inspector Ormonde said 
that “ when the ring had been removed from its lip, the animal was 
so much relieved that it immediately turned a somersault.” ^ A pic- 
ture of this inte- 
resting incident 
should he at once 
painted and hung 
up in the Divorce 
Court. The hus- 
band, who^ has 
become quite a 
bear in conse- 
quence of his 
better half having 
rendered herself 
quite unbearable, 
would naturally 
turn head -over- 
heels with joy on 
getting quit of 
the ring. But 
alas ! mark the 
end of the poor 
bear. He got more and more excited ; he had to he looked up in a 
stable. Here the joy and novelty of the situation overcame him j Ms 
mighty brain gave way; he became mad as a hsitter —[Alice in 
Wonderland might have asked, “ Then why didn’t they send for a 
hatter, who would have brought a chimney-pot, or some sort of a tile 
for his bear-head? ”) — and subsequently the veterinary Mr. TBna4.LE 
(whose ancestral namesake had considerable experience in dealing 
with that learned hear. Dr. Johnson) procured a gun, and potted 
the bear. Awkward in his life, but grease-ful in his death. 


LADY GATS SELECTIONS. 

Dear Me. Punch, Mount Street, Grosvenor Square. 

Anything- more dreary than racing during this week’s 
weather at Wewmarket can scarcely be imagined! I have often 
heard Lord Arthur declare he was ‘‘as dry as a limekiln,” and 
always thought it an absurd expression ; and now I know it is !— for 
anything more wet than the Limekilns at Wewmarket tMs week I 
never saw! — it’s a mystery to me how the poor horses and men avoid 
catching cold, cantering about there without galoshes— though, by 
the way, Mr. Hammond had one “ ” which, of course, 

was not much use I 

Owing to the smallness (that ’s a good word) of the attendance, we 
were “ pinched ” a little in the prices, and of course the pinch came 
where one least expected it, which was somewhat disconcerting — but 
as most of the/* good tMngs” came off aU right— (especially those we 



EDWARDO AND EDWINL 

A Japanese Jape by our Ever-on-the-Spot Artist “Lika 
J oKO,” representino Sir Edwin Arnold receiving the Order 
OP “The First Descriptive Leader*’ prom H.I.M., Dali Telli, 
The Mikado. 


took with us from Benoist and Fortnum’s)— it did not matter so 
much. Ladies of course were chieffy conspicuous by their absence, 
but my sweet friend Lady Wewman Gateshead was quite the Belle 
of the gathering, and attracted nearly as much attention as the 
Queen of Navarre, who naturally won her race in royal style ! 

My selection for the Chesterfield Stakes, Meddler, was successful 
after a short struggle with the Duke of Portland’s ‘Kilmarnock to 
whom he had to give five pounds (I hope this does not mean that the 
noble owner is in want of money !) ; but I am told the latter was not 
‘'fit” and “ win do better with time!” though T don’t quite see 
how that can he, as surely “time” travels faster than Meddler, so 
that, unless they take time with Mm, the handicap will be difficult 
to frame! By the way, when the handicaps are framed, where do 
they hang them up? and is it one of the “perks” of the Handi- 
capper to supply the frames ? 

Those who waited in the rain for the last race on Wednesday 
were rewarded with a splendid exMhition of horsemanship, given by 
Webb on St. Angelo ; who appears to he somewhat of a “handful” 
[St. Angelo 1 mean, not Webb, who is very slight), and evinces a 
strong desire to run in any direction hut the one desired of him ! 
I think Mr. Milner should have Mm trained on a zigzag method, 
when Ms natural wilfulness would cause him to run straight when 
racing ! This is an excellent idea, and I have^ others equally good 
(applicable to all styles of horses), which I intend to suggest to 
different trainers on my next visit to Newmarket ! 

We were all relieved when the “curtain rang down” on Thurs- 
day— (this is not, at first sight, a racing expression, hut is largely 
used by sporting writers^ as demonstrating the diversified nature of 
their knowledge !), in time for us to catch the early special for Liver- 
pool Street ; which, special, might really,^ from the major portion of 
its patrons, have been thought to he starting for Jerusalem ! 

Friday was a glorious day for the Eclipse, which was only visible 
from the Observatory at Esher — the best account appears to have 
been given by Professor Orme, who recovered from Ms recent severe 
iUness just in time to he present. 

Just a word in conclusion on the big race of next week— a paradox 
— ^be “ wide awake ” and go “nap” on my tip, from information 
privately given to Yours devotedly, Lady Gay. 

Liverpool Cup Selection. 

Some owners win, although their 1 As that is not the sort for me, 

In temper he a “ viUen; ” [gee, [ I favour “ KnniskillenJ 
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THE POLITICAL JOHHHY GIIPIN* 

THE EINISH. 

{Further-'-diseovered Fra^mmts of the Grand Old 
Ballad^ giving the Seqwl of the strange 
story hegvm in Fimchf*' N'o. 2660, Jtdy 2, 
y. 318.) 

# * # # 

So fair and softly I Johkkt cried, 

But JoHNiTY cried in vain ; 

That trot became a gallop soon, 

In spite of curb and rein, 

So^tooping down, as needs he must 
Who cannot sit upright, 

He grasped the mane with both his hands, 
And esce with all his might. 

« iff * , 

Away went Gilpin neck or nought, 

Awav went hat and wig ; 

He little dreamt when he set out 
Of running such a rig. 

The wind did blow, the cloak did fly 
Like streamer long and gay, 

THl people thought, and Jokn half feared, 
That it might fly away. 

Then might all gazers well discern 
The bottles he had slung ; 

A bottle swinging at each side, 

As hath been said or sung. 

Away went OiLPiN—who but he ? 

His fanie soon spread around ; 

** He carries weight ! He rides a race I 
He ’ll win it, we ’ll he hound 1” 


Then all through merry London Town, 
These gambols he did play j 
Until he came to rural parts, 

Where rustics lined the way. 

There'lahourcrs shouted, women screamed, 
Up flew the felt-hats all ; 

And every yokel yelled, ‘‘Well don^ I ” 

As loud as he could bawl. 

# « » !* 

Away went Gippin, out of breath, 

And fearing much a “spill ; ” 

But knowing till his race was nm 
His horse would not stand still. ’ 

His hat was gone, his ’W(h)ig also, 

His cloak He had to clutch. 

Could he hold on ? A mile or two 
Would put it to the touch. 

A church-bell clanging, seared his steed, 
Pigs dashed betwixt its feet ; 

And on his own beloved North Boad, 

J OHN almost lost his seat. 

On the North Bead, Ms sometime friends, 
Their sometime favourite spied, 
Well-nigh dismounted, wondering much. 
To see how he did ride. 

“Hide straight, John Gilpin— for the 
House! ” 

John’s liberal Dame did cry. 

“ The Party waits, and we feel tired.” 

Said Gilpin— “ So do 1 1 ” 

But yet his horse was not a whit 
Inclined due North to stay ; 

Por why ? — his stables at the House 
Were out Westminster way. 


So like an arrow swift he flew 
Back southward through the throng, 
Who shouted loud, “ lie yet will win I 

John Gilpin ’s going strong I ” 

# # ' # # 

And now Town’s traffic ones again 
For horse and man mide space. 

The drivers thinking, as before, 

That Gilpin rode’ a race. 

And so he did— and won it, t'Oo, 

For he^ got flrst to Town ; 

And, stiff and sore, at the .House cb>«,.»r, 
Bare winner, he got down. 

Now let us sing. Long live the 4 lekn, 
And Gilpin, long live he ! 

And when he next doth ride due North., 
May we be there to see ! 


A Goon Statek* — .From the Timm of 
Tuesday, the 12th, we cuE this 

TN ANY CAPACITY of TEUST.^-Sevea years m 
X first-cksft Turkish Bath, Patience and perwver- 
ance. Good invalid attendant. Active and atteatiw* 

“Seven years in a Turkish Bath!” As 
Mr. Wn^sON BAUBisrr would exclaim, “ How 
long ! ^ How long I ” What better example 
of patience and perseve, ranee, which, as ail 
know, are “good for the gout,” could iwsibly 
be given? That after this long stay in the 
Turkish Bath, he should be “ a good i.nvai.td 
attendant,” goes without saying. And not 
only is he “ attentive,” which is a great point 
in an “attendant,” but he is also actiTe— 
and this after so long a stay in a Turkish 
Bath, of which, however, he does not mention 
the temperature. 






THE POLITICAL JOHNNY GILPIN. 

{TEE FINISH.) 

SO LIKE AST AREOV SWIFT HE FLEW “ AHD SO HE DID -AND WOH IT, TOO, 

BACK SOUTHWARD THROUGH THE THROHG, FOR HE GOT FIRST TO TOWN ; 

WHO SHOUTED LOUD, ‘ HE YET WILL WIN ! AND, STIFF AND SORB, AT THE HOUSE DOOR, 

JOHN GILPIN ’S GOING STRONG ! ’ * * * BARE WINNER, HE GOT DOWN,” 
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“COLOURABLE SHAKSPEARlAN IMITATION.” 

Othello, M.P. for Central Finslury {saluting Sarum, Doge of Vestminster), Haply that I AM 
Black ” [Doge sMidders, hit feels unahle to withdraw. 


OPEEITIC NOTES. 

Wednesday, — Crowded for 
Waonee’S Goiter ddmmeriing, 
“which,” says i)iQ Rev, Mr, Penlep, 
who “doesn’t like London,” “ is sucn 
an awful name, that fond as I am of 
music, I really could not g-o and see 
it.” As to w AGNEK, well, “it’s all 
right when you know him, but you ’ve 
got to know him fust.” 

Herr Alvaey excellent as Sieg- 
fried ; Herr Wiegand powerful ; 
ditto the wide-awake Herr Knapp. 
Frau Klafsky, a beautiful and in- 
teresting Briinnhilde ; and it is diffi- 
cult to be personally interesting in a 
Wagnerian Opera, where ensemble 
is everything. Fraulein Heink and 
Bettaoue, equally good. 

Herr Mahlee was “ called,” with 
the rest of the company, to receive 
his meed of praise for conducting. 
Opera perfectly put on Stage by 
BLerr von Deueiolanus, and though 
the Season is coming to an end, yet 
the Opera is still “ going strong.” 

Note AND OueeyeyMes. E. — Our 
old friend wants to know from what 
Poet comes this quotation — 

Aneedless Salamander ends the line.” 

Mrs. E. thinks it ’s from Pope ; but 
if so, she asks what Pope ? as there 
are so many of ’em. 

Ornamental Steuctuee in New 
Norfolk. — A Triumphal Aech. 


STUDIES IN THE NEW POETEY. 

No. IT. 

In offering this fourth example of the New Poetry to his^ readers, 
Mr, Punch wishes it to be distinctly understood, that he is in no way 
responsible, personally, for the curious mixture of divinities and 
semi-divinities who figure in it. It is one of the distinguishing 
marks of this particular sort of New Poetry to pile np a confusion of 
more or less mythological names in a series of swinging and resonant 
lines. In one line the reader may imagine himself to be embarked 
on the Eiver Cocytus. In the next, he will be surprised to find him- 
self in Eden. Blood, battle, bumptiousness, and an ^ aggressive 
violence, are special characteristics of this style of writing. Some 
of the lines apparently mean nothing at all, others are calculated to 
make timid people tremble ; and the effect of the whole is generally 
picturesque, lurid, and uncomfortable. 

One ot the great advantages of a poem like this, is that it may he 
used for all kinds of purposes. For example, if it was originally 
written as an invective against an opponent, it may afterwards, with 
the utmost ease, he made to serve as a threnody. Here then without 
further preface is : — 

THE STJNDEEEI) FLEA. 

By Me. E*dy’*'ed K*pl*ng. 

Out on the path of the blazing baE that has hurtled a million years. 
Where the uttermost light glows red by night in the clash of the j 
angry spheres, [young. 

Where never a tear-drop dims the eye, and sorrows are stified 
And the Anglo-Indians snigger and sneer with the jest of a bitter 
tongue. 

Where the tribesmen mock at the Bengalee 'and shiver their spears 
in vain, 

And officers steep their souls chin-deep in brandy and dry 
champagne ; [Kipling seas, 

Where the Kudyard river runs, flecked with foam, far forth to the 
And the maker of man takes walks abroad with Pagan deities. 

Where Azejlel t^s to the Oraces Three, and the Muses Nine stand by. 
And ask Oreek riddles of Buddha, who never makes reply, 
(Gentlemen all and ladies too as smart as a brand-new pin), 

And nobody wonders how on earth so mixed a lot got in 

Here in the track of a thunderbolt from the nethernmost smithy 
hurled, [shattered world. 

With the groan of an ancient passion rent from the wreck of a 


In the white-hot pincers of Baal borne through cycles of agony, 

Lit by the Pit’s red wrath there came the Soul of a Sundered Flea. 

And all that company started back ; first AzEiEL grimly smiled^ 

The smile that an East-End Coster smiles, by a stout policeman riled ; 

And Buddha made no remark at all, but nodded his heavy head, 

Like a boy who has eaten too much dessert, and wants to be put 
to bed. 

And the Muses Nine, as they stood in line, they shuddered and turned 
to go. 

“A joke ’s a joke, but I can’t bear fleas,” said Clio to Erato. 

And the Graces, the good Conservative Three, shrank back to a spot 
remote, 

And observed that they knew that this would come from letting the 
Masses vote. 

Then Azbael spake— “ On the Stygian lake I floated a half-sinned sin 

On the crest of a cross-grained stickleback, that is caught with a 
crooked pin ; 

For a year and a day I watched it whirl, hut never that sin could be 

One-half so base as your gruesome face, 0 Soul of a Sundered Flea I 

* ‘ What ill have ye done ? Speak np, speak up ! — for this is no place, 
I trow, 

For the puling people on virtue fed. So speak, or prepare to go.” 

But the Flea flew free from the pincers’ grip, and uttered a single 
phrase — 

“I have lived on blood, as a gentleman should, and that is my claim 
to praise.” 

Then a shout of joy from the throng went forth ; they built him a 
crystal throne, 

And there in his pride, with none beside, he rules and he reigns alone. 

And this is the tale which I here set down, as the story was told to 
me — 

In excellent Eudyard-Kipling verse— the tale of the Sundered Flea. 


Anticipatoey News (/rom Our Own Court Tripping Newsman), 
— Sir Algernon Boethwick, Bart, M.P., will he raised to the Peer- 
age with the title of Lord Moeningpost, of Penniwise, Seefar- 
shire, N.B, 

An Anti-lawn-tennis Lady considers that the argument against 
Croquet, as a game involving a bent back, and a narrowing of the 
chest, is merely “ A very stoopit objection.” 






PUNCH. OR THE LONDON OHABIYABI. 


[July 23, 1892. 


E LV;., 



GUSHING HOSPITALITY. (Time 

EospUahk Host ^‘Have C'gae, olb F'lla?” Zanguid Visitor, thanks T 

Mis Visitor. “ Ko— - thanks. ]N^evae smoke 'mejatkly aftkk. Breakfast/* M. H. 


IL M. “ClGAKEl^TE TBlN'r* 

' Can’t refuse a Toothpick:, thf.n, oe’o F’lla I ’ 


OUR BOOKING-OPFICE. 

Tmm Royal Agricultural Society^ Journal. A Society Journal of 
a peculiar cBaraoter, of wMoli tBia is tk© Third ^ries and Third 
Tolume. ^ It is noticeable for Lord Catocaet’s appeal for the wild 
birds, which, as addressed to farmers and farm- labourers and armed 
plouffhhoys, may* be summed up by an adaptation of the refrain 
of the remonstrance— so frequently ur^ed by one of Lieutenant 
CoEB^s funny %ures—‘* Can't you let the birds alone?*' Then 
Mr. HAETiNa “ On Vermin,” which doesn’t sound nice, thou|rh 
better than if the title were viceversB ^ — is most interesting, especially 
where he teUa us that ‘‘shrews are harmless.” If so, why did 
Shakspeaeb give us ” The learning of the Shrew as such a feat? 
Professor Brown writes about disease in sheep, of which paper lA>rd 
Abthue ’Wbepon PE G-rossmith would be absolutely correct in 
observing, “ What rot I ” And, by the way, apropos of Weedon, 
the Baron has to congratulate the Brothers (Jeossmxth on their 
Diary of a Nobody, republished from Mr. JPuncMs pages, but with 
considerable additions. The Diary is very funny, not a page of it 
but aiffords matter for a good laugh ; and yet the story is not with- 
out a touch of pathos, as it is impossible not to pity the steady, 
prim, old-fashioned jog-trot Nobody, whose son, but just one re- 
move above a regular ’Aery, treats him with such undlial rudeness. 

It has been oomplmned that the late General Election has not been 
amusing, and has given birth to little fun. Let those who feel this 
most acutely read Mr. B. 0. Lehmann’s The ** Milkhury Election 
{Leaves from the Diary of a Candidate) J He will tell you how Mr. 
Eichabb B. P attle contested Billsbury in the Constitutional Interest ; 
how he “ buttered up Billsburjr like fun,” was badgered bv Billsbury, 
heckled by Billsbury, taxed, tithed and tormented by Billsbury, and 
eventually “ chucked ” by Billsbury. by the aggravatingly small 
majority of seventeen. Also how his Mother bore up like a Trojan, 
and said she was prouder of me than ever.” Just so. 

I hold it true whate ’er befall, I ’Tis better tohave “ run” and lost, 
I wrote so, to the Morning Rost ; ] Than never to have run at all, 

* ‘Modem Types” and “Among the Amatenrs” are well known 
to the readers of Pwnc A. But lovers of C. S. Oaevebdex— that is to 
say, all but a very few ill‘-conditi6ned critical creatures — and neat 


verse with a sting tO' it, should turn to p. (A* C. 8. S. C.), I 
and read and enjoy the smart slating Mr. I#khmann adiniaistera to i 
tumid, tumultuous, thnisonic. turncoatist Adoeenon Chaebes Bwin- ^ 
BHBNB, for saying of the brilliant and weii-beioved Author of Fly ^ 
Leaves^ &c.. that he— forsooth !— is “monstrously ovtitrated and 
preposterously overpraised ” ! I ! Baeon db B.-W. & Co, 

WANTED IN THE LAW COURTS, 

A Junior who will wear his gown straight, and not pretend that 
intense preoccupation over dummy briefs x>re vents him from 
knowing that it is oiOf one shoulder. 

A Judge who can resist the temptation to utter feeble witticisms, 
and to fall asleep. 

A Witness who answers questions, and incidentally tells the truth. 

A Jury who do not look supremely silly, and ridiculously .self- 
. conscious, when directly addressed or appealed to by C5>an»el ; or one 
that really understands that the Judge’s politeness is only another 
; and subtle form of self-glorification. 

' A U.C, is not “ eminent,” who does not behave “ noblyt”^and 
who can avoid the formula “ I suggest to you,” m cross-examination ; 

; or on© that d'oes not thunder from a lofty and inaccessible moral alti- 
tude so soon as a nervous Witness blunders or contradicts himself* 

' An Usher who does not try to induce the general public, especially 
the fem'ale portion thereof, to mistake him for the Lord Chanocdior. 

A Solicitor who does not strive to appear mram populo on terms of 
quite unnecessarily familiar intercourse with Ms leading Counsel. 

; An Articled Clerk who does not dress beyond Ms thirty shillings 
’ a-week, and think that the whole Court is lost in speculation m to 
j the identity of that distinguished-looking young man. 
j An Associate who does not go into ecstasies of merriment over 
^ every joke or obiter, dictum from the Bench, 

’ Anybody who does not give loud exxuression to the opinioa at the 
nearest bar when the Court rises, that he could have managed the ewe 
> for either or both sides infinitely better than the Counsel engaged. 

A Court-house whose atmosphere is pleasant and invigorating after 
i the Court has sat for fifteen minutes. 

a (Anyone eonoexned who, on reading these remarks in print, will 
t think that the cap can, by any sdntim of possibility, fit Mmsdi.) 
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JUSTICE EOR 'ERISCO. 


hair wah and there were pit‘feK of Hca-weed in the shn|>eleKS 
nias'i that once may have bpcii called a honind. Site wah wcarini? a 

DeI-R Mu PuNOir,— I twliee that a complaint lias boon mado that lu'avy dr« ss that was drippiii!? with the m a. On Ikt huKf feet 

those'charminf stories o± wild life in the Par West, aro out of date, wore old l)«ot.s sodden luth sand anil wet. .She might have been of 

Nay, more, that they are calculated to do a great deal of harni to a any age, from titty upwards , ,,, 

considerablo amount of valuable property. On the other hand, the hhe gazed at Cii.iklij with an uneanny smile, and extended her 

tiilBiittjd mitliors of the pioturcscj[uo roitnincos to which. I huivc referred, jirnis toWArdfs hiin*^^ ih.cn. *shc ^>i)okc in the l^ruu tone. 


insist that there is a great demand for these literary wares, pd they 
would suffer much loss if they were to discontinue their productum. 

Could not the matter be compromised ? We are leas sensitive than 
our American cousins, and if the scene were chang-cdjrom 8t. 


“ Come to your Mart ha ! ” 

And Chaelly knew he had met a chum ! 


There, something* like the above might do. Thc' woods in the 



stylo 

I think I can jot down a few lines to 
show what I mean. Beneath I give a 
specimen of the sort of thing that might 
take the place of stories revelling in such 
titles as the “ Lueh of Murder Oaynpf^ 

“ Black BiWs Bankerf^ and “ The Talk 
0 f Stab- in- the- Bachman's Chasmd' 

THE CHAFF OF HERNE BAY CREEK. 

Chapter XX. — Charley Meets a Chum. 

The Miners who had been digging all _ 
day long the rough shingle for treasure- t 
trove, had retired to their rudely con- 
structed cabins. These rough huts were 
built of wood, and furnished with a seat 
on either side. There were two small 
windows let into the oaken walk-each 
of them not more than six inches square 
They were absolutely free from furniture 
— save perhaps, a foot of cheap looking- 
glass, and hero and there a wooden-peg 
used by the Miners for hanging up their 
slouch-hats, thedr red ilannel- shirts, and 
their long leather-boots. 

These liuts were not unlike the other 
habitations in the wild Far West, save that 
they had this peculiarity— each hut was 
mounted on a huge springless framework, 
supported by four lumbering wooden 
wheels. By this arrangement the hut 
could he moved from place to place, some- 
times to the fields, with them mines of 
undiscovered treasure ; sometimes to the 
sea, burdened with legacies of the mighty 
deep. 

Charley was smoking a pipe, and think- 
ing of that fair home in San Francisco, the 
very centre of civilisation, where the hotels 
were admirable, the stores well stocked, 
and house iiroperty at a premium. 

“ I did not discover a single ruby yester- 
day/^ he murmured, and then he looked 
at the wooden spade of a child— “ I found 
only there a young Tin’s toy. But it has 
softened my heart, and taught me that 
human nature is human nature.” 

lie paused to wipe away with a sun- 
burnt hand a furtive tear. 

“Charley, my lad,” he exclaimed, 

“this is unmanly. What would Dare Death Dick: or Thunder 
Tik say to such a show of water ? ” 

He took the spade, and was about to throw it with violence to the 
ground, when his better nature triumphed, and he placed it, almost 
with reverence, on the bench beside him. 

He was disturbed by a tap on the outer door — the door that faced 
the sea, 

“ Who ’s there ? ” he shouted, as he held in one hand a revolver, 
and in the other a bowie-knife of the usual fashion. 

“ Are you ready ?” 

It was a gruff voice, and yet there was something feminine about 
it. Charley had never feared to meet a woman yet, and he did not 
now shrink from the encounter. However Ms training had made 
Mm cautious. It might he a trap of the bloodthirsty Indians— those 
OMldren of Nature who were known to indulge in any cruel subter- 
fuge to secure the white men as their prey. 

“ Are you ready ? ” was repeated in the same gruff voice, hut now 
the tone was one of entreaty. The speaker seemed to be imploring 
for a reply, 

Charley hesitated no longer. He put down the bowie-knife, and 
still holding the revolver, opened the aoor. 

He started hack I Yes, it was a woman who confronted him. But 
such a woman 1 Her face was weather-beaten and sunburnt. Her 



1 PORTRAIT OP A LABOUR CANDIDATE. 

■Warranted to ‘‘Sweep the Cohjstka'/^ and 

MAKE HIS MMHv in THE HorSK OF CuMMONH, 

(Naturally a Flue»nt Speikeii}! 1 


Yours respectfully, 

1 A Wild Wr.LHH Rarebit. 

COMMKRCK L’AMKEKIAINK. 

{Faye frmu a JJ^iaru on the of bemy 

ih) 

Mondn t/ . — i uer s ( j f t he 0 reat 1 1 aggle- 
nagglo Fields ask for inereaHC of wages, 
emphahising their domnntl hy^ firing off 
revolvers and brandishing bowie-knives. 

Tuesday.- “Masters of tlie Great Hagglc- 
naggle Fields refuge to treat with Miiiem, 
and entrench themselw^g behind ironekd 
back gjirdens. They ako send for a force 
of Pattlilson/s Mercenary (’huckers-out 
Fighting imminent. 

Wednesday,^ of pA'fTER- 

son’h Mercenary Clitu'ktTs out. They are 
met by Miiurs with discharges of (iattling 
guns and land toriMaioes. 

llmrsda^.-^ The twm armies face to face. 
Both sides’ fire away, uhing up all their 
ammunition* Hnd of lie day^a contest, 
no balance on either side. Grc'at sucijcss 
of the n(‘w General interment Company. 
Sbari‘s at thirty premium. 

Reinforcements for both sides. 
A general engagement eonsidi*w*d immi- 
nent. In the meanwhile, pour pmner 
le temps, sldrmisheH and sia lighter of 
i tliousands. 

! Baturdai/. — Flrst-elass, r#‘gular all- 
; round battle. A large force arrived to 
figlit the Mimrs. Gatlings and JKrupps 
blaze away without intermission. 
on both sides pretty cimsiderablc, 

Su7ida ^’» Conversion of the Great 
Hagglenaggk Fields into a cemetery. 
Great rise in shares on allotmint. Ten 
acres of booking in advance ! 


L 2 IYS OF MODERN IIOMB 3 . 

No. IIL-OFF FOE MY HOLIDAY. 

Yes ! I’m off for my holiday. Forty odd 
pieces 

Of luggage, three cabs, and a van, and 
a ’bus too, 

Without counting loose wraps, and umhrcdlas in creases, 

And sweets that my darlings are sucking with gusto. 

Y"o 8 ! X ’m off for my holiday— wife in hysterics, 

Since nowhere on earth can her poodle he found ; 

And the nurses and children — Annks, Lilians, Erics — 

All screaming, and fussing, and fuming around I 
Yes ! I ’m off for my holiday— Tyneside, or Deeside, 

Or Lakes, or that Switzerland English. Hind Head, 

Or the thousand monotonies known as “ The Seaside”— 

Ask not wMther my fugitive footsteps are led. 

For whatever the place, it is ever the same thing ; 

Poor Paterfamilias always must suffer. 

A dyspeptic, a costly, a lame and a tame thing 


Is Holiday “time for a family buffer. 

Yes ! I off for my holiday— where I woMt mention ; 

They are pulling the blinds of my drawing-room down ; 

But next year— if I live— it’s my solemn intention 
To stay, upon husmessj en garden, in Town* 

Fair Prospects of Fine Weather*— No rain on St. Swithink 
and last week the County of Inverness discarded its Macrinxosh. 


^ IfOtIca — ^Rejected eommunications or ContrihutiOBLS, whether Printed Idafter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description wffi 

m no ew he returned, not even when aoeompanled by a Stamped and Addressed :Kavelope, Cover, or Wrappet. To this rule 
li^e will "he no exception 
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A EESULT OF BEIl’G 
HOSPITABLE. 

Scene — Small Fashion- 

able Club in If'est-Frid. 

Algy, Waiter! brin^^me 
a brandy- and- soda. Don’t 
feel up to the average to- 
day. 

Mugliie, Late last night V 

Algy. Yes. Went to 
Mrs. Cbahmebly’s Dance, 
Prince’s Gate. Goodness 
knows why I wont ! I 
don’t think they ’ll get me 
there again in a hurry. 

Charlie [tvaking up from 
arm-chair). Were yoti a 
victim too? I didn’t see 
you there ! 

Algy, JNTo. Because I 
probably left before you 
arrived. I had had enough 
of it in an hour, and came 
on here to supper ; not be- 
fore I had nearly poisoned 
myself with a concoction 
that old CiUMMEELY was 
asserting loudly, was an 
“’80 wine.” 

Charlie ijaughing). Ah ! 
my dear friend, /had been 
there before, and know the 
ropes. Took pretty good 
care to steer clear of the 
wine, and got a chaj) to 
give me a whiskoy-and- 
soda. ^ 

Uninvited Member, May 
I ask where was this charm- 
ing Party ? 

Algy, At the Ceammee- 
ly’s, Prince’s Gate. Colonel 
Cbammbely. 

Uninvited M, Colonel 
Ceammekiy! Let’s see, 
was he an old Crimea man ? 


lAGO IN BiRIVilNGHAiVI. 

{Shal'spcare once more on the Sitanfion.) 


CE^frR/J,L CltCriQN- 
ClAnSTON t^A]oa*7'/ i^Ci 




J ^ 



logo ^ , 
liodcrigo 


!Mr. J-S-rit ClI-MB-EL-N. 
Mb. J-sse C-ll-ns. 


Roderigo, Tiioir told’ st me thou did’st i And, in conclusion, 

l.l’l _ AT „ I'i . 


hold him. in thy hate. 
lago. Despise me, if I did not. 
great ones of the City, 


Nonsuits my meditators ; for, “ Certes,” 
says he, [who was he ? 

“I have already chose my ofEcer.” And 


Algy, ,F'oJ He was personal suit to make me Ms Lieu- Forsooth, a great Arithmetician, 


Colonel in the Bounders 


tenant, 


Green Yolunte era. {Roars Off- capped to him ; — and, by the faith That never set a sfpiadron in the field, 
of laughter,) Yon know of man, Nor the division of a battle knows 

“ r'.'OAATTWTPTJT.V'ia Ktcjvnh T 1 T AT . -.J. 1 J.1- * T 


“ Ceammeely’s starch”— 

made a fortune out of a place theorick,' 

;• TT i. T- loving his own pride and Wherein the toged Consul can propose 

Uhariie, He must nave purposes, As masterly as he ; mere prattle, witl 

spent a bit of it last night. Evades them with a bombast cirenm- out practice, 

They say the flowers alone stance, Is all his soldiership. 

cost over a thousand Horribly stuffed with epithets of war ; Rut^ Sir, he had the Fleetion ! 

Xiounds. 

r<Qr»foi'Ti n They pulled down over a thousand hire 

Enter Captain 0. ^ Ceammeely sh< 

Captain 0, Talking about the Colonel Ceammekly Party, eh? Jack Oh dear no! He’s as blind a 
{To uninvited M.) Were you there ? his friends. 

Uninvited M. {very satirically). Oh, dear no! I fear I’m not Capt, 0, {greatly relieved), That’sj 


I know my price— I am worth no worse More than a spinster ; unless the bookish [ 


Uninvited M, [with tragic 
intensity). You do7tH mean 
to say she was there I 

Algy. Ido. 

Uninvited 3f, But 
do you mean to say that 
Mrs. Ceammeely has 
heard 

Jack. No. She’s deaf. 

[Langhter, 

Unmvited 3L Well, you 
do surprise mo I {After a 
long pause.) Any other 
shining lights of London 
Society ? 

Jack. No— except that 
fearful Mrs. Jussoeit and 
her daughters, who hon- 
oured me with an invita- 
tion to their afternoon 
party at their suburban 
residence at IF est Ken- 
sington. I don’t know 
whether you regard them 
as an illumination. 

{^Roars of laughter. 

Uninvited M. {triu7n- 
phantly). Good gracious I 
Then there was positively 
no one there that one 
knows. 

Algy {thhikwg he has 
said something original). 
No one, that one icants "to 
know, 

Unimdted M, I sup- 
pose the whole thing 
was done for an advertise- 
ment ? 

Algy, Possibly. ^ Any- 
how, once bitten, twice shy. 
They won’t get 7ne in- 
side their stuccoed palace 
again. 

Chorus of Those w ho were 
at the Party, Same here I 

Capt, 0, {lighting cigar 
by candle). By the way, 
Jack, did old C^eam. ask 
you to Scotland for the 


theorick Jack. Yes. 

Wherein the’ toged Consul can propose did me. 

As masterly as he ; mere prattle, with- ^ t 

out practice, ~ T 

Is all his soldiership. ^ ^ 

Rut, Sir, he had the Rleciion ! anything better. I told 

! 1 it ’s a wonderful shoot. 

They pulled down over a thousand birds the first day, last year. 
Capt. O. Does old Ceammeely shoot ? 

JaeJe Oh dear no ! He’s as blind as a bat. He only rents it for 
his friends. 

Capt, 0. {greatly relieved ). That ’s good news, for he ’s a terrible 


W Herein tne toged Uonsui can propose 
As masterly as he ; mere prattle, with- 
out practice, 

Is all his soldiership. 

Rut, Sir, he had the Rleciion ! 


smart enough to warrant my admittance into that charmed and bore. He ’d be a shocking nuisance on the Moors. I must say, I 
select circle. {^Roars of laughter, can’t stand hmi at any price. 


Capt, 0. By Jove, you were well out of it. {Addressing the Club 
generally.) Did— you ever see such— eh ? 

Charlie, I want to know where the deuce they get w 

their men from. ^ 

Algy. I fancy they discover them in the City. ^ 

Jack, I never met— such shocking people before. 

Capt, O, Too dreadful for words, 1 could only conclude 
they must have been relations. \_Roars of laughter, " 

Jack, By the way, did you notice that there was a 
“ bounder” who was reversing ?^ _ 

Uninvited M. {taith great mdignatmi). KoWl ^ 

Jack, I tell yon it’s a positive fact — I know it to ffl 

my cost ; for I was dancing with that youngest daughter, Wi||m 
you know—the one who has the fluffy fringe over her jSMmmm 
forehead— and the brute bounced against us, and sent us W Il^K l 
flying. Never even apologised. If I could have got him 
outside, I declare I would have given Mm a deuced good 
Mding. A mau like that ought to be kicked. 

Unmvited M, Were the women any better ? 

Algy, Well, if you call Mrs. Dash any better ! 


Jack. No, nor any of the family, for the matter of that. Well, ta, 
ta ! Perhaps we shall meet there. I ’m off to the Emi>ire, 
to join some friends who ’ve got a box. 

[_Exit to enjoy f urther hospitality, 

^ ‘ ‘ Peeeidious Albion ’ ’ again.— Lieutenant Mizon, with 

grievances against the British Niger Company, was 
ISm f^l^d Mst week in Paris. To inform Frenchmen that the 
Ihitish Company in qiiestion is not so niger as it has been 
IHr would be useless at the present moment, when 

life ^ Frenchmen are still loud in their aiapla use of the speech made 

if|M by the Prefect of the Seine in such a Mizon-sceiie, [N.B. — 
i!l» - f or warde d by onr own ‘ ‘ Prefect of the In-Seine.”] 




Feom Newcastle.— M r. Hamoni), M.P. for Newcastle, 
charged Mr. John Mobley with having made a certain 


statement. Mr. Mobley denied it, and abked Mr, HaHonb 
to substantiate the charge. Mr. Ham one could not do this, 
^ nor did he apologise. Is this the “ ^Amond honorable ” f 


VOL. cin. 


E 
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SIR CARLOS EUAN-SMITHEZ ; OR, THE iNSULTINC SULTAN AND THE HiCH-TONED CHRISTIAN KNIGHT. 

A Modiin Motri^h Dalhul^ ^ / r^hwji n Ptn ftcvilti r 



Sir Cakdos Euak-Skithh: I basely baye they borne tbee 
down ; [crown ? 

Tbonsands, tMrty, would they tip tbee as a cbnrl they ’d tip a 
Tbon at borne badst shown that Snltan with emphatic toe the door ; 
In Morocco tbon didst cooEy turn thy back upon the Moor. 

Long in fiery Fez be lingered, subtle Smithez, being bound 
To contract Commercial Treaty with the minions of Mahotjnb. 

FnE eight weeks’ negociations smoothed that Treaty’s parlous way ; 
On the fifth July the Snltan swore it shonld be signed next day. 


And the treacherous Moorish Monarch, to Ms people’s inlcrrs 

blind, 

Sold the sham he dubbed his honour, changed the thing he deeiaei 
his mind. 

“ Christian Enight,” began the Monarch knight” was diploma 
for “dog”), 

“ There is something in your Treaty, that I relish— like roast hog. 
Know Morocco is no home for Factories and Colossal fcJtorcs ; 

And the omnipresent Bagman is a bugbear to my Moors I 


false Frpk’s furtiye wMsper at the Sultan’s ear was heard. “ All my Cadis, all my ladies, wish at— Hades Western Trade, 
(when the Frank may fou the Saxon won’t he do so ? like a bird I) You must make large alterations in the Treaty we ’ve made ; 


July 30 , 1892 .] 


PUNCH, OK THE LONDON CHARIVART. 






in/ ^ 






wmM 




mBm 




Cl 


J'%\ I 

mX 

iXj,. 






Shape it not m Christian interests, Christian Knight, 

^ ^bntm Mahound's, ^ ^ ^ ^ jlj / ^ Ij. 

Enter^ black slave hearing Treasure!^ llangM hags f ^ , ■ //^ ' ’ 

Dost^hou tiink to bribe and buy a Christian Knight: |j| ' I ^ 

If I take it, thou mayst sell me to a Moorish dog’s-nnat ^ 

Then his^steed obeyed his master, and he 'whinnied loud /jj! ‘ jill if’ nX §1^ ^/ 

Turned his back upon the tempter, caracoled with coltish \\ (j^ 'j > / 1 

Struck ouWith his heels behind him, smote that slave jljlljj^ / I W ^^illj/l'/ 

Kicked the bags until the bullion in a Danae shower arose \ I 

Never Don Fernando’s charger, JBameca^ gave such ( || |^ ^m^H||1 J ] 

In t^ sawdust-sprinkled circus of Al-Widdicomb, the 'I \ ^ lll^ yljjl 

Never did* Don Gomersilfjz fill the Moslem with more (-My I |^|j 

When he smote him o’er the mazzard with his streak- ail i |jm|| p \ A ^ (H 

And the_ scattoed gold flew widely, urged by that / j jlU | 'f w| i '' ^ A |IM h / 

Smote the Frank behind the throne, although he dodged | ^ 1 

Spattered that insulting Sultan, like a splash of London 4jw /| Sll ||/ \ 

Blackening his dexter eye, and from his ‘ ‘ boko ” drawing ^mB miW:' iM)) \ I m 

Then Si|^CAELOS Euan-Smithez gave ttat Moorish - ^ 

WithoSTandm^liini a hot ’un, without giving him fkL, 

o Ti V. t a 1.1, ^ . PARLIAMENTARY PRIVILEGE. 

0]p€6Q. T;£l66^ S]pG6C[ 1)1160^ IXOolO Cll&T^OiF I ^S]p60U. t/X100 AdtStGlT | 

than the wind! ?F^/e of the Late Memler for Tootxng, Archibald, why were tot: so QRtrMPY 

Stout Sir Carlos Ehan-Smithlz leaves that Moorish at the Bioge Boothbys’ to-night <* ” 

Fez behind; L. M, for T, “Such People, such a Dinner, for a Man ayho has just 

Shakes its sand from off his shoes, and, having wiped lost his Seat I ” 

the Sultan’s eye. Wife, “I’m sure Parliament didn’t do anything for you 

Turns his back, and takes his hook, without e’en wishing L, M. for T. “At least it spared me this sort of thing happening Six 
him “ Good-bye ! ” Times a Week 1 ” 
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OPERATIC NOTES. 

Last Nights of the Season, — Mondap » — “ Bv General Desire, the 
Second and Third Acts of De LARA-Boom-de-ay’s Opera, called 
Za Luce deW followed by Cavalleria Husttcana. Wp “by 

general desire ” applied to the entire programme, or only to its first 
part ? Well, we may take for granted that everyone wanted to hear 
and see again — but especially to hear — the Cavalleria* So the 
“ special desire ” must apply to La Luce solely and only. If so, 
then from this wording we gather that the general and uncontrol- 
lable desire to hear the Second and Third Acts of De La-ea- 
Boom’s Opera did not extend to its Prologue, First Act, Fourth Act 
(if any), and Epilogue. But is it complimentary to a Composer to 
express a general wish to hear only certain portions of his work, 
implying thereby that the generally tui-expressed desire is rather 
against than for re-hearing the other portions? All the same Sir 
CqvENT Gardenixts exercises a sound discretion in thus dealing 'with 
this particular Opera. 

Tuesday, — ^Bemberg’s New Opera, Elaine, 

Chorus, — ^Why was Elaine 1 0 DRimiOLAN- ^ 

Given again ? 1 rs, please explain ! 

.^d he did so, by saying in the programme “ In consequence 
of its Great Success and by general desire.” Ha! ha! look at the 
hand, with index-finger outstretched I By this sign, Sir Drurio- 
LAOTS wonld have us to understand that “ this Opera was not one 
which ever went without a hand,^^ Moreover, Sir Oracle tells us^ of 
its “ Great Success ; ” note the capitals, and note also, the expression 
itself, which was not found in the announcement of the repetition of 
the Second and Third Acts of the Light Asian Opera on Mcmday. 
Isn’t this an artfxd way of pitting Admirable Bembebg against our 


own accomplished Du-LARA-Boom ? “ We ’’ were not there either 
Monday or Tuesday, which, as far as the inimitable intermezzo of the 
“ Rustic Chivalry ” goes, was distinctly “ our ” loss. But they were 
going to do without us, and they did so , but whether ill or well, 
this deponent, meaning “We,” knoweth not; and so, we’re like 
Brer Rabbit, who lay low and said nothin’. Brer Wolf sezzee were 
kinder sorry he was unable to go Satterday arternoon for to hear 
Brer Fox’s new Opera, Nydia^ the Blind Girl,^ 

Fnday, — Eon Giovanni — Madame Dotti, in taking the role of 
Donna Anna^ “ took the cake.” Not going “a hit dotty,” but in 
excellent form. 

Be-Ltttler - ING Mr. Gladstone’s Majorttt. — Not that the 
G. 0. M. IS “coming of age in the olden times,” — as somebody’s 

picture has it, — hut that he is coming in 

with a mixed Majority of atoms difficult 

■ ' to he assimilated. This much exercises the 
'wigorous brain of Mr. R. D. M. Littler, I 
* Q.C. writing to the Times, Of course 
1 R. D. M. Littler, O.C.—which initials, ! 
f being interpreted, may mean, “Railway 
Directors’ Man” — is the Conservativest of 
Conservatives— “ but that ’s another Tory,” 
as one may say, adapting Ritdtard Kip- 
ling’s phrase, — and, difficult as the G. O.M. 
may fibid it to get on with the aid of a Little Majority, he couldn’t 
get on any better with the aid of a Littler. 

Note. — The Guide to Wild West Kensington should announce the 
objects of interest in this Buffalo Bill Show, not as “classified,” hut 
“ Codyfied.” 
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TllK Til.VVKi.LKR. 

or h/ a /V/oAN' 

[Mr. Thom \s (\hik, (uij:irutor of tlif rouf “ Pt i . m t!h 

Conaut^ti a ” Touuh^ lui Ihimsnm t dud mi M 

tht‘ IStli Jitl}, l.,Pil s| \< IH I 

“Ui.Mon, imfiif ikIhI, in« hndu>lv ^ 

Or by the hi/v Mu Idt, nr Wiiiitb rinv Pn 
Kay, giiitle (loLDSMirir, it is thus no mor< , 

Kune now nn d fear “ the rtuie Oannllu in hoar;' 

The bandit Gret'k, the Hwissuf avid 
Or eh*n the pn datory Ihduuin. 

Where’er wc* roam, whattver rtalms ti» s* 

Our thouRhis, £>“rcat Ai^ent, must n \ert to th e* 

From Parthenon or Pyramifl, we hude 
In tra\(dh‘d i ase, and hlesn the nam«* oi i ’uuk ^ 

Kt< rnal hles*.inirs crown the wand* n r\ trn nd ! 

At Ludirate Hill may all tlu world alt* nd. 

Blest he that Kpot wdu re the ^^reat wtirhi instrut fur 
AsHurnt d the rd/e <»f Personal (‘oridtn tor ' 

Id* si hf those “ iiartiesd* with mif<*-eonduf t uuW3e d, 
Who d<i Hi marshalltd hosts the Ih ‘/iiiar Eomid , 

Or* jrarimis i^ar.e at Pyramid or Dome., 

The h* ii^hts of Ath^ ns, or th< walls of Home, 

Tiuu like fitK*k»ioIdt *1 sheep, are hliepheni* d s it* lemie. 

, Let ohst*r\atifm* with extensive view, 

* Kurvi y mankind Irom (ddna to IhruP^ 

Bv all means, yen, or t yen furtlu r iaie, ^ 

And Afne’s ioriHt lunre and poiHmous Pigmiis dima 
But, to avoid th** Ion* Iv travt Ih r’s p un, 

Fr**m LndKate (‘ir*‘UH drag the w* ll-knk« *l i hain ; 

Vs Aniurath to Amurath sueemis, 

*<0 (’ufiK to C’ooK ! Thomas’.h grandiosi* d* ♦nls 
What/r<mri»t may forget ? Th** gru&t om *h gone, 

But Ills vast enterprise bhall atili nnireh on* 

What Thomas started, is pursucul by John. 

Ptmei to the dust of the On at Piom er, 

(iieat Cook is dead, long live Great Cooe I ’’ w** t hi * r* 


THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE EXPRESSED OTHERWISE. 

IM. ‘‘Take a little Whiskey hkfokk toit no, JonfsI” 


«/oao? (a/ler helping hirmelf), “Thanks ! 
HohL “ Plkabe — N or too mhoe—jusi' 
Yoekself 1 ” 


May I POUR v'or out hohk V" 
Aiiour Half svhap you 'vb given 


D^rk l)(iiNos.-”AIrs. MiiiuiA Kn eh, tin emanu|atul 
j black slave, who came all the way ir<mi Lib* na t*> |ji 5" 
Her Grmduus AUjisfy a morning niU, may be imw 
know'll as “ The GrKf NhsBIaek Woman, aHaeoinp inioii 
hilhouette to “Bilisbuey’s Blaek Man*” 0! course she 
will go back ladtn with valuable presmts, ipute a 
wealthy old lady, or ** Itkks 2h euniurumJ^ 


THE DUEEEll IN POLITICS. 

Mt country neighbours at Mount Buffer are not literary. So very 
remote from this condition are they, that they regard men of letters 
as “awful men,” in the Bhakspearian sense of the word. Conse- 
(^uently, since those papers began to apjx'ar, sometimes, in the pages 
of Jfr* Punchy I have risen in the general esteem. Kv<‘n John Dhu 
Macnab has been Inward to admit, that though the Ma(" Dufftui is 
nae gude ava’ with the rod or the rille, he a ftdl ane with the pen 
in his hand. Kae man kens what he means, he h that deep.” In 
consequence of the spread of this flattering 
belief, I have been approached by various 
local Parties, to sound my fathomless depths 
as a possible Candidate. 

First came^ a deputation of Jacobites. They 
were all ladies, of ditferent ages, young and 
old ; all wore ornaments in which the locks of 
ftueen Mary, Charles thr First, Prince 
Charlie, and other Saints and Martyrs, were I 
conspicuously disjilayed. Would I stand as ' 
a Jacobite ? they asked, and generally in the 
interests of Romance and Royalism. I said 
that I would he delighted ; hut inquired as to 
whether we had not better wait tor Female 
Suffrage. That seemed our best chance, I 
said. They repHed, that Flora Macdohalh 
had no vote, and what was good enough for 
her was good enough for them. I then hinted 
that^it would he well to know for which King, 
or Clueen, 1 was to unfurl the banner at Glenfinnon. I also suggested 
that the modern Crofters did not seem likely to rally round us. The 
first question provoked a split, or rather several sphts in our Party. 
It appeared that some fi,ve or six Pretenders of both sexes, and of 
intricate genealogies, had their advocates. An unpleasant scene 
followed, and things were said which could never be forgiven. 



expected to stay to iunchcun, 
variety of monareha all “over 


The deputation, which had been 
retired in tears, exclaiming for a 
tbi‘ water.” 

The local Gladstonians came mxt. 1 ha/l never declared myself, 
they said. Was I for Home Rule? I said we mtist first review 
Mr. GLABS'roNidH numerous w^ritings about floMrii, and theiU‘oine 
to Home Rule. ‘ ‘ How ke stops i he way I ” AVt n* M r- G/.a ijh i o v i N 
Homeric theorie.s compatible with a rational frame of niind? Jb, n 
I felt very strong, and animated with a keen desire to impart infor- 
mation, The deputation said all this was ancient hintfiry. As to ihmn* 
Rule itself, they said it really did not matter. What they wanh d 
was. free poaching, free private whiskey-stills, free land* and a hirge 
head of game, to be kcqit up by the proprietor, for the benefit ^of Dm 

t len, as in old times. I said that these smmiid to me t<* Iwi Utopian 
emands Tf you all fish, and shoot, and drown the keepers in the 
linn, I urged, there will soon be no game Icdt for any ot you, Ko 
Game-laws, I observed, and you will obviously have ^ no iKiafhing. 
There will be nothing to poach, and no fun in doing it. They Kai<l 
that they would pay keepers to hold the Southern bodies off, out of 
the rates, and the rates would be paid by the Laird— meaning me. 
I said I knew that several Lairds were standing on this platform, 
but that, personally, if my land and rents were to bo taken away, I 
did not see how the rates were to be got out of my empty sporran. This 
was a new idea to them, but I cheered them up by saying I was in 
favour of Compulsory Access to Mountains, with no Personal Option 
in the matter. This was what the people needed, I said— they 
needed to he ma*ie to climb mountains, beginning with Box HilL 
On Bank Holidays, I remarked, they never go to the top. They 
stay where the beer is. I would have a staff of Inspectors, to s£«- 
that they went. The general limbs and lungs would be greatly 
improvea, and the sale of whiskey, from private stills, would be 
increased! 

This unlucky remark divided my Tarty. The Free Kirk Minister 
wore a Hue ribbon, and was a Temperanoe-at-any-price wEtician. 
Two of “ The Men,” however,— a kind of inspired SEghknaprophete 
— ^had a still of their own, and they and the Minister neany came 
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to blows. The Party then withdrew, giving three cheers 
for Mr. Gladstone, but not pledging themselves to vote 
for me. 

The Eight Hours’ people were at me next. I said I 
saw that the Bill would provide employment for a number 
of people, but I added, that I did not see who was to pay 
the wages, nor who was to buy the goods, Eor, I re- 
marked, you certainly cannot compete with foreign 
countries at this rate, and at home the Classes will be 
competing with you, bein^ obliged to have recourse to 
manual labour. They said that was just what they 
wanted, everybody to labour with his hands. I answered 
that many of the Classes, a poor lot at best {cheers}, 
would come on the Parish. Who was to pay the rates 
when everybody^ was working, and nobody was buying 
what was made ? If there were no markets, where were 
you to sell your produce ? Thev said they would live 
on the land. I answered that the land would not sup- 
port the^ population : you would need to import bread- 
stuifs, witk what were you going to pay for them ? I 
added that my heart was with them, but that they could 
only attain tneir ends by massacring or starving thi'ee- 
fourths of the population, and who knew how he him- 
self might fare, with a three-to-one chance against his 
survival? Suppose it did not come to that, I urged, 
suppose the Bill gave all the world employment ; suppose 
that, somehow, it also paid their wages, or supported 
them, in a very short time you would need a Four Hours’ 
Bill {cheers), a Two Hours’ Bill, a One Hour’s Bill, of 
course with no fall in wages. The constitution of things 
would not run to it. 

They said that I had clearly not fought out the econo- 
mic aspect of the question. 1 said that was how my hair 
was blanched, with trying to fight it out, but that, 
somehow, it always bafied me. I added remarks about 
squaring the circle, but they said it was a good deal 
easier to square Mr. Gladstone. The friends of Total 
Prohibition of Yaccination and of Beer were waiting, also 
a deputation, who wanted subscriptions for a Shelley 
Memorial, llussian Jews, Maxim guns for Missionaries, 
and other benevolent objects. I declined to see them, 
however, and was left to solitude, and to the reflection 
that I am unfitted for the sphere of active politics. In 
this belief the neighbours are now pretty generally agreed, 
which, as I have no keen ambition to shine in Parliament, 
is a very fortunate circumstance. 



A VICTORY OF THE POLLS. 

Mental collapse of an Election Editoe aftee compilino Statistics 
Day and Night foe the last Theee Weeks ! 


LADY GAY^S SELECTIONS. 

Deae Me. Punch, Mount Street, Grosvenor Square. 

The Eaoe for the Eclipse Stakes at Sandown was pro- 
ductive of tremendous excitement, and everybody turned pale as 
the two gallant horses came up the straight, locked together, but the 
key to the situation — Parliamentary phrase, due to the prevalence 
of Elections— was held by the champion Orme, who managed to 
get home, “ all out ” by a neck I — at least, Lord Akthue said^ he 
was “ all though how he could he “ home ” at the same time 
I don’t quite understand — but he may have been alluding to the 
hackers of Orvieto. 1 was told that St. Damien “made up a lot 
of ground at the finish ; ” hut I can’t say I noticed it myself, as 
the course looked to me exactly as it did before the race I Dear 
me ! how pleased my friends the Duke and Duchess of West- 
MINSTEE did look !— and with good reason, too— it was a wonderM 
task for Orme to accomplish, with only ^ six weeks’ training!— it 
must have been a special train all the time ; in fact, the one he 
was brought to Sandown in, I suppose. 

Being unable to go to Leicester, I took advantage of a military 

escort, offered me by (no — ^let the gallant officer’s name remain a 

secret— he little thought he was escorting Press-lady) — to pay a 
visit to the New "Wimbledon — and being nothing if not loyal, I chose 
the day when the shooting for the “Q,ueen’s” commenced. My 
escort informed me with an inane smile, that the Camp had experi- 
enced “ Bisley weather ; ” the feebleness of which joke so annoyed 
me, that I am half inclined to put his name in the pillory of public 
print— (what a glorious expression for our own Midlothian Mouther) 
—but 1 refrain, for reasons connected with Lord Ahthuk. 

I must say that I think Bisley has a more business-like look than 
Wimbledon ever had, though perhaps this is scarcely to^ the taste of 
the average feminine visitor, who used to enjoy pic-nicing to the 
accompaniment of whizzing bullets, and does not appreciate the 
latter without the former. The shooting was very uncertain in the 
first stage of the Q,ueen’s, as the wind was in a variable mood — (is 
the wind feminine, T wonder P) — going sometimes at eighteen and 
sometimes at thirty miles an hour, which was disconcerting and 
inconsiderate behaviour (it must be leminine !) — calculated to annoy 


any right-mindod Yolunteerl Indeed, one notoriously good shot. 
Private Chicken, although a good plucked one — having made six 
misses in ten shots — declined to be roasted by his friends, and 
retired into his cassarole — which is French for tent, I believe — while 
several other marksmen (why marksmen ?) found themselves care- 
fully placing their bullets on other people’s targets. 

However, I was much struck with the equanimity with which 
reverses were accepted by the members ot our gallant Amateur 
Army, and intend composing an ode in their honour, to he sung in 
camp to the accompaniment of bullets, bagpipes, and brass hands I 
(more alliteration lor the Midlothian Maltese Marriage Merchant), 
the refrain of which will run thus : — 

The Volunteer ' The Yolunteer ’ ! 

No matter how the wmd may veer ! 

■WiU have no fear ! and will not sweer ! ! so do not jeer ! ! ! the Yolunteer !! ! '’ 

—appropriate patriotic musio to which will be written by Signor 
Clemen Ti Schiotti! 

There is no racing of any importance this week, there being only a 
small Meeting under P ic Nie Hules, at a place called Goodwood — (I 
write of it in this contemptuous way, as i am not going myself) — 
somewhere on the coast ot the Solent- to which I need not allude at 
any length ; I will, therefore, only mention one race having been so 
successful lately, that I can afiord to rest on my oars— (rather an 
insecure position by the way, for anyone who can’t swim!) and 
remain as usual Yours devotedly, Lady Gat. 

Chestekeleld Cup Selection. 

To win snch a race as the Chesterfield Cup, 

Is a task wanting speed and endurance ; 

And the duty of all, ere the ghost giving ux), 

Is to quickly effect an Insurance 

P.S. — I don’t see any sense in this, hut the rhyme is good ! 

L. G. 




WILLIAM THE WHEELMAN. 


EnthmiasUc Cydist loquitur 

1 HATE noticed with unfeig:ned and real 
pleasure, y%imps !) 

The rapid g^rowth of Cycling. {Mow it 
To those who have the energy and leisure ^ 

It affords — [Confound thu saddle! itjo 
humps J) 

What otherwise would be <iuite unattainable, 
A healthy, and a pleasurable form 
Of exercise. ( Yes, health is hereby gainahle ; 
j But I am most uncomfortably warm /) 

I It gives them the advantages of travel, 

(By Jingo! I was nearly omr then ! 

A tumhk and the ^'‘gravel-rash would gravel 
The .nimblest of extremely Grand Old Men) 
Which, previous to the Cyclers happy advent, 
Were out of almost everybody’s reach. 

(And to the “ spirits of the cycling- cad venL 
^Arry on Wheels the law must manners 
teach!) 

It ’s really very much more profftable 
Than is the long luxurious railway Journey* 
(If in the saddle J feel not more stable, 

YU be unhorsed f like tilter in a tourney!) 
Monotonous the journey from the City, 

Along a fixed unalterable route, 

{TMs is an old bone-shaker f ^Tis a pity ! 
For over the front wheel one apt to shoot,) 

The traveller’s whirled from station unto 
station, 

(J wish tTwiw were more stations on this 
• road.) 

With hardly half a chance for observation. 
iff I know where lam, may The hlowed ^), 


Without an opportunity to examine 
The district. ( Wish that I could spot a ptth ! 
For I am overdo7ie tmth thirst ana famirw. 
And see no chance of tipple or of grub ! 


[I must travel maity miles oVr clay or cobble, 
I fear, before X U have a real rest, 

The Ug wheel and the Uttle shift and wobble, 
I think the low pnemnatic Cycle ’s best. 

Eh f Dangerous to Cyclists ! That ’s a 
notice, 

I fancy, that suggests a spin dotcn^hilL 
Mow stiff' I feel ^ Mow very parched my 
throat is / iepiU !) 

Mold up ' By Jove, but that was near a 

I emphasise the fact that I consider {toheel 
That, physically — (Pheugh! that little 
Is dangerous as poor old W eluee’s ** widderf*) 
Yes, morally, and socially, I feel 
The benefits of Cycling are unbounded, 


A FKOSFICT OF THE TW'KI.hTff* | 

{By an ImpremimmL) * 

CKRTAm'LY, I can foresee my adveulurcjs. ; 
I can tell of my march oyct tlie heatlier, of 
my delight as the brecisy air sweeps over the 
moors, and helps to bronze my already sun- 
burnt face ! 

I can fancy the chatter of the keeper as he 
holds my secxmd gun, and pays me that atten- 


holds mj secxmd gun, and pays me that atten- 
tion which can only be wipea off by ti|M ! 1 


Almo8t-^(.^^mo#< I fear a nasty fall! 

I wish, with big and tittle wheel confounded, 
That I were on a Safety, after all!) 


WHispmi BT WiNB.— If Alderman 

Kkiix cannot conscientiously attend the Es- 
tablished Church service, whereat it is not 
essential for a Lord Mayor to be present, the 
Court of Aldermen onght to he prond of Mm, 
and elect him ** WiJO^-Enilly*’ to be Lord 
Mayor all the same. Whatever my be the 
result, of Alderman Khiix nothing but good 
can be said. “ Nil nisi bonumf 


can hear the sound of the limt shot, and deci- 
pher the meamng of the initial puff of smoke ! 

I can seethe snadows disappearing as lunch- 
time comes to hand. I can recognise th# cart 
with its goodly contents, and the girls who 
will sit beside us as we discuss our modeat 
pies (hot and savoury,) and quaff our ’8^4. 
And then I can hear the retreating footitei'is 
as the darlings trip away» ^ leaving us to^ 
resume our chase after the birds* 

And then the shadows wi.ii grow longer, 
and the sun will set behind the hills lii a 
mass of purple, red, and gold ; and it will 
he time for ns tio turn our faces towards the 
^ shooting-box that will shelter us through the 
; long watches of the summer’s night. 

And lastly I can see the finM halt at the 
poulterer’s, as we purchase the grouse to fill 
our hags before the journeying home. 


Black Gakb. — ** Bother Morocco i ” says 
a Sportsman, ** What’s the news from the 
Moors ? ” 


A GEOfiEABHICAL ThBOEY*— W hCF© i$ 
Liberia F” inquired one cultured person of 
another, d propos of Mrs. lliCKs’s interview 
with the Gubef. I ’m sure I don’t know,” 
was the answer, “but— judging by the name 
i — I should think it was ezaetiy oppomtc to 
i Siberia.” 
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gracious. Howeyer, he said that he was well to leave the countrY as soon as possible, 

' not quite prepared to sign a Commercial Treaty, started early, Herr Yoif Kleveemann had 

No. L~To A Lady on wiiosb Table-Cloth He oifered, in lieu of signature, to give me expressed Ms doubts whether His Majesty 
HE HAD tJpsKr THE MusTAKD-roT. twelvG sacks of emeralds (uneut), and the would be satisfied. It appears that the Magio 

'ntui? T Tirltr fnotvi wivcs of six of his Field-Marshals. Ex- hat requires a good deal of preparation to be 

IHAK i.aay^, in ^ plained that no representative of England effective. The Herr’s forebodings of evil 

V.KiVsmik-H could harillVcW my glooiii; cntertiUE such a suggestioii The Sul- we speeily verified. The Mhsion had not 

T xrnu ^ terminated the interview. gone a mile before we were followed by the 

And sH 1 vm JhuriA Day.— The Sultan having learned entire army. We made a demonstration 

‘MWfJb nV that Herr Yoif Kleveemakn- was a member with the machine-gun, which had the effect 

Tome ’ ^ e^^Pressed a msh for a second of destroying six or seven brigades of the 

T meeting. I consequently attended at the enemy. The Sultan in person, declared that 

\ foolish ‘irrofimm^dTbW Palace. Herr Yon Kleveemahn, having pro- he considered the Treaty null. Nothing to 

Ami foil mi tia duced a number of artificial-flowers, a bird- do but retire as best we could. 

' A ml n^*i, OHS'®, “'i \ rabbit, from an Opera-hat, His _ Eighth Day.— Deeply regret failm-e of the 


And still you saw me sit and sit— 

Enough of this,” you said, “coi 
come, 

Be cheerful.’’ YTiile I merely bit 
A foolish, irresponsive thumb, 

And found no comfort in the act, 
aA-ikI cursed mysdf, the clumsy Goth, 
As void of fingers as of tact, 

Who spilt the mustard on the cloth ! 

That was the cause of all my woe — 

Good lack, I blame my thumbs in vain ; 

>Still on the cloth’s expanded snow 
I seem to see that yellow stain. 

And still you sit and speak me fair, 

And still yoiir Butler grimly smiles, 

The while I paint in mustard there 
A sketcli-map of the British Isles. 

I think it had repaid my guilt 
Had you flashed fire like Ashtaroth, 

And scorched the clumsy wretch who spilt 
That flood of mustard on your cloth. 

Beef, pudding, cherry-Gart, and cream, 
What more could mortal man desire ? 

I miinohed them idly in a dream, 

My head sang like a village choir. 

I fumbled with the silver pot 
From which that tawny torrent ran ; 

I heard you say; it mattered not, 

To cheei a miserable man. 

So here I thank you ; may I be 
Extinct as is the Behemoth 

Bather than spill by Fate’s decree 
Once more the mustard on your cloth. 


England effective. The Herr’s forebodings of evil 
he Sul- were speeMly verified. The Mi‘-sion had not 
ew. gone a mile before we were followed by the 
learned entire army. We made a demonstration 


cage, and a rabbit, from an Opera-hat, His Eighth I)ee:ply regret failure of tke 

Majesty asked the price. I immediately Mission. However, find that the King and 
rei)lied, a Treaty of Commerce. I am to call Oueen of the Cannibal Islands are anxious 
again to-morrow. for annexation to England. They seem im- 

Flfth Dag , — Had another interview with pressed with the notion that the British. 
His Majesty. The Sultan wanted to know the Government have power to cause a flow of 
; -“I spirits from the Inexhaustible Bottle which, 


FANCY PORTRAIT. 




THE NEXT AEEICAN MISSION. Thehnesof many ai)ron 

{TetegrapJm Precis 0 / t7u EegociaiuMS.) ( That Home Rule always 

DiVst Day.— Arrived safely at the Sul- Raise, in a rash, disastroi 

tan’s capital. Every thing in proper order. Campaigning Ireland to j 

Draft Treaty in my trunk with my diplo- prayers and 

matic uniform. Escort in marching order. Bisect the Empire. Q* Jt 

Ammunition in waggon, (iuite ready to , : " 

rS rsmmcs veesb 

formance before the King and Oueen of THE BIGHT MAN IN THE RIGHT PLACE- A 

the Cannibal Islands would delay matters. T.-n7.TXTT.a.rr -n -it at> t TxrnAT accom^amea otj iVir. A 

Seeofid JDag. — Herr Yon Kleveemxnn BENNETT, M.P. FOR LINCOLN, Universal Inspector- C 

and his traps have arrived in camp. — — ^ — — are going to have Naval 

Looked over the eonj uring tricks. Sorry to I terms of the proposed Treaty. I replied, free all, Air. Admiralty Official ? 


since the departure of Herr Yon Klevee- 
MANN, has ceased to yield alcoholic drinks. 
Of course, shall do nothing in this new 
matter until I receive further instructions. 

Ninth Day.— Embarked on my return 
borne. 

ADYICE TO THE G. 0. M. 

{From a Mathematical Tory.) 

Take forty-two, and carry eight 
(Eight hours, I mean), then mind your eye ; 
Bring all your items up to date, 

And do your best to multipl;^ 

Your sheep by next subtracting votes 
From over-suffraged Tory goats. 

By Registration Law perplexed. 

Take “qualifying periods ’’next, 

And at one swoop reduce with glee 
Twelve months, or more, to only three. 

Add labour to your motley crew, 

Subtract (from life) a church or two. 
Produce, with geometric skill, 

The lines of many a promised bill. 

But state— the Unionists to vex — 

That Home Rule always equals x. 

Raise, in a rash, disastrous hour, 
Campaigning Ireland to a power. 

And thus, to prayers and protests deaf, j 
Bisect the Empire. Q. E. F, | 

PRETENCE VERSUS DEFENCE. 

Scene — Whitehall, Time— The Eresent, 
Enter Universal Inspector - General, 
accompanied hy Mr. Admiralty Official. 

Universal Inspector- General. So yon 
- are going to have Naval Manoeuvres alter 


find that one of the best (the Inexhaustible access to the interior for British merchandise, | 
Bottle) has been stolen by the Queen of the and the abolition of slavery. His Majesty j 


Mr, Adm, Official. Yes, General, we are. 
Un Ins,- Gen, And are you going to do 


Cannibal Islands. As time is an object, un- replied, he did not mind the abolition of 1 anything new this time ? 

able to send back to recover it. Might have slavery so much, on the understanding that Mr. Ad, Off , Nothing more than the 

to fight for it, too, which would possibly lessen the regulation did not apply to Mm. Herr usual meaningless cruising. 

the numbers of our escort. Experts declare Yon Kleveemann then produced his Magic Un. Ins.- Gen, I read something about the 

that the Inexhaustible Bottle could only be hat. and brought out from it a cup of coffee, landing of the wounded r" 

,1 -i. -Y' XV V i 1 -1 1 ° Xl V-:i T H.' « axtr T VCTn 


secured at the point of the bayonet. Rave half-a-dozen recently-washed handkerchiefs, 
arranged for a meeting with the Sultan to- and a white mouse. The last item caused m 


Mr. Ad. Off. Ah— that is new! YT'c are 


Third Day.-- Sultan’s toothache better, appears that the Sultan greatly objects to ships leave for the ports, officers in command 
Ilis Alajesty having sent word that he would mice. The Interpreter should have informed of fleets and squadrons are to communicate to 
be glad to see me, I, accompanied by the me of this peculiarity. each Commander-in-Chief , by telegraph, the 

Interpreter, the Commander of Hie Escort, and Sixth Day , — Received a message from His aggregate number of assumed wounded that 
last, hut certainly not least, Herr Yon Majesty to the effect that he would he glad may be expected to reach Ms port. 
Klevekkann, arrived at the Palace. Found to see me and Herr Yon Kleveema-NN again, tin. Gen. Tell me what do we want 
that the Lord High Chamberlain had been on the condition that nothing objectionable with these pointless Manoeuvres r Woultot 
removed yesterday. The Lord High Execu- should be produced from the Magic hat. it have answered everyone spurpo^ii there 
tioner was acting in his stead. In fact, this Herr Yon Kleveemann once more gave a had been a lecture mueu of them at the Royal 
overworked official seemed to be the solitary seance. The eminent entertainer extracted United* Service Institution r ^ 

survivor of the Imperial Household. The from the Gibus a portmanteau, a soup-tureen, Mr. Ad. Off. I should not be surprised. 
Lord High Executioner told us that His and a lady’s watch. His Majesty greatly Un. Ins.- Gen, Then why run into this 
Majesty had been very irritable yesterday, delighted. He signed the Treaty, and pos- unnecessary e:^ense ? . t 

The Sultan, he said, was now in a good temper, sessed himself of the hat. ^ Mr, Ad, Off. You roMly must ask ^y 

and was quite harmless, I found His Majesty Seventh Day , — ^Knowing that it was as successor! lExeunt severally. 


and a white mouse. The last item caused us going to “assume” a number of wounded, 
to be hurriedly expelled from the Palace. It To quote from the Regulations—'' Before the 


Jinira X'ay.— wuitams toothache better, appears that the bu) 
His Alajesty having sent word that he would mice. The Interprete 
be glad to see me, I, accompanied by the me of this peculiarity. 
Interpreter, the Commander of the Escort, and Sixth Da?/.— Receri 
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The Sultanj he said, was now in a ^od temper, 
and was quite harmless. I found J3is Majesty 



PUNCH, OK THE LONDON CHARIVAEI. 


[JuLT 30, 1892. 


“TLJE? r%rr •Truer QuELCiT, as we ’re runniii’ for a Labour CandKlato this 

THE OTHER SIDE OF THE CANVASS, Election. 

{A Purdy Imaginary SletcK) Lady K. I real If cannot j^nswer tor my hushandN views on 

^ 75 ‘ . o nr political matters, Mr.—a—SouFicnFE , I make it a rule nner to 

Scene — A Portico in Portnian Square, ^ Mr. Bent imin Gulchee interfere. 


{an ardent Padical Artisan, camassing the district on hehalf of 
of his, who is putting up as a Labour Candidate), 
discovered on the doorstep, I 


Mr, (x, Jest what nv/ old woman se7. I’ve learnt her not to j 
argy with me on politics. But, ycr see, a deal depends on the 
way a thing is done, xmdr-{insmtiattngh/)--K good-lookin’ woman ! 


Mr. Guleher (to himself—after hnocling). Some might think it liks jou.T&elt--{Lzdj'2I, gasps out a faint httle “ Oh 7ier<j)~~oh, i’ni 
was on’y waste ot time me callin’ at a swell ’ouse o* this sort — but on’y teEin’ yer what yer know alrcady—’ud find it easy enough to 
them as lives in the hghest style is orfen the biggest demmycrats. get her better ’alf to vote her way, it she chooses. You take lum 
Yet never know I Or p’raps this Sir hfonarAN Naseby ain’t made some evenin’ — say a Saturday, now—when he’s jest ’ad enough to 
his mind up yet, and I can tork him over to our way o’ thinking, feel ’appy, and coax him into giving his vote to (Itu lch, 1 om 
(The doors are sudden^ flung open by two young men in a very plain know ^ow to do it ^ And he ’s the nght man, mind yer, Ouelch 
and sombre Iweiy.) Two o’ Ihe young ’nna, I s’pose. (Aloud,) ’Ow is— the nght man ' 


j are yet Father m, d’ yer know? lAidy K, {alniost inaudihly), ITow— how 

First Footman (loftily), I don’t know anything about your lather, house, and otter me this impertintnt advice 
I’m sure. Better go 

down the airey - steps ! ' 

and inquire there. 1 I 

Mr, G, (annoyed with j , ^ 

I k k I ' k k 1 k 


Lady iVk (almost inaudihly), ITow— how dare you come into my 
mse, and otter me this impertintnt advice ^ How— ? 

Mr, (r, (goodAem- 
petedly). J^lasy theie, 
I Lady— no impel tineme 

r intended, 1 ’m sure, i 






say if her Ladyship IS at " Well 1 wr 

^ ^ (iUKXXir workcd as a 

" lighterman on a barge fourteen years for eighteen boh a* 

Mr ; y.. * 4 ! L m ^ ;i • -i. ot • . Ain’t a Man of the People for yer ? And if he 

Gulchek is ere, if she 11 step down a rnmnit. She gits into Parliment. he ’ll insist on Labour bein’ served fust ; he ’s m 
i ® her dinner or deamn’ her- favour of Shortened Hours of Labour, Taxation o’ Ground Renta, One 

i TWtr «« Me Butler departs nowlessly,) Civil-spoken Man one Yote, Triannual Parhments and Payment o’ Members, 

party ^al— one o the lodgers, seepn’ly. Roomy sort o’ crib this Compulsory Allotments, Providin’ Work by^Gov’ment for the 

... XlnemployTd, Abolition o’ the ’OuS o’ Lmda, and 
Ladyship wiB see yon, if you wiU step Table. Ah. and he means ^aving it too. That’s what Job £ But 
rM;*a • J T jf „ j^k ’ere why not come and ’ear what he’s got to say for yerself? 

[Mr. G.tsto^wp a staircase, an^ MS presence of He’s ’ol<iin’ a small open-air meetin’ in Kipper’s Court this evenin’* 




T<m know ’ow to do it ! ” 


Kow look ’ere — don’t 
let us ’avo a vulgar row 
over this ! I ain’t goiii* 
to lose my temper. 
Strike — but ’ear me ! 
It we don’t think alike, 
there’s no reason why 
you and me should fall 
out. I put that tf> 
you. It ’s likely enough 
vou don’t tmw Job 
Qoklck ? 

Lady If, (with fern- 
per), f never heard ot 
the man in my life ! 

J// . G. \irtumph-- 
antly). Bee there, now. 
That’s where canvass- 
ing comes in, d’ yer 
SCO? It’s our honly 
way of combating the 
higniranee and hapathy 
of the Upper Classes. 
Well, I ’ll tell ver 




iAxiAx. X uaresay x coma ^is/ie loo/cs up,) Good Heavens I arsk Mm— fair awd straight I 

K. CLABKSOS to ihow »Tich a persoa as that ia<?y if. (/e.%). Thank yon Tery much ; hut-hut we axe un- 

suSot! ai^xeyou’Uproyea’ighlyagreerble afxMd. ^raido’ ’earing- the truth/ cUt trust yeSf to listeu 

Mr, G, Certingly yon may Mum I It ’s like this Vre T wnTif ^ pe^wiper do, between you and 

y... o.n,w «. 1^. a; £i 


questions yer like to 
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if you are so kind, I ’ll take whatever yer goiu’ to ’ave yerself, I 
ain’t partickler. 

Lady N. {as iJie Butler apijears). CLi^iiKSON, show this— this 
gentleman the way out. 

Mr. G. Don’t you trouble, old pal, I can find it for myself. {To 
Lady N.) 1 b’lieve, if the truth was known, you’re cornin’ round 
already. Mum. I ’ll tell yer what 1 ’ll do. I ’ll leave some o’ these 
’ere little pamphlicks, as you might git your good man to run his eye 
over. “ Whyl am a Itadikil,” ‘‘The Infamy of Tory Gov’ment,” 
“’Ow we are Robbed!” &c. And ’ere’s a picter - poster — “T% 
’Orrers of Coercion under the Brutal B\LFOtra I ” Yer might put it 
up in yer front winder— it don’t mnynit yer to nothing, yer know" !— 
it ’ll amuse the kids, if you ’vo any family. 

Clarlmm [m his ear). Will you walk downstairs quietly, or shall 
I have to pitch you ? 

Mr. G. {rotiuHl at last). What, I ’m to cop the push, am I ? An’ 
what^or, eh ? What ’ave I done more than you sw'ells ha’ bin doin’ 
ever since the Elections started? (To Lady N.) You come lickin’ 
into our ’ouscs, without waitin’ to be invited, arskin’ questions and 
soft“Sawderin’, and leavin’ tracks and coloured picters — and we put 
up with it all. But as soon as one of us tries it on, what do 3 tr do ? 
—ring for the Chucker-out 1 Ah, and reason enough, too — yer know 
yer ’ll get beaten on the arg 3 "ment 8 !^ {Mere he is gently hut firmly 
led out hy Ciaukson, and co7ieludes his ohservations on the stairs out- 
side.) Stuck-up, pudden’-’eaded fossils !... battenin’ on the 
People’s brains! . . . your time ’ll come some day! . . . "Wait till 
Q/XJELch ’ ears 0 ’ this ! «fec., &g. 

Lady iV. (alone). Thank goodness ho ’s gone I — but what an ordeal I 
I really 7nust part with CLAiiKSON”. And — whatever the Primrose 
League Council may say— I shall have to tell them I 7nu$i give up 
canvassing. I don’t think I eati do it any more— after this ! 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

“Read ill” said Everyone. “Read what?” asked the Baron. 
“ TAe Wrecherf answered Everyone. “1 will,” quoth the Baron, 
promptly. And— it was done. It took some time to dOj but of this 
more anon. The Baron’s time is fully occupied, nevermind how, but 
fully, take his word for it. A copy of The Jpfecker wus at once 
provided by its publishers, Messrs. Cassell & Co., and the question 

Baron to consider, was not 
“What will I do wdth it?” but 





How, when, and where, will I read it ? Clearly ’twas no ordinary 
book. Everybody was saying so, and what Everybody is saying has 
considerable weight, A book not to be trained through at express 
pace, so that the beauties of the surrounding scenery would be lost, 
but something that when once taken up cannot be put down again, 
like the brass knobs worked by an electric-battery, — something 
giving you fits and starts, and shocks, as do the electric brass-knobs 
aforesaid ; something that, if you begin it at 4 P.M., exhausts you 
by dinner-time, and after dinner, kews you awake till you read the 
last line at 2 a.m,, and then tumble into bed parched, fevered, 
exhausted, but in ecstasies of delight, feeling as if you were the 
hero who had experienced all the dangers, and had come out of 
them trium]^antly. 

Such were the Baron’s anticipations as to the joys in store for him 
on readmg The Wrecker, hy Messrs. Robeet LoxjiSj Steteksok and 
Lloxb OsBotOTB. The Baron hit on a plan, he must isolate himself 
as if he were a telephone-wire. “Good,” q^oth he, “Isolation is 
the smeerest nattexy, — towards authors.” The friend in need, not 
m the sense of being out at elbows, appeared at the right moment, 
as Old the Slave 6f the Lamp to Adaddm. “ Come to my house in 
tim mountains,” said this Genius, heartily; “come to the wold 
wn^e the foxes dw^, not a hundred miles from a cab-stand, yet 
larrar away amid lovely scenery, in beautiful air, to quiet reposeful 
rooms, mth tbe silence of the cloister and the jollity of the Hall 
beards wag alL ip the evening, when the daily task is done.” 

Erlend too^XNALB Svbe, I thank thee/* responded gratefully the 
I jiOTon. I am there I ” And in less tmfe i% tsSces to go the 
I j * distance in a four-horSed coach with a horm blowing and the 
I horses blown, the Bar'on, travelling by special eai^ress, was there, — 


all there! The Authorities on the line made no extra charge for 
taking The Jrreeher as luggage. 

The weather was favourai)le for reading ; an interminable down- 
pour, when one is grateful for anv book, oYeii a J)if tionary of 
Dates, or the remains of a Jhnjles (durt (hade. The Brave Barim 
shut himself into his room, laid in stores of toba(*co and grog, 
decided, in the course of half an hour, on a eomft)rtabIe position, and 
then laid himself out for the ptrusal, not to hay the study, (>1 The 
Wrecker. Introductory Chapter exes Uent,— appetihing. “ Oliver 
asks for more,” murmurs the Baron to himself, settling down to “ the 
Yarn.” (’hapter L Now a strange thing luij'ipcntd. The Btory 
broke off! snddenly — inexidicably. Descnidions, 3 "e 8 , by the hand- 
ful, by the cartload— all excellent, no doubt— and mmdi to be 
I ax)preciatod by a reader with nothing on earth to do tluj wdiole year 
! round; but, about page 53, the Baron bf gan to be uneasy, shiltid bis 
pillows, refilled pipe, took “modest qmm'her,” and then tinned to 
graxqde with The Wrecker. No good. Win rc* the dmice had tlm 
tStory got to? When w"ould the excitement (sane in ? ^ Win n* was 
the sensation? Toiling em, wamt the Baron, stoppina frequently to 
wash he had a dictionary’- whcTeiri he might aseortain the nunining of 
i strange, uncouth words and iihrases, ami to anathematise the 
! Authors 8ex>arately or together. Had OhnouRKi; inti rfi red wdth 
kSilvexsok, or was Stevensox allowing Omiouhxk to have his say, 
reber\ing himself for a grand coup at haif-i>riee ? Would Ohboi rxe 
chuck Srr.VKNsox overboard, or was it to be t’other way off? At 
page 00 the Baron decided he would take a walk round, even if 
it were pouring cats and dogs, and exclaiming. “Air, air. give me 
air !” he rushed forth. It^vasfinc. A brisk walk and a talk lust 
like Ring Chakles “ w^ho walked and talked ’’--with his genial host 
Ri-gi 8yi)E, restored the Baron’s circulation, and made him wondtT 
to himself at the rex>orted great circulation of the book. Biu-k to bin 
room again— into easy chair— p. W)— Happy Thought. This book is 
about shix>s and sea, Tlie Baron will be a Skipper!— and he nkips, 
skiiH, with great relief, until “A sail in sight appears.” — spell 
it “ sale,” and there’s a x>icture of it- He hails it with three 
cheers ! ” 

Now the Storyq at p. 131, la gins in good uirnesf. and, excexii for 
the idle dilletante reader, all the foregoing, from the first (’hax»tt*r, 
might go by the board — that is, as far as the Baron can make out. 
He speaks only for himself. The Chax>ler describing the sale^ by 
auction is first-rate ; no doubt about it. The Baron’s spirits, Just 
now down to zero, rose to over 10(B. (hi wt go; ’Throw over 
OhBouuNE, and come along with Lons JSievexmw of 7)rasure 
Island, Bah I that exciting Chapter 'wmi but a flash in the pent ‘ 
brilliant but brief : and "‘Here w'c are I ” growls the Baron, ‘‘st ruggling 
along among a lot of puzzling lumber in search ot exudhsuf nt 
number two, which does not seem to come until Chapter NXIV., 

E . 383.” Then there is a good blow out-- ot brains, a Bcrimmaging, a 
anging, and a firing, and a scuffling, and a fainting, and one mar- 
vellous effect. Ana then* is heard no more.^ Tni* Baron harks 

back, harks for’ard. No : puzzlement is his xiortion. Who was w!u>, 
when everybody turned out to bo somelxaly cdse ? Where was the 
Money ? or more imwrtant, Where is the Interest F “ Well, that I 
cannot tell,” quoth fie, “ but ’twas a famous queer Bto-r^e /” Per- 
haps the Baron, reading against time, did not do it justice ; or, |)€Thfti>8 
he did. Anyway, meeting a Lady-8tevcnsonian admiriT, th(* Baron 
ventured to communicate to her his great (lisa|}pointment ; wliere- 
upon she timidly whisix'rcd, “ Well, Baron, to tell you the truHi, 1 
quite agree with you. I found it awfully tedious— except the h nsa- 
tions ; but everybody is praising it; so x>lease, <) xdease, do not betray 
my secret ! ” “ Madam, a lady’s secret, even the universally-known 
lAtdy Audlei/s Secret, is inviolable when intrusted to 

Your devoted Servant, Tee Bauojt pk B.-W.” 

BHMMERUMBRELLA. 

I Lox<i for sunshine, such as there must be 
In Egyi:)t, blazing on the native Fellah ; 

n ^ ^ I only see 

I J I I own Umbrella ! 

J; if * ‘ No sun, no moon,” as Hood wrote long ago, 




* ‘ Nosky,” no star— ealled, hy the Romans, 
Simla--- 

Like negative Novemher here below, 

My own Umbrella! 

Think not of “Amaeyixis in the shade ” ! 

Can I play tennis in the rain with Bfixa, 
Holding aloft, while through the fiwd J 
wade, 

Aly own Umbrella F 


I ’m sick of sitting in the Club to scoff ; 

I ’ll take a walk. Hang me I Some English * ‘ fellah ’ 
Has left Ms rotten gamp, and carried off 
My own ITmhreRa ! 


(k>nt!dbatioii», whether MS., :Pxmted Hatter^ Drawings, or Bmtnres ot any ueaeription, mh 
aocompanied by a Dtampad and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper, to this nRe 
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DRURIOLANUS IN (MUSIC) AULIS. 

^The AngxLstaiL Age is to "be re- 
vived at the new Palace Theatre 
of Yarieties, late Cahte’s English 
Opera House, for two of the im- 
I perial name of Augustus are fore- 
j most among the Directors of this 
I new enterprise — which word ‘ ‘enter- 
prise” is preferable to “undertak- 
ing.” Sir Augustus leads, and 
Gteorgius Augustus follows in the 
1 cast as Second Director, — with or 
i without song is not mentioned, 
In comparison with this transfor- 
mation of an Opera House into a 
Theatre of Yarieties, no political 
combination of any sort or kind, no 
change either in the Ministry or in 
our home or foreign policy, is so like- 
ly to cause trouble to The Empire ; 
^.e.,the Empire in Leicester Square. 

We understand that Sir Augus- 
tus Druriolanus, in addition to 
his interest in Covent Garden, 
Drury Lane, the Royal English 
Opera House, and various enter- 
prises in town, country, and 
abroad, is about to turn his atten- 
tion to other matters. On dit that 
he is in treaty for St. Paul’s 
Cathedral, Westminster Abbey, 
and the City Temple, for a series 
of Sunday Oratorios. It is also 
not improbable that he may be- 
come, tor a short time, Lessee of 
Exeter Hall, Buckingham Palace, 
and the Banqueting - hall of 
Hampton Court, for a series of 
Popular Picture- Shows. Ho doubt 
he will bring from Russia a new 
and entire Cosmopolitan Opera 
Company, to give a performance on 




. i- 'A 
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‘AFTER THE OP’RA IS OVER.” 

Sii Augustus Coventgardenenais, the Singing-Bird Showman, hows his 
Acknowledgments. 


the top of the Monument. Should 
there be an overflow, the audience 
turned away will be accommodated 
with seats in^ the Duke of York’s 
^ Column. He is said to be in nego- 
ciationfor novelties for next year's 
I London Season in various parts of 
the globe. It is possible that he 
^ may bring over the entire “ World’s 
Show” from Chicago, to give a 
solitary performance on an eligible 
fe spot recently acquired for this pur- 
- pose in the neighbourhood of Prim- 
rose HiR. It is not unlikely that he 
may re-erect the ancient Pyramids 
at the back of Olympia, if satis- 
factory arrangements can he made 
^ with the Egyptian Government. 
Looking to the future, it is asserted 
that he has undertaken to accept 
;; the stage-direction of the next 
^ European War with those nations 
s bound together in the Treaty of the 
i Triple Alliance. Further — Drurio- 
I LANUS Maximus is considering the 
transport to London of the Horth 
; Pole, laying the Zoological Gardens 
\ under contribution for a service of 
bears to climb it. Sir Drurio- 
LANUS mustn’t overdo it. He holds 
a handful of cards, but he is so good 
pi estidigitateur that he is pretty 
sure to transform them into trumps. 
Likewise Sir Drurio knows how to 
perform on the Trump of Fame, 

' ’ i 

Toast — ^We beg to propose the 
health of the liberal-minded pur- 
chaser of the Althorp Library, who i 
intends to keep the books in a build- 
ing open to all readers, adapting the 
toastmaster’sphraseforthe occasion, 
and giving, *‘ Our Hohle Shelves ! ” 


LAYS OL MODERN HOME. 

Ho. 4.— CHLOE’S APPROPRIATIOH CLAWS. 

All jq who bless the wedded state 
With tributes born of generous blindness, 
Bemourn the fate that well may wait 
Your gifted kindness. 

My Chloe’s ultra-modern mind 
Transforms youx Dresden’s grace and 
Chelsea’s, 

The toys for special use designed, 

To something else’s. 

For Chloe reads each weekly print. 

Where Art’s resource is blent with Scandal’s, 
Where decorative females hint 
Their cure for Yandals. 

Your large, expensive Wedgwood bowls, 

She bids her “ Lor ! ’’-exclaiming waitress 
To cram with large, expensive coals, 

The pretty traitress ! 

On daintiest overmantel’s ledge 
She sets enshrined your prosy platter ; 
Your salt-cellars she stocks with veg- 
etable matter. 

And when the Summer comes (if hail 
F or once not hails the sunny swallows) 

Our fenders hold your statues pale 
Of chipped Apollos. 

With out- of -fashion toilet sets, 

Their sprigs of ringstands, bits of boxes, 
She picturesejues her cabinet’s 
Quaint heterodoxies. 

My blue tobacco-jar she ’ll hoard 
For party-nights, and on the basket 
Whereon my manuscripts are stored 
Will throne — a casket ! 


‘ ‘ Ingenious ” Chloe, sure, opines 
Is Genius’ proper derivation ; 

“ Appropriate” with her defines 
Appropriation. 












Poor Strephon-, fond, bewildered wight I 
He doubts, amazed by changes showy, 
If Chloe’s own he Strephom quite, 

Or Strephok’s, Chloe ! 


BIRDS OF A FEATHER. 

He (Mr. Gladstone) has not as yet even 
secured the spoil, but the Vultures are already 
gathered together.^ » — ifr. Chamberlain at 
mingham.'] 

The Yultures, dear Joe? Hay, it needs no 
apology 

To sav you are out in your new ornithology. 
The Yultures are carrion-birds, he it said; 
And the Man and the Cause you detest are not 
dead ! 

Much as his decease was desired, he ’s alive, 
And the Cause is no carcase. So, Joe, you 
must strive [All fowls 

To get nearer the truth. Shall we help you ? 
Are not Yultures. For instance, dear Joe, 
there are Owls, [croaking, 

(Like Jesse) and Ravens much given to 
(In Ulster they ’re noisy, though some think 
they ’re joking), 

Then Parrots are plentiful everywhere, JoE, * 
(They keep on repeating your chatter, you 
know, ^ ^ j 

As they did in the days when you railed about j 
ransom ; [handsome) ; 

But Parrots are never wise birds, Joe, though 
Then Geese, Jays, and Daws ; yet they ’re 
birds of a feather, 

Amd they, my dear Joseph, are gathered 
together, [foil 

To hiss, squeal and peck at the Party they ’a 
But who ’re like to secure — as you phrase it — 
“the spoil.” 

Yes, these he the birds most en evidence now ; 
And by Jingo, my J oe, they are raising a row. 
Thejr ’re full of cacophonous fuss, and loud 
spite ; ^ [they might. 

And they don’t take their licking as well as 
In fact, they ’re a rather contemptible crew ; 
And — well, of which species, dear Joseph, 
are gou f 
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THE BEWILDERED TOURIST AND THE RIVAL SIRENS. 

(A long way after Tennyson's The Dcseited Hoitsc.'^) 



















W 






OOt^ i* 

S\J^- i 
V JfJS 




yM 




Ktli 


3 















m 


f i* 



,#W P 

mv 
















“ June and July have passed away, 
Like a tide* 

Doors are open, windows wide* 
Why m stuffy London stay $ ” 

Sing the Sirens (slyboots they !) 
With a Tennysonian twang, 

To the Tourist, 

(Kot the poorest 

You may het your bottom dollar, 
Which those Sirens aim to “ collar,’^ 
Demoiselles, excuse the slang !) 


“ All within is dark as ni^ht. 

In Town’s windows is no light, 

And no caller at your door, 

SweE or beggar, chum ox bore ! 
Close the door, the shutters close. 
Or thro’ windows folks will see, 
The nakedness and vacancy. 

Of the dark deserted house I ” 

“ Come away I no more of mirth 
Is here, or merry-making sound. 


The house is shut, and o’er the earth 
Man roves upon the Eeralar Round 
Come away I Life, Love, Trade, 

Thought, 

Here no longer dwell ; 
Shopkeepers censorious 
Sigh, “ Wkat swells would buy, they ’ve 
bought. 

They are off I ISTo more we ’ll sell. 
Would they could have stayed with 
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Come away I ” So Sirens sing— 

Sly, seducions, and skittisli — 

To the Tourist, wealthy, British, 

When Society ’s on the wing, 

Or should be, for “ Foreign Parts.” 
British Bull mistrusts their arts, 

“ Come away ! ” 

(One doth say), 

“ Our Emperor %$ quiet to-day ! ” 

Cries another, 

“ Come, my brother, 

Avalanches down again! ” 

Sings a third, with beckoning fingers, 

“ Come^ come, where the Cholera hn 
gers 

While a fourth— is it her fun ? — 

With the wide blue eyes of Hope 
(As though advertising Soap), 

Shouts, with glee, 

“ Come with me, 

Unto Forroway, o’er the foam. 

Far from home, 

Wait there to see 
Our (invisible) Midnight Sun ! ” 

Bull, the tweed-clad British Tourist, 
Muses— “ Home seems the securest. 

On the whole. Why widely ramble, 

Trai^, and climb, and spend, and gamble, 
Face infection, dulness, danger, 

All the woe that waits “ the Stranger,” 
And the Tourist (rich) environs, 

At the call of foreign Sirens, 

When home charmers, bright-eyed, active. 
Offer “ metal more attractive ? ” 

Four such darlings who ’H discover 
O’er the seas ? Shall I, their lover, 

Still discard them for yon minxes, 
Harpies with the eyes of “ lynxes ” ? 
Albioit dear, and Cambkia mild, 

Caledonia stern and wild. 

As your poet said, but pretty ; 

Hibebnia mavourneen, jetty- 
Hair’d, and azure-eyed, I greet ye ! 
Darlings, I am charmed to meet ye. 

Why go wandering o’er the foam. 

Like a latter-day Ultsses, 

When warm charms and wooing -kisses 
Of such Sirens Four wait me at home ? ” 



UNLUCKY COmPLlMENT. 

Shoeblack [wishing to please liberal and important Customer). “ Shouldn’t like to get a 

Kick eeom You, Sir * ” {Gets one on the spot. 


“ L’HOMME PROPOSE—.” 

[Gentlemen are now coached How to Propose.”] 
They sat it out upon the stairs, 

Those dear old stairs ’ Ah me . how many 
A time they ’ve cost, all unawares, 

A pretty penny ! 

Why they were fools enough to go 
To sit on stairs, and miss the fun, 

Omte bafi9.es me ; but still, you know, 

It has been done. 

The lights were 
low — lights 
often are — 

I deem the fact 
though^ worth 
the noting, 
And strains of 
music from 
afar 

Came softly 
fioating. 

So whilst she pondered what Mamma 
Would think, the band commenced to play 
The epidemical “ Ta-ra- 

ra-hoo7n~de-ay ! ” 

He ^azed into her eyes (of blue). 

Sighed once as if it hurt him badly, 

Then told her how ’twas but too true 
He loved her madly. 

With highly creditable skill 
He turned the weU-wom platitude — 

His own unworthiness — ^untu 

You really could 


A BOLLICKING SHOW. 

In the International Horticultural Exhi- 
bition is, as advertised, ‘Hhe Kiosk of the 
Australian Irrigation Colonies (Chaffky 
Bros.).” What fun the Chaefey Brothers 
must make of everything in the Exhibition ! 
As long as the other exhibitors don’t mind 
the chaff of the Chaffey Brothers, all will 
he harmonious. Ko doubt, round their Kiosk 
there are ciowds all day, in roars of laughter, 
at the cha-ffing perpetually going on. The 
travelling Cheap Jack, were he in the build- 
ing, would have some difiS.culty to hold his 
owu against even one of the Chaffey 
Brothers, hut pitted against an unhmited 
number of Chaffey ^ Brothers, for their 
number is not stated in the advertisement, 
the unfortunate Cheap Jack would not be let 
off cheaply. Apart from Buffalo Bill, 
whose Show with a variety of novelties, is 
still a very big attraction, and the other 
amusements, this exhibit of Chaffey 
Brothers engaged in chaff-cutting, must he 
about one of the most attractive thmgs in 
the Horticultural. By the way, in this 
same advertisement, there is a mysterious 
announcement “Stand 48.” Of course, if 
in addition to their entertainment, they 
“ stand 48 ’’—-though with this vintage we are 
not acquainted ; perhaps it should be ’84 Pom- 
mery, — then the Brothers are simply hors de 
concours, and competition would be hopeless. 


The very Place foe the next Spahhing 
Match.— “Box Hill.” 


Hot hut admire each word, each look. 

His speech was quite unrivalled in its 
Intensity — in fact it took 

At least ten minutes. 

A peroration full of flowers, 

A moisture in his other eye, 

And then a pause — ^it seemed of hours — 
For her reply. 

Her answer came. He thought of it, 

It haunted him for lonp: years after, 

She simply hurst into a fit 

Of ribald laughter. 

And certainly it was absurd, 

She laughed tOl she could laugh no more , 
She ’d heard the same thing, to a word, 
The day before. 

Two tyros in the Art of Love, 

Each Arabella’s ardent suitor, 
Unluckily were pupils of 

'Hie self-same tutor ! 

So, should you fail to understand 
A maiden’s answer, this may show 
Why sometimes Man proposes and 
The Girl says “Kol” 


Skirts and Figures.— M. Jacobi, of the 
Alhambra, has composed a “Skirt-dance,” 
which has recently appeared in the Figaro, 
That the skirts for wmch the Composer has 
written are brand-new, and require no mend- 
ing, is evident from the fact that, from first 
to last, there is no “ Skirt-sew in Italian, 
Sch erzo— movement. 




PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 


[AuaxjsT 6, 1893. 


out ! { The Child sings the first verse of a popular Music-^hall song^ in a 
ON THE SANDS. squeahy little voice.) Talk about nightingales ! Come ^ere, and 

{A Sketch at Margate.) H extinsmshed incapacity. Qn your knees ! 

: . {The little Girl kneels before him while a tin medal is fastened up07z 

Close under the Parade Wall a large circle has been foi'med, comist- her frock.) Rise, Sir Connie Cockle ! Oh, you luckg girl I 


tng chiefly of Women on chairs and camp-stools^ with an inner The Child returns, swelling with triumph, to her companions, 
ring of small children, who are all patiently awaiting ^e arrival several of whom come out, and go through the sarneper- 

of a troupe of Niggers. At the head of ozie of the flights of steps formance, with more or less squeakiness and self-posses- 

leading up to the Parade, a small and shrewish Child-nurse is sion. 

endeavouring to detect and recapture a pair of prodigal younger Adiniring Matron {in audience). I do like to see the children 

Bi'others, who have given her the slip. q^-(- mischief like this, instead goin^ paddling and messing 

&arah {to herself). Wherever can them two plegs have got to ? about the sands I 

ihud; drawing a bow at a venture.) Albert! ^Eneey! Come Second Ad. Mat. Just what I say, my dear— they ’re amused and 


{Aloud; drawing a bow at a venture.) Albeet! ’Eneby! Cod 
up ’ere this minnit. I see yer ! 

^Enery {under the steps— to All)ert'). I say— d’ye think she do ?■ 
’cosit 

Albert. Hot she I Set tight. {They sit tigl 

Sarah {as hefoi'e). 

’EneeyI AlbeetI c;^ 

Tou’ve bin and ’alf 
killed little Oeoegie 
between yer ! 

^Enery [moved, to 

Albert). Bid you ’ear C t ,1'^ 

that, Beet? It wasn’t \hi^irrL. >v«?n/ 

me upset him— was it 

Albert [impenitent). |/^>/ /{dM 1 1 

’Oo cares! The Hig- mm\ i 

gers’Uhehackdireckfy. 'fi mW-'l P 

Sarah. Al « beet ! , |f i Wn/u 

’Eneey! Your father’s /'I 
bin down ’ere once after [ ) 

you. You ’ll ketch it ! | Sa" "€J|| 

Albert {sotto voce). 

Hot till Father ketches / J )| 

us, we shan’t. Keep 
still, ’Eneey — we ’re all 
right under ’ere ! I 

Sarah {more diplo- J \ \ 

matically). ’Eneey I \\ 

Albeet I Father ’s bin & 1 1 v t v'/ 

and left a ’ap’ny apiece \|/ I {\\ 

for yer. Ain’t yer V /M ll I 

cornin’ up for it? If j f I'S 

yer don’t want it, why, _ S ' I Ji 

stay^ whem you are, 

Albert {to ^Enery). 1 

hnoo we ’adn’t done ^ 

nothin’. An’I’mgoin’ 

np to git that ap’ny, I ^ 

^Enery. So ’m I. ' 

{They emerge, and as- — ___ JlU~ Zrtr:f= 

cend the steps — to r- 

he pounced upon j I ^ 

immediately^ by the^ 

no ’apence ^ere, I can 
ten yer— so jest you 
come along ’ome with 

me I n 

{Exeunt Albeet and 

’Eneey, in captivity, as the Niggers enter the circle. 


Eneey! Come Second Ad. Mat. Just what I say, my dear — they’re amused and 
edjucated ’ow to beya ve at the same time I 

hink she dof — First Politician {with the StandaiuV'). Ho, but look here— when 

Gla. 1 )STONE 1 was asked in the House whether he proposed to give the 
{They sit tight. Dublin Parliament the control of the Police, what was his answer ? 

Why .... 

/p The Niggers {striking 

^ ^ “Rum- 

f that'^e couid 

I say ! And the Members 

/ and the Speaker joined 

YW . ^ together m the lay. Of 

f{\m\ IfF Vy h ^ i “ lIum-t^mty-diddiy- 

- mlln I r ^ I umty doodah- dey ! ” 

i\lm vi \ Second PoL {with the 

Well and 

mIUi I W W /- V ' would you 

^ i ^ * proRjssional might 

^ . “* learn a lesson from Alf 

— whether Mr. Perkins 

" believes it or not. 

{Cuttingly, to “ ChOE- 
LEY.” 

» Come to these lege ! ” Chorhy. Now reelly, 

Miss Loo, don’t come 

circle. | down on a feller like that. I want to see Mm do you credit, that ’s 


‘‘ Come to these legs ! 


[ down on a feller like that. 


Bones, We shall^ commence this afternoon by ’olding our Grand all, and he couldn’t ’ave a better opportunity to distingui&h Mmself 
Annual Weekly Singing Competition, for the Discouragement of — now co«/c? he ? 

Youthful Talent. How then, which is the little gal to step out first Miss Serge. Ihn not preventing him. But I don’t know — these 
and git a medal? {The Children giggle, but remain seated.) Not niggers keep themselves very select, and they might object to it. 
one ? Now I arsk you — ^What is the nse o’ me cornin’ ’ere, thxowin’ Alf. I’ll soon square them. You keep your eye on me, and I ’E 
away thousands and thousands of pounds on golden medals, if vou make things a bit livelier ! {JFIe enters the Circle. 


away thousands and thousands of pounds on 
won’t take the trouble to stand np andj sing 
make me so wEd, I shaE begin spittin’ ’M 


for them ? Oh, you ’E 
[-sovereigns dEectly — I 


Miss Serge {admiringly). He has got a cheek, I must say I Look 
at him, dancing there along with those two Niggers— they don’t 


know IshaE! {A little Girl in a sun-bonnet comes forward.) Ah, hardly know what to make ot him yet ! 
’ere’s a young lady who’s bustin’ with melody, I can see. Your Chorley. Do you notice how they kee 


'ere's a young ladywbo^s bustin’ with melody, I can see. Your Chorley. Do you notice how they keep kicking Mm heyind on the 
name, my dear r Ladies and Gentlemen, I have the pleasure to sly like ? I wonder he puts up with it I 


announce that Miss Connie Cockle will now appear. Don’t curtsey Miss S. He ’E he e^ 
tiU the Orchestra gives the chord. [Chord from the harmonium — [AXF attempts to \ 
the Child advances, and curtsies with much wploynh.) Oh, lor! call derision from 

that a curtsey— that ’s a cramp, that is ! Do it aE over again ! takes the tam\ 

[The Child obeys, disconcertea.) That’s worse I I can see the Chorley. It’s a pit] 
skimps blushin’ for yer inside their paper hags ! Now see Me do it. keep in step with the 
(Bones executes a caricature of a curtsey, which the little Girl copies Miss S. {secretly du 
with terrible fidelity .) That’s ladylike — ^that’s genteel. How sing shuffle on sand, that ’ 


Miss S. He ’E he even with them presently— you see if he isn’t. I 
[Axf attempts to twirl a tambourine on Ms finger, and Lets it fall ; i 
derision from audience ; Bones pais him on the head, and 
takes the tambourine away— at which Alf only smiles feebly . 
Chorley. It ’s a pity he gets so ’ot dancing, and he don’t seem to 
keep in step with the^ others. 

Miss 3. {secretly disappointed). He isn’t nsed to doing the donble- 
shuffle on sand, that ’s aE. 
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The Conductor. Bones, I observe we have a recent addition to our 
Company. Perhaps he^ll favour us with a solo. {Aside to Bones.) 
’Oo IS he ? ’Oo let him in ’ere — you f 

Bones. I dunno. I thought ymi did. Ain’t he stood nothing ? 

Conductor. Not a brass farden I 

Bones {outraged). All right, you leave him to me. [To Ale.) Ein 
it be ? That necktie ! them familiar coat-buttons t that paper- 
dickv! You are— you are my long-lost Convick Son, ’ome from 
Portland I Come to these legs ! [He embraces AlF, and smothers 
Mm with hisses.) Oh, you’ve been and rubbed off some of your 
cheek on my complexion— you dirty boy ! {He 'playfully “ lashes ” 
Ale’s hat in.) Now show the comp’ny how pretty you can sing. 
(Ale attempts a Music-hall ditty., in which he., not unnaturally, 
breaks down.) It ain’t my son’s fault, Ladies and Gentlemen, it ’sail 
this little gal in front here, lookin’ at him and makin’ him shy I ( Yo 
a small Child, severely.) You oughter know worse, you ougnt! 
( Clurnps of sea-weed and paper-halls are thrown at Ale, who hy this 
time is looking deplorably warm and foolish.) Oh, what a popilar 
fav’rite he is to be sure I 

Charley Miss S.). Poor fellow, he ain’t no match 'for those 
Niggers— not like he is now I Hadn’t I better go to the rescue, Miss 
Loo ? 

Miss S. (pettishly). I ’m sure I don’t care what you do. 

[“Chorlet” succeeds, after some persuasion, in removing the 
unfortunate Ale. 

A If. {rejoining his fiancee with a grimy face, a smashed hat, and a 
pathetic attempt at a grin). Well ? I done it, you see I 

Miss S. (ci'ushingly). Yes, you have done it ! And the best thing 
you can do now, is to go home and wash yonr face. I don’t care to 
he seen about with a laughing-stock, I can assure you ! I ’ve had my 
dignity lowered quite enough as it is I 

Alf. But look ’ere, my dear girl, I can’t leave you' here all hy 
yourself, you know ! 

Miss 8. I daresay Mr. Peekins will take care of me. 

[Mr. P. assents, with effusion. 

Alf. {watching them move away— with bitterness). I wish all 
Niggers were put down by Act ot Parliament, I do 1 Downright 
noosances— that ’s what they are I 




COURT ON!^^ 

The “Triple Bill” still going strong at the Court. The iVetf? 
Sub, a smartly-written little One- Act Play, by Seymotte Hicks, 
notable for good performance all round, but especially for the 
rendering of Mrs. Darlington, hy Miss Geeteude Kinostoh, of 
Major Bnsor, by Beandon Thomas, and of Second- LieuUnant I 

by Mr. Ernest * 

Beetkam — uncommonly 
Earnest Berteam. The 
Scene is in a Hut at 
Shorncliffe. Hutcsetera. If 
Lieutenant Crookendon^s 
catch - phrase about “ a 
funny world ” were re- 
: peated just about five times 
: less frequently than it is, 

^ the piece, the part, and 
■ the public would be dis- 
tinctly gainers* 

At QIO, appears Faith- 
ful James, represented by 
Mr. Weed ON Grossmith. 
It is a finished and quietly 
droll performance. The 
author, Mr. B. C. Ste- 
EHENSON (“B.C.” makes 
Stephensonius, B.C. {date meerictin), qui him quite a classic— date 
Jaeobum Pidelem scripsit. uncertain, so his plot may 

(Prom an old Bronze Medal.) have been done in colla- 


W/1 




OUR BOOKING-OFHCE. 

Ulysses has been travelling again, and the record of his journey- 
ings is set forth in The Modern Odyssey, which Cassell & Co. 
publish in one volume, with some charming illustrations in callotype. 

My Baronite notes a quaint dis- 
position on the part ot the old 
J gentleman to begin at the very 

beginning. Thus, when he lands 
ill. York, he furnishes a brief 

' ''V account of Columbus, and how he 

came to discover America. The 
early history of Australia, and eke 
of China, are dealt with in the 
V same instructive manner. This is 

\ Ulysses, who 

\ comes fresh on the scene, and 

//iv® l^ii, loarns for the first time all about 

Genoese, about Captain Cook, 
M little more than a 

‘wSf/W^II oenturv ago eleven ships sailed 

IlMtl 'll England,” anchored in the 

Bay where now Sydney stands, 
m — strange to say! — did not 

M ^ populous city, hut only 

V '/l/ Fn ^ J fields and a river running 

uato the sea. Four nous autres, 
somewhat withered the 
JlS lu bloom of this story, and it might 

JM l®ft peacefully slum- 

hering in the Encyolopsedias. But 
skipped, and, for the 
T.., rest, there will be found a swift 

Llysses on Tour. succession of pictures of life and 

scenery in the Greater Britain that girdles the world. Ulysses 
must nave been much struck with the change since he first went a 
gipsying. But of that he discreetly says nothing. 

Baron he Book-Worms & Co. 


Stephensonius, B.C. (date mceriain), qui him quite a classic— date 
Jaeobum Pidelem scripsit. uncertain, so his plot may 

(Prom an old Bronze Medal.) have been done in colla- 

boration with Plautus or Terence) has reproduced from the French 
a neatly- constructed One- Act piece, in which are all the possibilities 
of a Three- Act Criterion or Palais Royal Farcical Comedy. So rapid 
is the action, all over in about forty-five minutes, and so much to the 
point of the plot is the dialogue, that an inattentive auditor would 
soon lose the thread of the argument, never to pick it up again any- 
where. Miss Ellaline Terris is just that very Mrs. Duncan. 
Brandon Thomas is a breezy, brusque, and Admirable Admiral; 
and Mr. Draycott an i 

hearty husband, verv A m 

much in love with p. 

his pretty little M /./.n 

wife. Mr. Litti^e J \i| / 

makes much, per- \\ / 

haps almost a Little W 

too much, of his 
small but essentially 
important part, — they 

are all important parts , ^ 

— and of Miss SyniL 

Grey can he said 11 

Notes savons Gre d j if 

Mile. SyhilB Mr. | 

Sidney Warden’s 
Character Sketch of 
the young and rather 
raw German Waiter, 

IS ^ excellent ; the m m 

Waiter being raw, 

I IS not overdone. Not ^ \\ J a \ 

a dull second in the If 

farce. Will our B.C. 

Author give us some 

from Plautus, Ter- ^ 

ENCE (some good old W 

Irish plots of course, ^ ^ „ 

in the writings of this Faithful James, as origmally seen on the waPs of 
author), and a, few Wmekester College, 

other ancients with whom he was, it is most probable, personally 
and intimately acquainted. To think that the Wandering Jew, who 
can only sign himself “ A.D.,” is “ not in it ” in point of time with 
our Stephenson “ B.C.” ! 

After this comes the Pantomime Pehearsal, which everybody 
should see, and which nearly everybody must have seen by this 
time. Success to the TrMe BiU, which, in the political world, 

! might mean Sir William Harcourt and William Gladstone, the 
latter William “ counting two on a division.” 


■ seen on the waPs of 


Exact. — “He is something in the Church,” said Mrs. R., trying 
We’ve got Our Lynx Eye on Him! — In the Times' legal to describe the social position of a clerical friend of hers. “I forget 
reports for Tuesday, July 26, 1S92, Uueen’s Bench Division, Colonel what it is, but it ’s a something like ‘ Dromedary ; ’ only, you needn’t 
FpizGeorge sued ^a Mr. Rolls Calvert Link. Mr. Cannot de- smile, of course I know it couldn’t be that, as a Dromedary has two 
fended Link, But Cannot Could Not do much for his client Link, humps on his hack. Or, st<m ! ” she exclaimed, suddenly, “ am I 
who did not appear. Evidently, “The Missing Link,” confusing him with a Minor Camel ? ” 


I confusing him with a Minor Camel ? ” 
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WOT CHER! 

Ob, Knocked ’Em in the ‘West-min-is-teb 
Road. 

( TVith Mr, Punches respectf ul apologies to the 
Great Coster Laureate^ Mr, Albert Chevalier.) 

Coster Bill sings : — 

Last week down onr way there* come a chap, 
Sort o' “ Sausage." Lots o’ go and snap. 
Twigs Missus, and takes orf ’is cap, 

In a ((Jerman) gentlemanly way. 

“ Ma’am," says ’e, “I ’ve ’appy news to tell. 
Son, of ’Atfield (rich old Tory Swell), 

Snuffed it recent, to ’is sort a sell, 

LeaTing yon this Kttle Donkey Shay." 
Chorus* 

“Wot cher I ’’ aU the neighbours cried, 

‘ ‘ Who ’re yer goin’ to meet, Bni ? 

’Aye yer bought the street, Bill ? ’’ 
Laugh ! I I thought I should ’ave died. 
Knock’d ’em in the West-min-is-ter Road ! 

Some says nasty things about the moke, 

“ Won’t pt fur afore Hs back is broke I ’’ 
That’s all enyy, cos we ’re kerridge folk, 

Like theTory Toffs wot ’ave to go ! 
Straight I it woke the Tories up a bit. 
Thought Brum Joe would go and ’ave a fit, 
When my Missus, who ’as Irish wit, 

Sez “ I ’ate Brum Brooms * becos they ’re 
low ! ’’ 

Chorus, 

“Wot cher ! ’’ all the neighbours cried. 

“ Who ’re yer goin’ to meet, Bill ? 

’Ave yer bought the street, Bill ? 

* The Hiberuiau lady doubtless means 
“Broughams.’^ 


Missus, she the Shamrock waved with pride. 
Knock’d ’em in the West-min-is-ter Roadl 

Some sez worry soon the moke ’ll stop ; 

Kot hup to our weight, but bound ter drop. 

No use whackin’ ’im with pole or prop, 

’Cos the warmint wasn’t made to go. 

Well, it ain’t hexact a four-in-’and ; 

But me and the Missus hunderstand, 

If we drive together we shall “ land," 

Wich to Tory toffs ’U be a blow. 

Chorus* 

“Wot cher ! ’’ all the neighbours cried. 

Who ’re yer goin’ to meet, Bill ? 

’Ave yer bought the street. Bill ? 

Win ? You bet ! with Biddt by my side. 
Knock’d in the West-min-is-ter Road I 

Wait till arter Angust four or five ! 

Me and Misssus, we will take a drive. 

Toffs say, “ WonderM they ’re still alive ! 

You snail see that little Donkey go I 
I ’n soon show ’em wot we mean to do ; 

Just wot my old Missus wants me to ; 

And in spite of all that rowdy crew, 

’Offerin’ “Woa! Steady 1 Neddy, WGa!" 

Chorus, 

“Wot cher \ ’’ all the neighbours cried. 

“ Who ’re yer goin’ to meet. Bill ? 

’Ave yer bought the street, Bill ? " 
Laugh? We’ll make ’em laugh ou ’tother 
side, 

And knock ’em in the West-min-is-ter Road I 

Yoluntteeb YimcrsM. — Definition of 
‘Marksmen’’— Writers on the Financial 
News, 


ALONE IN LONDON! 

I FOUND her crouching in the lonely street; 
Scarce six years’ old she was: Her little 
feet 

Were worn with endless pacing, up and 
down, 

And rouna and round the cruel thoughtless 
town. 

Her limbs were shrunk, and in her large 
round eyes 

The light of coming madness seemed to rise. 
No word she spoke, but sat, a prey to scorn, 
Eorsaken, friendless, feeble and forlorn. 

And, as I pondered on her sorry tale. 

One weird, unearthly, melancholy wail, 
Broke from her lips : — a cry of agony. 

Of hopeless, mad, despairing misery : 

Then grim starvation on her little head 
Laid his cold fingers, and she fell back dead! 

I raised her tenderly with pitying arms, 
And in a garden, far from Life’s alarms, 

I buried her, and left her all alone, 

And wrote this epitaph upon the stone : — 

“ Peace to her ashes, but not peace to those, 
Her erewhile friends, the cause of all her 
woes, 

Who fondled and caressed her for a space, 
Who loved to stroke her soft, confiding face. 
Who gave her food and shelter from her 
biHh, 

Who joined in all her harmless youthful 
mirth; 

But, when they went for holidays to roam, 
Shut-to the door of what had been her home, 
And thoughtless left to die upon the mat, 

I Their faithful but forgotten Tabby-cat." 
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A SATISFACTORY PATIENT. 

Family Doctor. “Well, mt little Man, and how aee you this Morning 
Young HopefaL “Oh, Nubsey says I 'm ever so muoe: Normaller to-day!'' 


Jfffed y0k, Wimni Sljertak. 

Bobn, 1811 . Died, July 27 , 1892 . 

Geeat figMer of lost causes, gone at last ! 

A meteoric course, "by shade overcast 

Long ere its close, was thine. A star that slips 

At brightest into shadow of eclipse, 

Leaves watchers waiting for its darning forth 
In a renewed refulgence. Wit and worth, 

Satire and sense, courage and judgment keen, 

Were thine. What daw of weakness or of spleen, 

What lack of patience or persistence, doomed 
Thee to too early darkness ? Seldom bloomed 
So sudden- swift a dower of fame as thine, ^ 

When Beight and Gladstone led the serried line 
Of^resolute reformers to the attack, 

And dauntless Dizzy strove to bear them back. 

Then rose “White-headed Bob,” and foined and smote, 
Setting his slashing steel against the throat 
Of his old friends, and wrung from them applause. 

The champion was valiant, though the cause 
Was doomed to failure, and betrayal. Yes I 
The subtle Chief thus aided in the press 
By an ally so stalwart, turned and rent 
The dag he fought for, and the valour spent 
In its defence by thee, was wasted all. 

Yet ’twas a sight when, back against the wall. 
White-headed Bob woiild wield that dashing blade, 

That Bright scarce parried, and that Gladstone stayed 
Only with utmost effort. 

Yes, ’twill live 

In record, that fierce fight, and radiance give 
Through Time’s dense mist, when lesser stars grow dim, 
And though the untimely ermine silenced him, 

The clear and caustic critic, though no more, 

That rhetoric, like the Greek’s, now “ fulmined o’er” 
Democracy’s low fiats, but silent sank 
In those dull precincts dedicate to Rank ; 

Still its remembered echoes shall resound, 

For he with honour, if not love, was crowned, 

Whom those he served, and “ slated,” like to know, 

Less as Lord Sheebeoohe than as “Bobby Lowe.” 


LADY GAT^S SELECTIONS. 

Dear Me, Punch. “ The Yacht Jersey, 

You will see par man adresse that I am encore une fois on 
my travels ! At present, in fact, the Channel Islands “ claim me for 
their own,” Lord Marmion says in Bulwee Lytton. Fardonnez- 
moiy if I occasionally lapse into French, for vraiment il y a such a 
mixture of tongues that we might almost rename them the Babel 
Islands — even my noted Parisian accent is scarcely understood. 
Cest Honnant! and were it not for Euxalie, I shoxdd quelquefois 
he in a fix: agagant. 

I told you in my last letter that I should he unable to brighten 
Goodwood with the sunshine of my smile. But what is Goodwood 
compared to racing at Jersey f Indeed, it was unfortunate for Good- 
wood that the meetings clashed, and it should he avoided in future. 

It has been blowing hard for some few days, and we had rather a 
rough passage, and though the yacht was not a wreck, I was I am 
afraid, in spite of the compliment paid me by Mr. Spoopendyke K. 
Sidney, the well-known American Four Millionnaire, who said he 
thought me “ a real smart sailor I ” — and he was very near the 
truth, too, for the saltwater got in my eyes and they did smart ; hut 
I resolutely declined to go “ below,” and hung on to ‘‘ the shrouds,” 
I tbink they called them — a most unpleasantly suggestive[name, when 
you are dreading a watery grave every moment. However, we got 
to our “moorings ” at last (as Othello would call them), and having 
chartered the inevitable “ sharry-bang” started for the course. 

By the way, en passant (I have not dropped into French for a long 
time), what a strange thing it is, that the moment you land at one of 
these islands you are immediately advised to proceed to another. 

I was told at Guernsey that I must on no account miss seeing 
“ Sark,” so I didn’t— but was careful to observe it from a distance — 
for really, in these days of eruptions one doesn’t know what might 
happen on such a volcanic-looking island ’ — and besides, I always carry 
a pocket “ ^tna ” in my dressing-bag, so that I can have a flare-up 
whenever I like. But let me see, where was I ? Oh, yes I sharry- 
hanging out to the races at Jersey. Well, really eow, judging from 
some of the lovely toilettes worn by the Jersey “ Daughters of Eve ” 
(an old-established journalistic expression,^ and to my mind, most 
idiotic and insulting — we are not all tempting !) — they are in front 
of a good many of their Main-land sisters I — and the Hospitality' — 


(always a capital H, I believe) — shown by the Ist South Lancashire 
Regiment is not to be beaten anywhere ! The Lawn was well 
patronised, and the enthusiasm was tremendous — seven events — all 
over two miles, and two over hurdles, where one came down I What 
more could you want— together with a glorious day, “and all the 
fun for the Fair ! ” 

The great event of the day was “Her Majesty’s Cup,” for three 
years’ old and upwards — [one went downwards) — and it was won, for 
the — th time in succession by Jersey Lily (I won’t tell the exact 
number of times, as it is rude to hint at a lady’s age) — amid a scene 
of excitement almost as big as the Eclipse at Sandown ! — she was 
“followed home” — (racing expression— patented) — hj Lady West- 
hill and Lady Steephill — so you see we were quite among the 
haut-ton — though some of us had never heard of these aristocratic 
thorough-breds before ! 

And so the Jersey Goodwood is once more over I — and we have again 
from the springy turf of the Solent— (a most insecure looting) — caught 
it! the dush. of the sunbght the gleaming white sails of the vessels on 
the Goodwood Downs ! — (this may sound a little wrong— hut I prefer 
it to using a more stereotyped and matter-of-fact description).- 

As to the racing of next week — I have not the faintest idea where 
it is, what it is, or why it is ! — ^but such trides do not disturb me, 
and I will proceed to my usual prophetic utterance on the event of 
the week I Yours devotedly, Lady Gay. 

The Bane: Holiday Stares Selection. 

In the sweet month of August no longer I choose, 

By the river or seaside to tarry ! 

Preferring, in depths of the country to lose 
All chance of encounter with “ ’Aeet ! ” 


“MinikeI” — The other day the Speaker admitted that he 
couldn’t remember the Latin for “Yes.” What a lot of time, 
trouble, and money our own countrymen would be spared could they 
only occasionally forget that there is such a word as “Yes” in 
English I How many marriages, which have ended in misery, would 
never have come od hut for this mischievous monosyllable I But 
to continue this is to be Hamletising, and to consider too curiously. 
For the Speaker to own it, stamps him as the genuine article, a 
Candid Peel, 
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TROP DE Z^LE. 

Qleriml Customer. “I want to but a nice Diamond Brooch for mt Better Half. * 
Over aTvxious Shojpkeeper. “ Certainly, Sir, We have just the vert Thing. We can 
ACCOMMODATE YOU ALSO FOR YOUR OTHER HALF, IF YOU WISH.*’ {They d%d, not trade. 


THE WAIL OF A PESSIMIST POET. 

0 LIFT me out of tMs weary world, 

And put me on a tree, 

For life is aH nouglits 
And crosses, or thoughts 
That are busy for brawl and spree ^ 

For where is the man would strike the lyre, 
Or spurn with his foot the thief. 

Or melt all day. 

In a Midsummer way, 

At the sight of repentant grief ? 

Ho I Lift me up to a leaf y]^bough, 

Where my feet may play in the breeze, 

If my hot head there 
StiU singe my hair, 

My heels may he ready to freeze ^ 


MINOR MISERIES. 

No. IL— The Winged Hat. 

My hat, myjhat — awav it jdew — [strong — 

The Strand was damp, the wind blew 
My tall silk hat, so bright and new ; 

Ye Bishops, tell me was it wrong 
That, in that moment’s agony, 

My language, like my hat, flew free ? 

Away in swift pursuit I dashed, 

The hat went scudding fast before ; 

By Busmen mocked, by Hansoms splashed. 
The more I ran, it flew the more. 

While hoys screeched forth, in chorus vile, 

“ 1 ’ll lay the toff don’t catch ’is tile.” 

On, on — at last it seemed to tire 
Of pavements and pursuing feet. 


It soared, then settled m the mure, 

Full m the middle oi the street, 

A mud-stained, shattered relic—not 
The bright new hat I bought from Scott, 

Now was my time *, I rushed— but no— 
Fate ever mocks an ardent man , 

Even as I rushed, unwieldy, slow. 

Bore down a i>onderous Pickford-Van, 
And under two broad wheels crushed flat 
My loved hut suicidal hat. 

Have hats got soulsj and can they hate ? 

Are street-boys higher than the brute f 
Avails it to discuss of fate, 

Free-will, f 01 e-knowledge absolute ? 

Nay, why of all created things 

'should new silk hats he made with wings ^ 

I know not. Wherefore, oh ye powers, 
Speed me to some deserted land, 

Where blow no winds and fall no showtis, 
Far from the street-boys and the Strand. 
There all unfriended let me dwell, 
k hatless hermit m a ceU. 


nm CYCLE-RIDING DUSTMAN, 

A VERY New Song lo a very Old Tunf. 
Air — “ T/te LiUranj 

[** A resolution on the Agenda of the Orcoawuh 
Board of Woika runs as follows —‘That, in oidtr 
to enable the foreman of the dustmen m the Parish 
of &t. Paul, Deptford, to get about that parish 
with moie expedition, and so superintend the 
work of the men under hia control to greatei ad- 
N antage than is now possible, a tricycle he obtained 
tor his use, at a cost not exceeding Jb21 hiV ” 
Da%ly Ch 07ixUe.'\ 

Bumble will ope his eyes, egad, 

In butter consternation. 

He ’d think as soon of a park-prad 
For co\ies m my station. 

Our Board o’ Works knows wot is wot, 
And has a feller-feeling. 

About the parish must I trot ? 

No, hang it I I ’B go Wheeling 1 

Cho7 us. 

Out o’ the road I The highway clear I 
Osmond ’s the Cyclist’s fust man , 

And I, by co-m-side-ance clear, 

Am the fust Cycling Dustman ! 

The happy foreman Dustman I 
The Cycle- Tiding Dustman! 

Yes. by a co-m-side-ance queer, 

I ’m the fust Cycling Dustman I 

Old fogies to the papers write, 

Grnmblmg about their dust, Bits. 

They says we ’re scarce and imperlite, 
Unless we ’re well tipped fust, Bits, 
When I wheels round on my maclune, 

Like Eimmeeman on hisn, 

If we don’t keep their dnsthms clean, 

YTy, pop me into prison ! 

Ckorim 

Their refnse-pails we ’ll promptly clear, 
When on the wheels I ’m fust man , 

And even sour old maids shall cheer 
The Cycle-riding Dustman! Ac. 

Cycles for Dust-hos ! Arter that, 

It ’s Hosborne to my hattic 
That Dusty Bob of the flap ’at 
Will turn haristocratic. 

Bumble, old buck, I cannot tell 
’Ow bloomin’ proud I feel, man 
Old Shanks’s mare I once knew well, 

But now I ’m turned swell Wheelman. 

Chorus. 

Good Greenwich Board o* Works I Hurroo ! 

Elated ? Ain’t I just* man I 
Show the Big D 1 ’Twill bring to you 
The Cycle-ridmg Dustman! &e. 



SOME UPS AND DOWNS OF THE GENERAL ELECTION. 







“BUMBLE BAKNABDO; 

THE BUZZY B.” 

“ I feel almost compelled to con- 
cur in the widely -known dictum of 
the redoubtable Mr. Bumble.” — 
Extract from Letter ofEr. Earnardo 
to the “ Timesd* 


JUST LIKE JUSTICE. 

(Notes 071 the Next Case.) 

Commenceryient of the Case.-^l 
am an enthusiast, and I am jotting- 
down on this sheet of paper the 
story of my last exploit. A few 
days since I saw a dear little feUow 
in long clothes deserted hy its 
mother, and took quite an interest 
in it. The next I hear of the 
sweet little hoy is that he had been 
caught up hy Dr. Marcelltjs and 
carried to his Home ! Shall I per- 
mit this ? Ho, from the -vie w I had 
of the mother before she deserted 
the little lad (who, by the way, was 
called Pitt ‘Wellutotoit, after 
two statesmen recently deceased), I 
imagine she must have been a Re- 
formed llevivalist of the Hew Con- 
nexion. Pitt Wellington shall be 
brought up as a Reformed JEtevivalist 
of the Hew Connexion. (Signed} 
Maet Heiyisides, Spinster and 
Landowner. 

Written Seven Years later. — I have found this document amongst 
the late Miss Heavisides’ papers. It is common knowledge that ^e 
took proceedings against Br. MAHOELLirs to produce Pitt Wellington. 
At the time of her death she had not succeeded. However, there is 
a fair sum mentioned in her will to carry her point. I drew the 
document myself at her dictation, and made it safe for the pro- 
fession. There ought to he some nice pickings before “ it is all over 
but the shouting,” as my ancient client, the late Lord Bashovek, 
used to observe. {Signed) Eichaed Roe, Solicitor to the late Miss 
Mabt Heavisides. 

Added Four Years after —Yhie case of Pitt Wellington and 
Br. Mabcellds is a troublesome matter ; however, as trustee under the 
will I snp;mse I have no option, at least that is the opinion of Mr. 
Richaed Roe. We are seeking to get Br. Mabcellds before the 
Court. After delays from various reasons the matter is now practically 
settled. Is Pitt Wellington to be brought up as a Reformed 
Revivalist of the Hew Connexion, or is he not r Well, we shall 
know soon. {Signed) James Bbown, Trustee and Executor under 
the of iHw Maby Heavisides. 

Added Five Years'^ later. — A great joke. Just found this paper in 
poor old Uncle Jim’s strong box. How that case about Pitt 
Wellington did worry him ! Five years ago, and still at the first 
stage ! Hothing much could be done as Br. Maboellds had taken 
Pitt Wellington out of the country. {Signed) Tom Boy, JNephew 
to the late James Bbown. 

Added Two Years* later. — This paper commenced seriously and 
treated with levity hy the last writer has fallen into our hands. As 
we find the note of one of our partners we add to it. The case of Brown 
V. Marcellus is still before the Court. The second Judge had to have 
the whole matter explained to him anew. It is a pity that there is 
not a law forcing occupants of the Bench to hear their own cases 
before they are allowed to retire. But that is beside the q.uestion. 
As to Brown v. Marcellus, we got the defendant before the Court and 
Mr. Justice Robinson has issued a writ of habeas corpus. We shall 
now have Pitt Wellington before us to see if he should be made a 
Reformed Revivalist of the Hew Connexion or not. By the way, as 
these proceedings were commenced some years ago, he must he be- 
coming a fine boy by now ! {Signed) John Boe, Junior Partner of 
the firm o/Roe, Sons, Boe, Tompkins and Boe. 

Written after Another Year. — Strange to find this paper full of 
notes. Well I may as well continue them, and put them back in the 
bundle from which I have taken them out. The bundle will tell its 
own story. It is full of summonses, copies of affidavits, draft instruc- 
tions, and I know not what. It came out of the box marked Brown 
V. Marcellus.^ That ’s been a nice case. Fifteen years of it, and we 
are still waiting onr turn in the list of the Court of Appeal. Hot 
that we haven’t been there before. Oh yes ; we argued whether we 
had any right to take the matter before them. Strong Bar. Two Law 
Officers of the Crown on one side, and the Ex- Attorney and the Ex- 
solicitor on the other. By the way, how the infant must be getting 
on ! He must have taken to moustaches and a beard by this time ! 
{Signed) Bobby Binks, Clerk to Messrs. Roe, Sons, Boe, Tompkins, 
Boe. Sons and Mabyel. 

Written a Year later.— This is really a most interesting find. So 
the cause of Brown v. Marcellus was commenced many many years 
ago I I know it had the reputation of being pretty ancient, but had 
no idea it was so old. Fancy, that I should write on the same page 
tinder the signature of my grandfather? Well, old Br. Mabcellds 
stood to his guns, and declared that we had no right to move in the 
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Quite a I’lciwant Time. 


matter at all. We were onl’^ 
our matter. Then we 
right into the House of ^ 
ever, Bbown’ s heir ^ oi ^ 

in Chancery. Ju^ vio si, ' 

tieth year. Th it*. i* .'m .a, SI uim 

{Signed) of 

Boe and 

Wri^ offiT mwthfifn Pef^iud. j * ’» 
ranc’ n, us ’ s t of v liat ha^ I < fi ' 

done (hit mei.n hn'/ 

wisely ^ulioo a by payit'.g th . 

term-fet A-^ out Ba' h* Jf i 

heir has W i sou u yuo ny xiui iy» 

very large pnu luo, 1 am m t ; * iliu- 

we are regm ^ d o *]i ao To.;' it 

course, the son -if or* I ^ .pcvi a Lint’s 
heir, is to be brieL’ \ V , I dp re t ly we 
shall be able to do ..omdlung. Have per- 
haps quite a pleasant tlaif of it.^ At any 
rate, we have made a move hy taking out a 
summons before the Chief Clerk. {Signed) 

James Tompkins, Surviving Partner of 
Messrs. Roe & Go. 

Written Three Years after the last Entry. 

— I am very glad I insisted upon looking through the papers when 
I accepted the brief in Brown v. Marcellus. This paper is fairly 
accurate, save that it describes me as '‘a Barrister not in very large 
practice.” That is a misstatement. I have been called only ten 
years, and yet last term I made enough to pay for my share of our 
Chambers and half the salary of our Clerk in common. Hot in 
large practice, indeed! But to return to Brown v. MarccUm. We 
have done splendidly. We have been before the Courts, and taken 
it again up to the Lords. The contention I have held for the last 
three years is at last said to be correct. We have a right to the 
body of Pitt Wellington, and when we have brought that body 
before the Court, the Court will order it to he educated as a Reformed 
Revivalist of the Hew Connexion* I consider the establishment of 
this point a great forensic victory. {Signed) Arthue Briefless, 
Barrisier-at Law. 

Written Six Years later. — After five years’ diligent search, we 
have discovered the whereabouts of Mr. Pipt Wellington, accord- 
ing to the instructions furnished us by 
Messrs. Roe, Hephews, Tom,pkin$ and 
Backgammon. We regret, however, to 
say that it will he impossible to carry 
^ out the instructions or the Court to 
produce him, that he might be brought 
up as a Reformed Revivalist of the Hew 
rj Ny Connexion (a sect, we fancy, that disap- 
“ m peared some twenty years ago), as the 
alleged infant, the object of onr search, 
died at the advanced age of ninety-two 
\ during the past summer. We add this 
Tmcm. to this paper, as the document 
'( seems to ^have reference to the matter 
we have in hand, and which now must 
ever he an incomplete suit. {Signed} 
Hand and Glove* Private Inquiry 
Agents. 

Final Endorsement. — ^Messrs. Dxggb 
AND Delve having had the honour to 
he commanded to make the necessary arrangements for the obsequies 
of the late Mr. Pitt Wellington, beg to say (on this memorandum) 
that they have not been fortunate enough to carry out the transac- 
tion to their entire satisfaction. Messrs. B. and B. were able to 
ascertain tbe funeral rites of the Reformed Revivalists of the New 
Connexion (very poor and inexpensive rites), hut have found out that 
the late Mr. Pitt Wellington himself placed a difficulty in their 
path. Messrs. B. and B* have ascertained with regret that the late 
Mr. Pitt Wellington has been cremated, having died a Buddhist* 



An Incomplete Suit. 


ABYICE GRATIS. — Stabting in Trade. (To Frugality*”) 
—You say that you have opened a “ general shop ” for the sale, 
among other things, of milk, paraffin oil, tobacco, sweetmeats, and 
fried fish, and you ask whether it will he necessary to take out any 

kind of licence, and if so, what ? Surely you are joking. If so, a 

game-licence might suit you ; or why not try the Examiner of 
Plays? If you are serious, it seems to us no further licence is 
needed ; you have taken enough alrea%;^ 


Les Beux Charlies,” t.e. the Common Serjeant (resigned) and 
j the Recorder- The one is ‘ ‘ Hot there at all,” and the other is Hall 
1 there.” (H.B. — ^Mem. to the Recorder, this is “ a Short Sentence.”) 


NOTI0B — Rejected Commimieations or Coiitributioii&, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pietnr^ ci any description, Wih 
m no case b© returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Xkivelope, Covw, or Wrapper* To this rule 
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LADY GArS SELECTIONS. 


Beau Mk. Pxtkch, 


Yacht “ Ihex^^^ Weymouth, 


for more of my excellent prophecies, but I really cannot run the 
risk of ruining my health by reading the papers when in the 
country ; and, as patience is an admirable virtue, I feel I am doing 
my duty in encouraging it as much as possible. So, for yet another 


OifCE again **my foot is on my native *heath,*’ — (I don’t of time (poetic, and usefully vague), 


know where this quotation comes from, but presume the author of it 
had lost a leg, or he would have placed his/ee^ there— or else he must 


Yours, in idleness, 
Ode to Buccaneek. 


Lady <jat. 


have had one leg shorter than the other, and so couldnH put both down Sing hey for the life of a Convict 1 Sing hey for his peaceful days 


at once !) — and heartily glad I am to be there — we had a most alarm- 
ing passage from Jersey, and I thought every moment would be my 
last— (/or a time) — but I was cheered and stimulated to endurance 
by the noble example of my friend and fellow-passenger The Mac- 
eougal— Chief of the Clan— who was obtrusively well up to lunch- 
time !— but I had my revenge then, for he was unable to face the 


Bold! 

Sing ho for his healthy life ! 


when old, 

Secluded from care and strife ! 


uv LXIC xiuuxc ux jxxy xxxcxxu. exuu xcxxuw-uaDiscxxgcx JUXXC r\‘n a ht a t a TfcTTcicc-rt 

EOUGAL— Chief of the Clan— who was obtrusively well up to lunch- THE BIAHY OF AH EXPLORER A LA RITSSE. 
time !— hut I had my revenge then, for he was unable to face the Introduction, — Belighted to have the opportunity of exploring 
dish of Haggis that I am given to understand every right-minded the Ironice Mountains. Hearing they abound with frozen mud 

jlI •_ -1^ rx 1 . X J . X .^x xT X _ 1 x .X? I "x it 1 _ 3x XT _ T • 


Scotchman thinks it his duty to eat at least once a day. 


which would be most useful if it coxud be removed to the plains 


However, “ I pulled through all right,” as Lord Akthue would below without melting. The watercress plant too might be grown 
say, and was so delighted with my sailor-like indifference to the on the summit, if it is practicable to take up orchid-forcing houses. 
“ rolling-sea,” that I adopted a rolling- walk on landing, which was Ought to get the Gold Medal of the Geographical Society if I open 


“ rolling-sea,” that I adopted a rolling- walk on landing, which was 
most impressive, to judge from the staring of the inhahitants of 
Weymouth I— (I may confess to you that I couldn’t help myself ; 


UJX DU.iJjlJULU.LA JLL XV JLD CLVUi-UUi UJ.C/ UU VLjJ UX UJLI.XU.*-A VX JULLiU.DWD« 

Ought to get the Gold Medal of the Geographical Society if I open 
out this region that will be fraught with such blessings to commerce. 
So far as I can judge, it will only be necessary to take twenty bat- 


everything was going up and down and sideways, for hours after I teries of Artillery, a dozen squadrons of Cavalry, and (sav) sixteen 
landed, and I really think the sea ought to be done away with, or battalions of Infantry. Andithink wemightaswelltakeaHaturalist. 


flattened out by some means ! — there ’s a fortune for the man who | 

invents the machine which will do it ^ ) 

I should prefer it done away with myself, 
as then there would he no mackerel- 

I have no personal animosity against 
the humble but lovely-looking mackerel ; m j 

but I was weak enough to accept an in- ^ IB ^ 

vitation to go fishing for them, and you 
may imagine my horror at being “roused ^ ^ ^ 

out,” — (yachting expression, very signifi- 
cant) — at three in the morning to go and 

capture them 1— or at least to try — for as p 

! a matter of fact, we didn’t get a single one 
— and my temper was ‘ ‘ roused out ’ ’ before / 

; we’d finished, for no well- conducted woman ' 

cares to he balked in her efforts to “ hook 
a big fish,” — and all I could catch were a 
few small “PoUock” and “Pout.” By ^ 
the way, who on earth christens the fish, 

I wonder ?— and why on earth — or rather 
in sea— are there so many varieties which 

you must either remember or submit to ; 

have your ignorance jeered at by the prac- 
tised fisherman, who has probably acquired 

his information concerning them only the ^ 

day before? 

The English “ Bay of H aples ” is a won- o v iw* d i 

derful place, and its resemblance to A oYIYlP/ 


A little Later. — Made a good start. Appointed Professor PopoEFtohe 

our Haturalist. He is a little out of practice, 

hut passed the preliminary examination 
fc very satisfactorily. Only made one trifling 

^ mistake. Said tnat tea-roses belonged to 

B the cactus family. Fancy they don’t, but 

m am not sure. The suggestion that cucum- 

y bers were dug out of the ground like 

# potatoes, was only an error of judgment. 

fA Anyone might have made it. But although 

yW/W rusty in his science, he is well up in 

machine-gun drill. He will suit the ex- 
/ pedition to a nicety. Artillery, Cavalry, 

Infantry in first-rate condition. 

L«){er sUll, — Made our first important 
scientific discovery to-day. Find that you 
can’t grow broad beans on the soil at the 
base of the Ironice Mountains. At least 




SYMPATHISER, 


you may plant them, but they won’t grow 
to any size within the space of half-a- 
dozen hours. Tried the experiment. To 
clear the necessary space of ground, had 
to remove the natives. Did this in gallant 
style with the assistance of all branches 
of the Service. The Professor rendered 
valuable support with his Gatling. Hadn’t 
time to bury the killed, but said some kind 
things, when bidding them adieu, to the 
wounded. 

Further on, — ^Most anxious to discover 


beralitTof tke Local Tommy mbybu misses the Ambeican whether caTariersinrhS?-^^^^ 

„ f News now, as he is muoh inteeested in tub 


tained through the liberality of the Local TTvTrnN,>Tro^TrTT txt — o -xy --- 

Board in encouraging the importation of now, as he is much iotekested in the ironice Mountains. Had some little trouble 

Italian penny-ice men I I really thinlc {Vide Datly Papers.) in establishing a footing on the plateau, 

this wholesale importation of foreigners _ ^ After ^ eight hours’ hard fighting got 

is being carried to excess, and has already created a feeling that to the required spot. The natives seem to have no respect for 
England is no place for the English! And then the concerts scientific research. Had to remove them in the usual fashion. The 
you can hear for nothing ! — ^that is, if you harden your heart when Cavalry had to abandon their horses, hut the dismounted men were 
the man comes round with the tin pail ! — everyone has a spade or most useful in burning villages. The Professor continued to carry 
a pail at the seaside — all the latest London successes, from up his Gatling, and used it with the customary result. When we 
Tosti to “ Ya-ra-ra,” accompanied by a strong contingent of got to the plateau, disappointed to^ find no canaries. So we could 
the Salvation Army Brass Band!— and there is a lot of “brass” not ascertain whether they would sing at that altitude. However, 
about the Army still unaccounted for ! What an enervating when we have completed the proposed railway, it will be quite easy 
part of the world this is! One quite realises what “l^tus- to bring up a few of those charming birds, and continue the 
eating ” means, even though there are no lotuses about ! — (I wonder interesting experiment. ^ I 

if that’s the correct plural? — or is it “io^t”? which looks like Xa^er.— After six weeks’ hard fightiug, have at last got to j 
French, only wants “Piekre” as Christian name. Or if additional the summit. Cleared the place of the natives according to the j 
“ ^ ” introduced, it would he“Lotti,” suggestive of Collins’ Ode recognised scientific formula. The^ Infantry had to use their 
to Room, &c.; hut I am wandering) — and it requires enormous energy bayonets freely. The Professor again well to the front with his 
to do anything more than loll about and bathe ; even on the Island Gatling. He is a wonderful man, and seems to have been accus- 
of Portland, where the air is rather more invigorating, I am tomed to it all_ his life. It is almost a pity that he should be 
told there are numbers of people who express a strong disinclination so devoted to science. He would have made a hxst-rate soldier, 
to perform any hard labour whatever, in spite of the fact of a short Nearly the LatesU-^-Bortj that our expedition ^ has not been 
residence there having been recommended as calculated to improve entirely successful. I am very much afraid that it will he impossible 
their general “tone’’! I only wish the aforesaid Salvation Army to grow watercresses at this altitude, even with the genial aid of 
Band would go there on a lengthy visit, as its “ tone ” leaves much orchid-forcing houses. I do not see how we could get up the neces- 


to he desired at present. 


sary materials to the summit, although assisted by proposed rail- 


I hear that the Brighton Meeting was a great success both in way. StiU, when the line is _ constructed, we might make the 
weather and racing; and the present “Horse of the Century,” attempt. But from a commercial point of view, I ao not believe 
Buccaneer., fully maintained his reputation, winning his race in that the experipaent would repay the cost. 

what they call “ gallant style,” and beating Lady Rose&ery— not, Sequel, — Delighted to find that our scientific expedition has one 

perhaps, a gallant thing to do, hut Buccaneers have always been result. I have consulted the Professor, and we are both of the 
notoriously rough to the sex ! opinion, that from the summit of the Ironice Mountains it is possible 

I am afraid thousands of my readers must be getting impatient to get a splendid bird’s-eye view of India. 
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POETE SCUTUM SALUS DUCUM 

In St. Swithin’s forty days 
Comes the end of voting-frays , 

Forty extra then arrays 
Mr. G. 

He had hoped for many more, 

Eut he cannot even score 
Foity-fonr, that fought he for— 

Mr. a. 

Fort] fi.edlwith'f ortitnde, 
lUile your motley multitude, 

And so earn our gratitude 
Mr. G. ! 

Oh majority, you know 
“ Gently does it , ” therefore go 
Quite Foity — show 

Mr. G. 

Though his forty is not fat, 

It IS fair at least , so that 
John shall not be taxed for P^t, 

Mr. G. 

Spare him income tax that grieves, 

I^est he think that he perceives 

Ali Baba 's Forty 

Mr G.^ 

Walkek^ — Mr. Toole is going into the 
country, and Mr. Garden is to take his 
place. This sounds like a seasonable change, 
as Londoners who cannot get away to a 
Garden, wiB now have a Garden coming to 
them. 

“HO FEES.’’ 

{In re Payne v. 'Piiry JSautTior Jones ) 

Alas, poor Jones, how sad your fate^ 

The Law’s stern coldness comes to freeze 
Your burning wish to captivate 
With words you know will always please— 
“Ho fees^” 

When “bang goes saxpcnce ” f or a page 
Of poorest paper, where one sees 
More pufe than piogramme, then your rage 
Seems right. One cries, “At least foi 
these Ho fees I ” 

If Dr. Bbamwpll,* who they say 
Cures psychological disease. 

Had known he would have willed away 
Your Payne, like tooth- ache — he would 
seize “ Ho fees 

You ’ve lost the case, and now, “ that ’s flat,” I* 
Must pay those eminent Q C ’s 
Your Bill of Costs ^ Ho Play-biU that I 
You will not hnd the Law decrees 
“Ho fees.” 

* Mentioned m Times Leading Article, Aug 3 
t “That’s tut” HE^Ry (Author Shars- 
PEARu) lY , Part I , Act I , Scene 3. 

A Trio. — Congratulations to Sir William 
CusTNS, who from his known admiration for 
Wagner, is generally known as “ Cusins 
German.” He was a King’s Scholar,” and 
King, whoever he was, must have found him 
a remarkably apt pupil. He has composed a 
Comic Opera called Giddy ’ Un. The next 
Kmght is Joseph Baenby, a name sugges- 
tive of pure rustic music. The last of the 
Knights, Sir Walter Parratt, has chosen 
as his device the ancient legend always 
associated with the head of the Parratt 
family, ^ g,, “Scratch a Poll.” This dates 
from very ancient times, and was an inscrip- 
tion found in a temple of Apollo, 

Ominous. — Unfortunate name for a piece is 
Cigaiette, So suggestive of “paper,” and of 
“ ending in smoke.” Ahsit omen ' 






STUDIES IN IDIOCY. 

She . “Mrs. Moffat ’s the oddest Woman 1 She ’s fond of meeting Clever People, 

YOU KNOW, AND SHE NEVER OPENS HER LiPS, BUT LISTENS TO EVERY YV'ORD THEY SAY, 
AND PUTS IT ALL DOWN IN A DiARY AFTER • ” 

He. “Haw— BY Jove ' Shall take precious good care what 1 say before her’ ” 


AIDS TO LARCEHY.-(By an “ Outside 
Cl oaherl^)—! find that since I started oE 
shoppina: this morning, I have lost my purse, 
my handkerchief, the keys of all my boxes 
and drawers, a silver-mounted scent-bottle, 
my season-ticket, and a pocket-book con- 
taimng priceless materials for the plot of a 
three- volumed novel. This comes of riding 
on the outside of an omnibus with gai den- 

seats. Conductor, the gentlemanly person 

who sat just behind me, and who is now 
proceeding rather quickly up Chancery Lane, 
seems to have been unable to resist the 


temptation afforded by my hanging coat-tails, 
and has walked off with a few unpaid bills 
which were in the pockets, under a mistaken 
impression that they were bank-notes. W ould 

you mind explaining to him his mistake ? 

Would it be possible f 01 the excellent Directors 
of the London General Omnibus Company and 
the London Hoad Cai Company, so to board up 
the open hacks of their otherwise delightfxu 
garden- seats as to prevent a ride on the top of 
an omnibus from being a constant series of 
(generally unwarranted) suspicions of the 
people seated in one’s rear ? 
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AN AFTERNOON SAIL. 

Scene — A Landinq Stage under Margate Tier, Excursionists 


First Female Friend {to Second To, Do,). That Mrs. Edling, all 
over, puttin’ herself so forward I Look at her now, ’anding him up 
two cigars in a paper-bag. I call it sickenin’ ! 

Second Bo. Bo, I ’m not surprised. She ’s a woman that ’nd do 


discovered eintarhing in two rival sailing A)oats.^ the “ Baisy ” anvthink for notoriety. I ’ve always noticed that in her. 


and the Buttercup whose respective Mates are exchanging 
repartees. 

Mate of the “ Baisy This gangway, Marm— (jJo a Stout Lady)-- 
not that one, if you want to enjoy yourself. That one ’ll take you 
aboard the Marm ! ^ „ 


Mates are exchanging Captain [to Mate). Ease the brails I 

Mate {frivolously^ after obeying). They’re feeling better now^ 
Ol— { to a Stout Lady)— darlm’ ! If no one else ’H sing a song, I’ll give you “ TAe 
That one ’ll take you Midshipmite,^'* 

The Stout Lady, I do like the way those two go on together ; it’s 


Mate of the Buttercup.’’^ You may ’ave that little 1 
you go overloadin’ that ’ere old tub o’ yourn, that’s all’ , , ^ . 

M.oftheB. No fear o’ you bein’ crowded, anyhow. Eolks ha’ sail in a Music-’ AU ! ^ 

got more sense I * Bhe Chirpy Man. i es, I ’m cornin’ to set down a bit. Not so 

M. of the B. Why, we can outsail you any'' day. Spoke you 'off much motion ’ere, yer know. No use trying to smoke in this breeze, 
the Tongue light, we did, close in to ye, we were— and back ten No, I was on’y yawning. Makes yer sleepy, this see-saw does. 


Eolks ha’ 


minutes afore ye— come ! The “ Buttercup ” ’! 
put her — a’most speak to ns, she will ! 


M. of the B. Ah, it’s lucky for you she cau’t quite speak— you’d I sing us something? 
’ear some plain langwidge if she did ! 

ifef. of the B, Our boat ain’t never'mis- 
stayed with us, ’t all events ; ye can’t deny 

M. of the B. We don’t go out for sading, ~ ^ \\ ^ 

don’t — we go out for {As the ^ 

Baisy having received her complement iV ~ 

of passengers f puts off>) Tralla! we’ll 
resoom this conversation later on ; yon 
won’t ha’ got off afore we ’re hack, I dessay ! 

\The Ma^ of the “Buttercup” is reduced 

On Board the “ Baisy ^'^Iduring the Trip, Wz.-rrzr~- 

The Stout Lady, Yery ’an’ some they fit 
these yachts up— garding-seats all across 
the deck, and all the cushings in red plush. 9 

It do give you sech a sense of security ! | ly^ — 

^ A Lugubrious Man. Oh, we shall he all | 

right, so long as this squall that’s coming I ^ | i®||«/| j 

up don’t catch us before we’re in again. ] I hill 'l 'I I fill' 

Else we shall take our tea down at the | LWI j /i 

bottom, along with the lobsters I f I [ 1 1 1 I ill ,1 

A Chirpy Little Man with a red chin^ v \ll I IWlI I 

tuft {to ^ f^ale^cquaintance). Well, how j 'm j // / * / 

f he Acquaintance, 0\ dM Tight, thedk^ — '1''^ 

—so long as I keep still. There ’s more 

waves than it looked from the Pier. ^ ^ 

The^ Chirpy Man, Waves? These ain’t jMmmi 

on’y ripples. Wh^^ we ’re off the Eoreland, / ffl | f|/ 

Acq, If it’s worse than it is now, I ^ IF ' 

The Chirpy Man, Why, you ain’t afraid o’ ^ f f 

being queer already ? I ’m reg’lar enjoyin’ 
it, I am. You don’t object to me samplin’ ^ 

' a cigar ? You enjoy the flavour of a smoke 
more when you ’re on the water, yer know. X. 

First Girl, I can see our lodgings; and " 

there ’s Ma out on the balcony — see r Let’s ^ 

wave our handkerchiefs to her. „ 

Second Girl, Ma, indeed I Did yon ever “Pxrate,— that’s what I 

IS J.-L _ - 1 -r in., . , I . , - _ - 


*11 answer any way we Don’t you find it so ? 

Mate {to Sailor), Now, Willi VM, it’s your turn— you’re goin' to 



“ Pirate,— that ’s what I was^ Sir ! 


IViUiayn [gruffly). No, I ain’t. But there ’a 
a gen’lman ’ere as says he ’ll recite. 

\_After some pei'suasion, a Mild Young 
Man is induced to step forward an the 
foredech^ and recite as follows:— 

* The Mild Young 3£an {hmancmg himself 
loith some dfflcidty), 

“Pirate, that’s what I toas^ vSir* Tal'k 
about Captain Kidd— 

His cruellest acts were kindness, compared 
with the deeds I did ! 

. Never a pitying pang felt 1 for youth, sex, 
age, or rank — 

' All who fell into my clutches were doomed 
to pace a protruded plank ! 

: Yet the desprate demon of those days is 
. now a Churchwarden mild, 

• Holding the bag at Collections— and all 

: through a golden-haired child ! ” 

1 [^Here the Mate suppresses a groan^ and 
I is understood to remark that he ‘ ‘ knows 

that golden-haired child ; ” the Stout 
i Lady sighs,, and inwardly reflects that 
you can never go by appearances ; the 
Chirpy Man becomes solemn and atten- 
tive. 

The Bx-T irate {who meanwhile has 
sighted an Bast-Indiaman, and qiveti chase). 

, “ W'ell, soon as we’d overhauled her, our 
‘ J oily Eoger ’ we flew, 

We opened our dummy deadlights, and the 
guns gleamed grinning through. 

And, pantner-like, we were crouching ” 

[Here he attempts to suit the actimi to the 
word; the boat heels over — and the 
Piratds crouch becomes a sprawl, 

1 — ^I beg your pardon. {Ticking hunself 

up.) ‘ ‘ Under the Indiaman’s side ; 

■when — a baby-face from her bulwarks, 
looked down on us oi^n-ej^ed * 

I can see him now— with his fluttering 
curls, and his cheeks so chubby and 
round, 


know Ma stir off the sofa after her dinner ? I wouldn’t make myself Which a cherub might have been puoud of, in snowiest linen hound! 
nations waving to somebody else s Ma, if I was you ! Then — he hailed us, iu infant accents, so innocent, fresh, and 

First Girl {unconvinced). I ’m sure it is Ma — it ’s just her figger, blithe — 

Second Girl. You are such an obstinate girl ! If it ’s Ma, what ’s That our nest of human snakes was stirred to a eonscience-strioken 


become of the verander ? 

First Girl {conquered by this unanswerable argument) 
we had a verander— it ’s one of those old cats next door I 


writhe I 

I forgot {In soft falsetto, as Child), 
want to see you so. 


‘ Dear Pirates, I am so sorry — I did \ 
[know! 


The Stout Lady {to the Captain who is steering). Shall we be out I ’m afraid you ’ll he disappointed — ^but you mustn’t come near, you 


long, Cwtain? 


mr ^ . T v X Tir -l , I wish I could ask you on board to tea, for I feel so down in the 

The Oaptam, I hope not, Marm, because I ’m dimng at the tahhly dumps, 

dote at the CliftoimUe this evenin’, and I ’ye got to be home in time But I canH invite you— for, if you came, you ’d be certain to catch 

to^ess. {.The passengers regard him with increased respect, my Mumps I [Crew, 

CapjJmn). Yes, dear ; you don’t want I ’ve given it all of the passengers, and the Captain, and Mate, and 
w kf n oie m rfme— you ’ll Aud it would be a dreadful mty if you were to catch it too ! ” 

tf Captam, [Paw*. The Chirpy Man hides his faee. 

siiSerfim ma^g the We looked at each other ; our utterance choked by irrepressible 
^gestion, I beg to caU upoa you for a song. {The Captain Mig- lumps, iMumDs! 

JoUy old JVor«,” fo the Though we ^ared neither man nor de-vil— we all had a horror of 
g n ra satMfa^io^, Ah, they didntknow what acanary-hirdyou And, but for this Cherub’s candour, ere many mere days h w d 

were.Capto! Here ’s a lady asking you to drink at her exuenk sT»d ^ oays naa 


* Here ’s a lady asking you to drink at her expense. 
[The Captain is prevailed upon to accept a tumbler of “ the 
usual the Stout Lady says “ Captin, your ^elthf^^ and 
pledges him in a whiskey -and-soda. 


[Here ^Ae Pirate is stopped b^ uncontrollable emotion, and Ms 
audience, from the Captain downwards, express sympathy. 
The Beciter (huskily, after wiping Ms eyes, I ’na very sorry— it ’s 
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foolish, I know, hut I always do break down 
just here. I — i think I can go on now. 

“ Had sped,^ 

Each buccaneer would have kept his bunk, 
with a bandage about his head ! 

\IIere a fresh diversion is effected The 
Chirpy Man, who suddenly achieves 
unpopularitiy hj becoming aggressively 
ill^ and causing a general stampede from 
his neighbourhood. 

The Reciter — 

We wouldn’t have boarded her, after that, 
for all the treasure on earth, 

So we sailed away — to the sweet salute of a 
peal of childish mirth ^ ’’ 

The Chirpy Man {resuming his seat, much 
relieved, and almost as chirpy as ever, to his 
neighbours, confidentially), I ’m all right 
agen now. It was takin’ a glass o’ stout on 
top of black currant pudden done it, yer 
know!^ 

piece ofinformation is coldly received, 
which evidently both surprises and pains 
him ; the Pirate brings his experiences 
to an end by relating how he realised his 
effects, and retired from business on a 
modest compete^ice, and the “ Daisy 
regains the Pier, 


‘WITH THE HOHOTJES OE WAE.” 

After long figbt and strenuous defence, 
Tenacity tremendous, toil immense, 

The garrison surrenders ! 

’Tis the doom 

Of desperate war ; and though a sombre gloom 
Sits on each brow, each brow is lifted high, 

No petnlant pnsillanimitv 
Makes poor this last parade of stout defenders, 
Or shames this most unwilling of surrenders. 
Six lingering years, and more, of hot attack, 
By confident cool valour beaten back ! 

Six baffling years of sortie, and ot sally, 
Sudden alarum, stubborn stand, stout rally ! 
How the besiegers in their bannered host 
Banded at first around this bastion’ d post, 

In sanguine, fierce assault, and shook their 
spears, [fears. 

Strong hopes derided, mocked at fancied 
The Citadel’s defence was all in vain. 

They vowed; a year should end the brief 
campaign ; 

Yet year to year succeeded slow, and still 
The garrison held out. Strategic skill 
Aud hot impetuous onset nought availed ; 

The hattering-ram and scaling-ladder failed. 
Brief breaches scarcely made were swift re- 
paired, 

United still all deadly arms they dared, 

Those linked defenders who, aforetime foes, 
Their latelv-banded ranks could firmly close 
Against old friends, now common enemies. 
Black Cecil was Commander, Balfour brave 
The Union Standard in his wake would wave, 
The Reiter Joachim, of German breed, 

And the Soot swordster Eitchie, good at 
need, 

With him, the fox-eyed Freelance, Joe de 
Brum, 

Brave with the trumpet, valiant with the 
drum. 

Proud to be capped and curled with Cava- 
liers, 

The Gentlemen of England, now his peers, — 
These, and a many more good men and true, 
The ramparts manned, the warning clarion 
blew; 

Stood in the breach, and to the bastion 
swarmed, 

Whene’er loud blares that citadel alarmed. 

But now slow sap and steady siege have 
wrought 

The conquest long delayed. The Chiefs that 
fou^t 



SO MATTER-OF-FACT. 

Jones [who prides himself on his French), “ DlsolI, mon Cher, not to be able to 
ACCEPT your HoSPITALirY, BUT TO-NIGHT I AM DINING EW ViLLE,'* 

Brown [who is so matter-offact, and never will understand Jones^ s French), ** Diking ‘on 
Veal,’ are you* Well, there’s not much difference; if you comb to Me, you’ll 
HAVE A Leg o’ Mutton 1 ” 


So long together, feel the touch of fate, 

Bow to its bidding. Calm though not elate, 
Swart Cecil yields him at discretion. So 
The garrison marches forth ! But e’en the 
foe 

Gives chivalrous salute to beaten men 
Uushamed by forced surrender. Hail them, 
then, 

With sympathetic cheers ! The white-haired 
Chief 

Lifts hat in greeting. He, all brawn and 
beef, 

William of Malwood, bears the banner high, 
But scarce looks nred with conquest’s 
ecstasy. 

John of Newcastle, reins a restive horse ; 

Me none too eager for another course. 

The one-armed Irish Chief looks pale and 
grim; 

E’en cheery Labby, of the cynic whim, 

Hath a less careless chuckle than his wont. 
“Beshrew me! but they bear a gallant 
front 1 ” 

Mutter the pikemen ranged in order round. 
Sore-battered EiTCHiE,—may he soon be 
sound I— 


Bates not a jot of courage ; that stark fighter 
Aud shifty swordsman, Joachim the Reiter, 
Snuffs the air proudly ; with his nose a-eook 
Steps Joe de Brum, and, steady as a rock, 
Strides forth Chief Cecil ! 

Hail the beaten band, 
You Grand, and grey-haired, Old Cam- 
paigning Hand ; 

For you have seen good fighting, and you 
know [glow 

Game foemen when yon see them. Conquest’s 
Mantles that pallid cheek. After lon^ strain, 
Victory at last is yours, nor all in vam, 
Perchance, although its fruits precarious be. 
What you will do with it, we wait to see. 
Meanwhile you ’ll own the foes you ’ve put to 
rout. 

With all war’s honours unashamed march 
out. 


M atte it' Hot.— Dean Eitchin says that 
one of his reasons for voting for the Glad- 
stonians is that he is “a warm Liberal.” 
Guite so. A cold Kitchin would be a con- 
tradiction in terms. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Exthacted moM the Diary op Toby, M.P. 

House of Commons^ Thursday ^ Axigust 4. — 
Kew Parliament met to-day in great force. 
Ambition stirs noble minds in different ways. 
Some embark on Parliamentary life with de- 
terminatioD to outshine Bright or Gtladstone 
in field of oratory. Others will not be pacified 
till they emulate Pitt. Others again aim at 
the lofty pedestal on which stands through 
the ages the man who is first in his place, on 
first day, of first Session, of new Parliament. 
Exciting race to-day. At night, both Big- 
wood and Spencer (not Bobby, who has 
affairs of graver State to look to just now) 
sailed in together. At a quarter to ten 
Savory turned up, sermon in hand, and found 
he was forestalled. 

“ What, Moore of them ! ” cried Savory. 

The bane of my life.’’ 

“ Yes,” said Logan, arriving a few minutes 
later ; “ wherever there ’s one Savory you ’re 
sure to find Moore, and in this case they 
lirecede you.” 

Six minutes later Dixon-Hartland arrived, 
mopping his forehead. When he found 
others on spot, pretended he ’d only looked in 
accidentally. “Passing by, you know; 
thought I ’d see how old place looked.” But 
it wouldn’t do. Other men, especially Big- 
wood, saw through it all. Then Dixon 
Hartland grew anecdotal. Told fabulous 
story about imaginary Scotch Member, who, 
at opening of Parliament of 1880, brought 
down his plaid, a stoup of whiskey, and a 
thimbleful of oatmeal. Camped out all night 
in Palace Yard, and staggered into House as 
soon as doors were opened. 

“That beats you, Big>vood,” the Evesham 
Banker said, with a tartness of voice that 
betrayed his chagrin. 

Best of the 665 Members content to look in 
later. By one o’clock House full, Lobby over- 
flowing. Difficult to move through the close 
ranks, and yet there were many gaps. Banks 
of old House more than decimated. “ There 
they go,” said my young but fiery friend 
Eurniss, whom I came upon in corner of 
Lobby, rapidly sketching with blurred eye- 
sight. 

“ Who go ? ” I asked, remembering with a 
start I had left my gold-nobbed stick in the 
corner by the Post Office. 

“ The Members we shall miss,” he sobbed, 
lingering fondly over the truculent curl of 
Hermon-Hodge’s moustache. 

But if gone are some familiar faces, others 
come back. Glad to see Macearlane in his old 
place below Gangway, and to find him later 
mold seat in smoking-room. Macearlane 
didn’t often speak in debate, but usually had 
something to say. Was a Home-Buler long 
before the majority found salvation. Be- 
member across the years how he put whole 
case in crisp sentence when he adjured the 
deaf Government of the day “ not to attempt 
to enforce Greenwich- time at Dublin.” If 
Bright had said that, or Dizzy, or Mr. G., 
the happy phrase would have echoed down the 
corridors of time. But it was only an Irish 
Member; Macearlane, then Member for 
Carlow. So it passed unnoticed-unremem- 
bered rather than forgotten. 

Business done, — Speaker elected. Arthur 
Wellesley Peel for the fourth time. House 
evidently under impression it can’t have too 
much of good thing. 

Friday, — ^Pretty to watch powth of full- 
blown Speaker in New Parliament. Eirst 
stage—enters in ordinary morning dress, and 
seats himself with other Members, diligently 
trying to look as if he expected nothing to 
happen. Sore temptation for Members 
sittmg near him. Would like to slap him on 



BLASE. 


EnthusiasHc Lady Amateur, “Oh, what a pity 1 We ’ve just missed the First Act ! ” 
Languid Frtend, “Have we? Ah— rather glad. I always think the chief pleasure 
OF GOING to a Theatre is trving to mare out what the First Act yvas about 1 ” 


the hack, and ask how he got on through his 
Election. Short of that, feel they must ask 
if he wants a pair ? Is he dining here ? Is 
he going to have a smoke, or a stroll on the 
Terrace ? Next day, having meanwhile been 
proposed, seconded, and inducted to Chair, 
Speaker-Elect turns up in Conrt-dress, 
with Bob-wig. This is Development-stage, 
Having reached it, proceeds to the 
House of Lords, where he is patronis- 
inglv received by Lord Chancellor. 
(“ Halsbury,” Sage of Queen Anne’s 
Gate says, “ peculiarly well up in patron- 
age.”) This done, returns to Commons , dis- 
appears behind Chair; Sergeant-at-Arms 
counts twenty-three ; presto ! door re-opens ; 
Speaker re- appears in butterfly- trim, with 
full-bottomed wig, silk gown, and shoon on 
which shimmer the sheen of silver buckles. 

No trifling with Speaker when this final 
stage reached. Keir-Hardie took early 
opportunity of trying a fall with him — and 
got it. Hardie fresh from the coal-pit, re- 
presents West Ham; evidently determined 
to pose as Stage Workman. “Don’t Keir- 
Hardie is my name,” he said, swaggering 

into House just now. “Don’t keer a 

for Speaker, or any black-coated bloke. I ’m 


the true British Workman, and will soon 
make all you blooming gentry sit up.” 

“ Are you going to take the Oath ? ” said 
Cobb. Cobb always asking questions. 

“ Oath ! ” cried Don’t Keir-Hardie, “I ’ll 
take ’em in a moog.” 

Put on his cap, and swaggered towards 
the table. “ Order ! order! ” cried Speaker, 
in tones of thunder. “Don’t Keir-Hardie 
is my name,” said Hon. Member for West 

Ham ; “and blow me if Turned, and 

saw flashing eye of Speaker bent upon him. 
slowly his hand went up to his head ; the 
cap came off, was crumpled up, and put in 
his pocket. 

“Will you take the oath, or make affir- 
mation ? ” asked Milman, stuck^ between 
two tables, but always ready to oblige. 

“Don’t keer which,” said Don’t Keir- 
Hardie ; but, possibly from force of habit, 
took the oath. 

“ If Old Morality was still with us, my 
friend,” said Burt, gravely, “he would be 
able to cite for your edification a copy-head 
showing how Don’t Care came to a had end.” 

Business Swearing going on in both 

Houses. Our Army in Flanders quite re- 
spectable by comparison. 
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A SKETCH FROm NATURE. 

LirrLB Mi&s Facinr-boih-ways and her Dog Double-or-Qdiis t 


ASPIRATION. 

By a, Wmry Secular Scribe. 

Oh, to be a Pulpiteer I 
Purists may iie-iie, or sneer. 

But, when wit and fancy fail, 

To i^roduce your twice- cooked kail 
(As “ a traveller must be nice. 

Nor are you confined to kmce ; 

Hashed, rehashed, and hashed again, 
Oarnished — from another brain, 
Seasoned — from another cruet, 

You may roast, or boil, or stew it 
O^er and o^er, year in year out, 

As you perorate about, 

Seek, when weary,— overtasked elves ! 

Inspiration from your shelves. 

Salt it here, and sauce it there, 

Saying nothing, since none care 
To make question, taking pay, 

Yes, and praise ux)on your way, 

For — well, ere the thing is through, 
■What is what and who is who, 

It might puzzle you to tell ; 

Still you think it right { Ah, well ! 
This philosophy peripatetic 
Strikes a chord that’^s sympathetic 
In the breast of secular scribe ; 
nothing, it is true, would bribe 
Him to play the pious prig, 

But — he heaves a sigh that’s big 
Murmuring, enviously I fear, — 

Oh, to be a Pulpiteer ! 


A Caudal Hecture ; 

Or, Darwinism %n the Cricket Iheld. 

Wheh Man first arose from the primitive A|k% 

He first droi)ped his tail, and took on a new shape. 
But Cricketing Man, born to trundle and swiin/, 
Reversion displays to the earlier type ; 

For a cricketing hmm, when beginning to fail, 
Always loses its “form,^’ and ‘‘developes a tail” ! 


ROBERT ON THINGS IN GINERAL. ! 

I WAS only jest a thinkin the other day, what werry distinguisht 
honner Her Most Grashus Madgesty the Oueeh would bestow on the 
Rite Honerabel the Lord Mabe, when the rite time cum. But I 
was ardly prepaird for the acshal faek ! 

I reelly coudn’t have bleeved it if I hadn’t a had it red out to 
me from a most respeefool Mornin Paper ; so in course it must be 
trew. Yes, the Rite Honorabel the Lord Mare is not only to he a 
Rite, Mke other Lord Mares, but the Gueen- has acshally made him a 
Rite Commander of the most xtinguisht Order of Saint Mikel, and, 
not sattisfide with ewen that, Her Madgesty has also made him a 
Rite Commander of the other most xtinguisht Order of Saint 
George ! 

It IS fortnit that Sir David’s year of offis will soon end, or he 
mite have fownd it diffikult to carry out his ushal Lord Mare’s 
numerus^ dootys, while Commanding two sitch xtinguisht Orders as 
them as is named above. 

My Amerricane Friend has turnd up agane at our bewtifool Grand 
Otel. He says as they has had orful whether wear he has cum 
foom, but all the hole week he has had in grand old Lundon has 
bin most luvly Sun-Shine, as it amost alters is in Spring, he 
says he’s told. As he lucHy didn’t appen for to arsk for no 
arnser, of course I didn’t give him not none; hut I coudn’t help 
a thinkin as how as if he had bin here in our late burly Spring, 
he might ha bin inclined j est a leetel to halter his good opinyon. 

We had qwite a plezzent chat while I atended upon him at 
Lunch. He wants to kno more about our Lord Mare. Fust of 
aU, how much munney he gits ; and, when I told him jest ten 
thowsand pounds for his year of offics, he xelaimd, “ Why, that’s 
pie werry same sum as we gives our President, who, you know, 
Jf. I lie find it enuff for him, 

Sir ? ” “Oh yes,” he says, “ quite.” “ Wen,” says I, “it don’t 
seem a werry big salery for the King of such a Mg' plaice as 
Amemkey, when I appens to know that the Lord Mare of our little 
Lundon, which is ony about one mile big, has to spend more than 
another ten thousand pounds out of his own pocket afore he’s 
finished Ms year I” “Well,” he says, “you do estonish me; but 
everythink ’s estonisMng in your grand old Citty ! How do they 


send him his money P” I told him as the Chamberlane, who was 
allers cram full of munney,^ took it him every quarter-day. “ Ah.” 
says he, “ we send our President, on the 26th or evry months exakly 
eight hundred and thirty-three |>ounds, six-and-eight pence.” 
“Ah,” I saidj “I am rayther serpnzed as he shoud condersend to 
take the odd six-and-eight. I ’m quite shure our Lord Mare woudMt I 
do so. I hleeve as he never has not nothink less than Bank-notes and i 
suvreigns, but allers plenty of ’em.” “ How many dinners does 

he give during the yearr*” says he. “Ah, Sir,” says I, “that’s 
rayther a staggering qweshun to arnser. Mo and Browk has offen 
tried our hands at it, but ginerally breaks down about Witsuntide ; 
but I shoud sav sumwares about three thowsand, and about twice 
as many lunchons.” “Good grayshus!” says the Amerricane, 

“ what a number ! ” “ Yes,” says I, “ and so much is they thort 

on, that p’raps the werry greatest triibbel that has worrited the 
manly bussoms of Lord SoRLSBURy and all his brother Ministers is the 
mellancolly fack, that they has bin compelld to decline the Ia>ed 
Mare’s customery Ministerial Bankwet this year, eoz they eoudn’t 
tell for serten whether they would be the Ministers to go to it ! And 
the Lobd Mare to drown his sorrer has gone and berried hisself in the 
’art of Scotland I” “What a sad story to be shure I” said my 
Amerricane, with a sigh! “ Yes, Sir,” I replied, “these are sum of 
the many truhbels as our werry greatest men nas to endewr, and 
happy is he who does not quiver when he has Ms arrow full of ’em !” 
And so we parted. Robert. 

TO MISS AIDA JENOHRE. 

{On the Withdrawal of The MauntehartJesT) 

Dear Aida, good-bye ; since it must be, it must ; 

Yet your slaves view your absence from Town with disgust. 

For myself, I ’d as soon live at SMpston-on- Stour 
As endure life in London without our Jenottre. 

^rightly Mountebank Aida, sweet Mistress of Arts, 

You smiled as you danced yourself into our hearts. 

And now from the Strand to the Vale of far Maida 
There ’s only one chorus — “ Come hack to us, Aida I ” 

Xes absents^ you know the old maxim, ont iork 
Wherefore d^oe yourself back, and be present once more. 


^ Contributioiis, wither MS., Printed Matter, Brawinga, or Pictures of any deacnptioi^ wiii 

Sere^bo no wpompaiued by ft Btamyod a«d Envftlopft, Cover, or Wrapper. To tbio wio 



August 20, 1892.] PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


7 3 


AD PUELLAM. 

[“ Detective cameras 
have become favourite 
playthings with ladies 
of fashion.’* — Lad%es' 
I*aper.'\ 

You used to prate of 
plates and prints 
And “ quick deve- 
loiters ” before, 

In spite of not unfre- 
quent hints 
That these in time 
become a bore ; 

But then this photo- 
graphic craze 
Seemed little but a 
foolish fad, 

“While now its very 
latest phase 
Appears to me dis- 
tinctly bad. 

Since even your de- 
voted friends 
At sight of you were 
wont to fly, 

You manage still to 
gain your ends, 
And photograph them 
on the sly ; 

The mufl, the cloak 
with ample folds, 
The parcel, and the 
biscuit-tin, 

I know that each dis- 
creetly holds 
Detective lenses hid 
within. 



First Passenger {reading Morning Papci). “ ‘ Psychical ciiaracteii of Hysperioal Ambly- 
opia’ I 1 Don’t even know what ‘ Psyohioal ’ means ! What does ip mean, old Man 2 ” 
Felloio Passenger. “ Don’t know, I ’m sure, dear Boy ! Something to do with BitAms, 
I b’lieve. Not at all in iiy Line f ” 


Should Crcesus greet 
you with a smile, 

A “ bromide ” will 
record the fact ; 

Should STREPHONhelp 
you o’er a stile. 

The film will take 
him in the act. 

Yet this renown, if 
truth be said, 

Is fame they’d rather 
be without ; 

Nor, I assure you, will 
they wed 

A lady photographic 
tout. 


ANTiaurXY OF GOLF. 

That Golf was a 
game probably known 
to and played by pre- 
Adamite Man (who- 
ever he may have been ; 
name and address not 
given) is evidenced by 
the learned Canon 
Tristram’s observa- 
tion in the Biology 
Section of the British 
Association Meeting 
last week, to the effect 
that ‘ ‘ he (the Canon) 
had never seen a better 
collection of these 
Links connecting the 
present with the past 
world/’ This must 
be most interesting 
to all Golf-players. 


^AERIET. 

A Bbalistio Rhapsody. 

( With Apologies to Mr. Henry Kendall^ Authoi 
of Astartef in the “ Boohman ' ) 

Across the wind-blown bridges, 

0 look, lugubrious Night ! 

She comes, the red-haired beauty 
Illumined by gaslight ! 

By London’s dim gaslight! 

So hush, ye cads, your roar ! 

Behind her plumes are waving 
Her oil’d fringe flaps before. 

0 ’Arriet, Cocknejr sister, 

Your face is writhed with jeers ; 
How awful is the angle 

Of those protuberant ears ! 

Those red, protuberant ears ^ 

And your splay feet — 0 lor ! ! ! 

My loud, my Cockney sister. 

Where oil’d fringe flops before! 

Ah, ’Arriet ! gracious ’eavens, 

How your greased locks do glow ! 

1 swoon ! The “ hodoration ” 

(I heard you call it so) 

Sickens my senses so ; 

’Tis “Citronel” — no more. 

That scents, like a cheap barber’s, 

That oil’d fringe hung before, 

’Arriet, my knowing darling, 

Your eyes a cross- watcb keep. 

You ’re togged in shop-girl’s fashion, 
Your cloak is bugled deep, 
Black-bugled broad and deep. 

With buttons dappled o’er, 

Good gr-racious ! how it ’s grown, too— 
That oil’d fringe flopped before ! 

That “ hang ” is awfully trying, 

That odour maddens me. 


By Jingo ! you ’ve been dyeing 
Those rufous locks, I see, 
Those sandy locks, I see. 



They ’re darker than of yore. 
Avaunt ! I ’d be forgetting 
That oil’d fringe flopped before 


RATHER APPROPRIATE. 

Dnder the heading Military Education,” 
there appears in The Tablet, an advertise- 
ment concerning preparation for examina- 
tions at Woolwich and Sandhurst by “the 
Rev. E. Yon ORSBACH,F.R.G.S.,F.R.Hist.S., 
late Tutor to their Highnesses the Princes of 
Thurn -AND -Taxis.” What a suggestive 
name for a tutor preparing young men for a 
Cavalry Regiment is “ Yont Orsbach! ” ^ Not 
only would pupils surmount all difficulties of 
Euclid’s propositions, but being brought up 
by Yon Orsbach, they would dare all 
“ riders ! ” Then as to the Prmces, his pupils, 
cannot we conceive of the first Prince Thurn 
how he has been turned out a perfect ’orseman 
by Yon Orsbach, and how it would tax all an 
Examiner’s ingenuity to pluck Taxis. Pity 
that when one Prince was called Taxis the 
other wasn’t named Rates. But evidently 
this was an oversight. A neat couplet might 
head this advertisement, and add to its attrac- 
tiveness, as for instance : — 

Every question, whatever they ax is, 

Will lu its Thurn be answered by Taxis- 
Taxis and Thurn, for a win you Tloi couise back, 
The pick of the stable, the trainer Von Orsbach. 

We wish him a continuance of the successes 
which, from his list, this Equestrian Military 
Tutor — ^he can’t he a “coach” as he is an 
Orsbach — ^has already obtained. It ’ s a German 
name, but it sounds more like ’Orsetrian (!) 


Cui Bono? — “It is a mistake,” quotb 
The World last week, “to suppose that 
Mr. Gladstone complacently regards Sir 
William Harcourt as his '‘Alter 
Mr. G. being tbe it is not very likely 

that Sir William Y. Harcourt is likely 
to “alter” any of his Leader’s plans. Still 
an '"'‘Alter JEgo^^ is very useful whenever 
Mr. Gladstone may want to “wink The 
Other I.” 


VOL. cm. 
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ELECTION AGONIES. 

{Bxj a Ee elected M,P.) 

Yes, there I stood beside my wife, 

And called it — whilst the mob cheered 
wildly — 

“ The proudest moment of my life,^’ 

Which it was not^ to put it mildly. 

Heavens, how they cheered 1 Up went their 
caps, 

To see their Member safely seated ; 

Who in his inmost soul, perhaps. 

Had almost wished himself deieated. 

The girls are pleased. And Mrs. T., 

Has fairy visions of a handle 
To grace the name she shares with me ; 

But IS the game qnite worth the candle ? 

Six years of unremitting work, 

Of flower-shows, bazaars, and speeches, 

Of sturdy mendicants who lurk 
In wait to act as sturdy leeches. 

The faddists — Anti-This-and-That — 
Blue-spectacled “ One Yote, One Person’^— 
Extract a promise, prompt and pat, 

The while their heads you hurl a curse on. 

And in return? The dull debate. 

The dreary unimportant question, 

The pressure of aifairs of State, 

A muddled bram, a lost digestion. 

Six years of it. I cannot stand 
At any cost another bout of it ; 

But, given away on every hand, 

I don’t quite see how to get out of it. 

Ah, happy thought ! My seat is safe, 

And so ’mid general adulation, 

I ’ll rescue some poor party waif 
By Chiltern Hundreds resignation. 

The world will quickly roar applause, 

Of martyrs I ^all be the latest ; 

But I’m the party and the cause 
To whom the service will be greatest ! 



Song of Geatituee {hy a Nervous Eques^ 
trian on the exceptional absence of ^Arry- 
cyclists or “ Wheelmen ” from the road to 
Wimbledon ), — 

“ Oh, WTieelie, have we missed you ? 

Oh no, no, Ho ! ” 


A MATTER OF COURSE.^’ 

Eminent German Spec%alist. **Yat Yaters ’ave You been in ze ’abit of taxing?” 
English Gouty Patient, “Water’ Haven’t touched a drop, except with my Tea, 
FOR the last Thirty Years 1 ” 

[Upon which a mild course of Homburg, Kissengenf Marienl)adj and Karlshad is at once 
^pres&nbed. 


HOW INSULTAN' ! 

British Envoy, Timhuctoo, to Foreign Minister, London, 

Ho end of a row I Grand Yizier, Lord Chamberlain, Keeper of 
Privy Purse, and other high Officials, assembled outside my house, 
and smashed windows, aided by furious crowd. Certain that Sultan 
is at bottom of it. Mayn’t I say something vigorous to him ? 

Foreign Minister, London, to British Envoy, Timbuctoo, 

Awkward, as General Election going on. Temporise. Appear not 
to notice stone-throwing. Yery difficult to get to Timbuctoo with 
British Force. If hit with stones, try arnica. Bather think Tim- 
buctoo was discovered by an Irishman, and called after him, Tim 
Bucktoo. Eh ? 

British Envoy to Foreign Minister, 

Please don’t jest ; especially not in Irish. Glad to say aspect of 
affairs completely changed. Sultan fnghtened about the stone- 
throwing. Beheaded Grand Yizier, and sent Lord Chamberlain, 
heavHy ironed, to be imprisoned m cellar under my own apartment. 
Gratifying. Treaty on point of being signed. 

Foreign Minister to British Envoy, 

Yonr action quite approved of. Get Treaty signed quick I France, 
not unnaturally, seems rather galled. See joke ? Play on word 
“ Gaul.” 

British Envoy to Foreign Minister, 

Unite see joke. Saw it years ago. Please don’t send any more of 
’em. Treaty settled I Gives ahsnrdly generous bounty to all British 
subjects trading with Timbuctoo. Abolishes all Tariffs. Draft, 


with Sultan’s signature, returned to him to be properly copied out. 
Mere formahty. Packing up, and off to Coast to-night, j 

Same to Same, 

Arrived at coast- Treaty in carpet-bag.^ Hegret to say, that on 
examining it, find that Sultan has slipped in the little word “not” 
in every clause. Makes hash of whole thmg. What shall I do ? 

Foreign Minister, London, to British Envoy, 

Do nothing ! Former Foreign Minister no longer in Office. General 
Election has taken place. Wnole subject will be reconsidered, with 
quite new lights, before long. Off for a holiday just now, and can’t 
attend to it. You’ll hear from me again in about six months. 
Meanwhile, your motto must he — Fez-tma lente!^^ Last joke. 
Brilliant. Just going to let it off at dinner-party. P.S — Great 
I snccess. 


Beep-lection. — Delivering judgment in the case of Osborne v, 
Aaron^s Reef, Limited, Mr. Justice Chitty, in the interests of the 
nubhc, was justly severe on both plamtiff and defendants, declining 
to give any costs in this action to such a Company.” Everyone is 
famin ar with the naufacal expression of “taking in a reef,” which 
seems to have been a slightly difficult operation for anyone to per- 
form with Aaron’s Beer, which, after the manner of Aaron’s Bod, 
when it was transformed into a serpent, appears to possess the f acultj 
of swallowing to a very considerable extent. Knowing brokers, if 
consulted, would not have sung to unwary clients the popular ditty 
“ Keep your Aarons,^^ but would have recommended them, being in, 
to be out again in double-quick time, if there were any chance of an 
immediate though small ready-money profit to be made, before one 
1 could have said “ Scissors I ” 
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unaor^A-rc dv iyinkr\Mi ir'UX ! ’ad no botker with her ! and never, as long as I live, shall I forgit 

iViAKoAiti Of IViUUWLiUri I - ^ ^ ' her Grandpa^ swords when he saw her settin’ up in her hgh cheer at 

It is about nine P.K. ,* in the TVest, a faint saffron flush is lingerinq tea, with her little cheeks a marsk o’ marmalade. ‘‘Loutsur Jtne,” 
above the green and opal sea, while the upper pait of the church he sez, “ you mark my words—she ’s the on’y reelly nice hyby you 
tower still keeps the warm glow of sunset. The stars are hegm- ever ’ad, or will ave ! ” 

ning to appear, and a mellow half moon is rising in a deep violet Her Comp An’ he wasn’t given to compliments in a general way, 
sky. Lamps are tioinklmg above the dusky cliffs, and along the neither, was he ? 

curve of the shore. Anxious Mother, I can’t make him out. Sometimes I think he 

The Reader loill kindly imagine himself on a seat at the end of the means something, and yet^- — Every morning we’ve been here, 
Tier, where the Rand is playing, and scraps of conversation he ’s come up to her on the Pier, and brought her a carnation inside 
from his neighbours and passing promenaders, reach his ear of his ’at. 


involuntarily. 


Fair Prornenader {roused to enthusiasm by the surroundings). Oh, I should say so, certingly ! 


Her Confldayite, Then depend upon it, my dear, he has intentions. 


don’t ]t look lovely at night ? {Impulsively.) I can’t savin’ so. The Mother, Ah, but C\RR 
Her Companion {whose emotions are less easily stirred). Why P aocidental-like, over and over 
The Fair P. {apologetically). Oh, I don’t know exactly — these — and handed it back to her. 
sort o’ scenes always £^0 take my fancy. The Confidante. Well, I w 

Her Comp, {making a concession to her loealness). Well, I must drawin’ on to the full, as it is! A Seaside Siren {conscious 

say it ’s picturesque enough a dazzling complexion-^ to 

— what with the gas outside ~ - ~ .-r-^ — a suburban CJlysscs). I wish 

ife. S. {reconnoitring his rear suspiciously). There ’s nothing Male Voice {mysteriously) . Would you like to know? Really? 
pmned 01^0 my coat-tails, is there? {Renewed mirth from the You shall. {'With pride.) I ^m one oi the Mggers ! 
couple.) Wen, I see you’re occupied— so, good evenin’. ^ ^ Fern. V. {deeply impressed). Not “ Gussos,” or Uncle Ernie i 

j n- 1 Tv^. ITT 1 [Tffalks on, with offended dignity, Male V. {with proud superiority). Not exactly, I conduct, I do 
a^cona (xirl, Iherel I knew how it would he — he ’s gone oif in a — on the ’armonium. 

7Tx.T--»-rT T.i, Fern, V. {rapturously). Oh I I ’ad a sort o’ feeling, from the 

i^^rsc (rii I, Let him ! He^ ought to know better than take offence very first, that you must be Somebody ^ 

Y ^ ^ little object as he’s looking, tool A Lodging-House Keeper, Yes, nice people they was — don’t 

What else can he I’d like to knowl . , . Don’t you feel it know when I’ve ’ad such nice people. 1% teU you what they d«d 

chmy, sitting still ?^ ^ . ^ • • • They come on a Thursday-yes, Thursday it was-and took 

becona ^irl {ruing with alacrity), I was just thinking. Suppose the rooms from the Saturday ibnowin’ to the next Saturday — and 
we take a tnrn^the o^er way round, or he might think then they stopped on to the Saturday after that. I do call that 


The Mother, Ah, but Carrie tells mo she ’s dropped her glove, 
aocidental-like, over and over again, and he ’s always picked it up, 
— and handed it back to her. I reelly don’t know what to think I 
The Confidante. Well, I wouldn’^t lose heart— with the moon 

T * % I A^ f» *n -A • t j o . ct*. / 




preserves the secret. “ ^low, that Margit ’s vulgar,^' 

ife. {reconnoitring his rear suspiciously). There ’s nothing Male Voice {mystenoi 
pmned on to my coat-tails, is there ? {Renewed mirth from the You shall. ( IVith prick 
couple,) Wen, I see you’re occupied— so, good evenin’. Fern, V, {deeply impn 

[ Walks on, with offended dignity, Male V, {with proud ^ 
i^cond (xir I, There! I knew how it would he — he ’s gone off in a — on the ’armonium. 

hnff now . TTiotM.. F. ( Trfm-hti.'yn'H.stl'n 


we take a tnrn — ^the other way round, or he might thi-nV- 


First Girl, We ’ll show him others have their pride as well as nice — don’t vow? 

m. * jr J . .• • 


a ‘ja f • \They disappear in the crowd, A Mystic Plaint from a Bench), Many and many a time I’ve 

Mr, Spiffing {repassing a few minutes later, with one of the borrexed the kittles for them when the School Inspector was cornin’ — 
young Ladies on each arm). WeU, there, say no more about it — so and now for them to turn round on me like this I It ’s a shame, it is . 
long asit wasn t at Me, I don t mind ! [They pass on, A Lady of Feonomteal Principles {at a Bow-window, addressmg 

jn M W heezy Matron nn a shawl). She was a prettier hyby in the Aer Husband a^ railings). Why, my dear why ever did 

nee than any o the others sech a lydylike hyby she was — we never you go and do that — ^when there was a bed empty ’ere for hiTr> p 
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The Husland [sulkily). No one ever said a word to me about 
there being a bed. And I’ve taken one for him now at the 
Paragon, anywav — so 7m 2^’ 5 settled! 

The ^Economical Lady. I call it downright foolishness to go paying 
’alf-a-crown a night for a bed, when there ’s one all ready Vre for 
him ! And you don’t know how long he may mean to stop, either ! 

The Self-invited Visitor [suddenly emerging from the shadow). 
— You’ll be ’appy to know, Mum, that your ’ospitality will not 
exceed the ’alf-crown. G-ood evenin’. [Eetires to the Earagon. 

The Econ. L. [regretfully). And a lobster ordered in for supper 
a-pui’pose for him, too I 

A Street Musician [with a portable piano). I will next attempt a 
love-song. I feel full of love to-night. Oh, Ladies and Grentle- 
m.en—[ea7'ne^tly ) — take advantage of a salubrious night like this ! 


Anyone who has not yet contributed will kindly embrace this oppor- 
tunity of placing his offering upon the instrument; after which 
I shall endeavour to sing you Jn Old Madrid:’’ Oh, what a 
difScult ditty it is, to be sure, dear Ladies and Gentlemen— espe- 
cially as it makes the twenty- seventh I ’ve sung since tea-time — 
however, I will do my best. [ECe sings it.) That will conclude my 
al-fresco Concert for this evening. And now, thanking you all for 
your generous patronage of my humble efforts, and again reminding 
those who have not yet expressed their appreciation in a pecuniary 
form, that I am now about to circulate with the hat for the last 
time, I wish you all farewell, and balmy slumbers ! 

[ATe collects the final coins, and wheels away the piano. The 
crowd disperses ; the listeners in the lodging-house balconies 
retire ; and the Crescent is silent and deserted. 


OUE BOOKING-OmCE. 

One of the Baron’s “ Merry Men All ” has 
been reading and enjoying Mr. Barry Pain’s 
Stories and Interludes, The book has a 
wondrously weird and heavily-lined picture 
in front, which is just a little too like a 
“Prophetic Hieroglyphic ” in ZadkieV s Alma- 
nack. An emaciated and broken-winged 
devil is apparently carrying^ an engine-hose 
through a churchyard, whilst a bat^ Hits 
against a curious sky, which looks like a 
young grainer’s first attempt at imitating 
“ birds’ -eye maple.” Upon a second glance 
it seems possible that the “ hose ” is a snake, 
the tail of which the devU is gnawing. The 
gruesome design illustrates a yet more grue- 
some Interlude, entitled, “ The Bat and the 
EeviV’’ But it gives no fair idea of the con- 
tents of the volume, some of which are 
charming. 

Bead White Nights, stories within a story, 
told by a tragical “Fool,” of the 1 breed of 
Hugo’s Rigoletto, and Poe’s Hopfrog — M ^ ith . 
a difference. They are told with force and 
grace, and with unstrained, but moving 
pathos. Bead “The Dog That Got Found,” 
a brief, sketch indeed, but abundantly sug- 
gestive. Poor Fido — the “dog that got to 
be utterly sick of conventionality,” and came 
to such bitter grief in his search for “life, 
poignant and intense ! ” He might read a 
lesson to many a two-legged prig, were the 
bipedal nincompoop capable of learning it. 

The Glass of Supreme Moments is, perhaps, 
needlessly enigmatical, and Eural Simplicity, 
Concealed Art, and Two Poets, strike one 
as superfiuously “ unpleasant,” Mr. Pain 
seems slightly touched with the current 
literary fad for making bricks with the 
smallest possible quantity of straw. One half- 
pennyworth of the bread of incident to an 
mtolerable deal of the sack of strained style 
and pessimist commentary, make poorish 
imaginative pabulum, though there seems an 
increasing appetite for it^ amongst those 
who, unlike Lucas Morne in The Glass of 
Supreme Moments, plume themselves upon 
possession of “the finer perceptions.” The\ 
Magic Moiming is a “scrap” elaborately 
auced and garnished; the neeting fiavour 
may possess a certain sub-acid piquancy, but 
such small dishes of broken meats are hardly 
nourishing or wholesome. 

Mr. Pain has a delicate fancy and a grace- 
ful style, a bitter-sweet humour, and a 
plentiful endowment of “the finer percep- 
tions.” He has done some good work here, 
and wiU do better — ^when he finds his sub- 
ject, and loses his afiectations. Bead White 
Nights, again says the Baron’s “retainer.” 

Baron de Book-W orks & Co. 


Coming Baronetcy to be Musically 
Noted. — Song for a “ Lullaby” or a “Good 
Kmght” from Eon Giovanni, and dedicated 
by nobody’s permission to Sir Arthur Sey- 
mour Sullivan, would be ‘ ‘ Barty ! Party I ” 
Will Sir Edward Solomon be in it ? Prob- 
ably this is “ another night.” 


LAYS OF MODERN HOME. 

No y.— B utleullss. 

Oh ! bring my Butler back to me ; 

I stray and lapse alone ! 

If this be freedom, to be free 
Were something best unknown. 

He used to look so grand and grave — 

So sad when I was slack ; 

’Twas diffienlt to misbehave — 

Oh, bring my Butler back ! 

In him was nothing fiash nor green — 

A Seneschal confessed ; 

Most people deemed his reverend mien 
Some family bequest. 

And yet but three short, happy years 
Had seen him on our tack, 

And made us verge on Yere de Yeres — 
Oh, bring my Butler back! 

A Pedigree in 
swallow- 
tails, 

He gave our 
household 
“tone ” 

My soul ple- 
beian trips 
and fails 
(See stanza 
first) alone. 

I fall on low 
B ohemian 
ways, 

I doif my even- 
ing black ; 

I dine in blazer 
all ablaze — 
Oh, bring my 
Butler back ! 

I breakfast now 
and smoke in 
bed; 

I wrench the 
bell for coals; 
No master-band 
and master- 
bead 

The day’s 
routine con- 
trols. 

No stately form 
in homage 
curved. 

Our commis- 
sariat’s lack, 
Yeneers with, 
^[Dinner, Sir, 
issei'ved ^'* — 
Oh, bring my 
Butler back ! 

A few old friends drop in at times, 

But ah ! their zest is gone 
No organ voice with awe sublimes 
Brown, J ones, and Bobinson. 

They sound to me quite commonplace, 
Who seemed a ducal pack : 

’Twas he who lent them rank and race — 
Oh, bring my Butler hack I 


And they must think me very queer, 
Each unennobled guest : 

I munch my chop, I quafi my beer 
At meal-times unrepressed, 

I laugh a laughter rude and loud ; 

My little jokes I crack ; 

The parlour-maid with mirth is bowed — 
Oh, bring my Butler hack ! 

Yes ! bring that paragon to me— 

’Tis true he drank my wine ; 

But, as I found it disagree, 

I don’t so much repine : 

’Tis true we missed a little plate 
When he gave us the sack. 

But * ‘ all things come to them that wait ” — 
Oh, bring my Butler hack ! 

That gorgeous grace, that smile severe, 
That look of Lords and Barts, 

These cr3 the charms that most endear 
His image to our hearts. 

The staadard of my broken life 
Witn him has gone to rack, 

And, if it were not for my wife, 

1 ’d bring my Butler back ! 


Jim, OR EEEINE ? 

[An Ediioational Journal recently suggested the 
formation of a “ Guild of Couitesy,” 'with especial 
new to refining the manners and language of the 
youth of the woiking classes.] 

Hail, noble Guild I By all means drive 
Expletives from our highways ; 

They are the rum of our roads, 

The byword of our byways 1 

And rowdies too— to teach them grace 
A philanthropic art is ; 

These subjects for the Guild may well 
Be called the “ Guildy parties ” . 

The lumbering horse-play of the streets. 
Can we its spirits soothe ? 

Will blarneying do ? Or can “ the Bough ” 
Be “ taken with the smooth ” ? 

And there ’s the working girl : cm we 
From yells and rompings wean her ? 

For the demeanour of a Miss 
Is oft a mis-demeanour. 

0 worthy Guildsmen ! Take in hand 
All ages and all classes 1 

Show how to hearts Good Manners’ arts 
Supply the freest passes. 

Do not such terms as these of hope 
Your undertaking roh — 

The “ common peome” — “lower class,” 
“The vulgar,” and “the mob ” ? 

And there ’s our worship of the purse ; 
’Gainst it pray have a tilt 

Oh, gild our manners ! But take care 
They are not silver-gilt ! 


All at Sea. — The Kaiser is reported to be 
so delighted with his visit to the Isle of Wight, 
that he proposes to repeat the journey next 
year. Fond of military display, if he ^oes to 
Byde he will be appropriately accompanied by 
an escort of German Mounted Marines. 





INTERNATIONAL AMENITIES. 


Count Peter wn Strulel [just arrived in Eacjland^ in time for Her Grace's ConceH). Acii ! Totohess I Plow is n ZAT IN Enkland 
TOUR Laties are zoh PsAxiDimL , AND YOUR Chendlemen z6a OCKLYV ' 

Pier Grace, “To-night nearly all the Ladies are English, Count, and the Gentlemen are mostly Foreign, as it 

HARDENS t 


READING THE STARS A LA MODE. 


(Extract -^rom the Note-hooh of the Becretary o, the Earth and Mars 
IntercommimicatiOTi Company^ Limited , ) 


August 10, 1899. — Open this book just to iot down briefly the 
results of our eflorts to hold a conversation with the people living in 
the adjacent planet. _ Get a better notion by this means of what we 
are doing than the minutes can afford. Shall leave this book as an 
heirloom to my successors in office. In 1892, when we were last 
I nearest Mars (only at a distance of 35,000,000 miles or thereabouts), 
we came to the conclusion that the Marsians were trying to speak to 
us. They seemed to be making signals. With the assistance of our 
Hew telescope (six times as powerful as that of seven years ago), we 
made out what we took to be at flrst an old man waving a white hat. 
On more careful inspection, found that the old man was a volcano in 


understand it, as a signal (if it is one) ; they seem to wish to observe 
something like “ Ta^ra-^i'a-hoom-de-ayf Interesting. Popular 
song of fourteen years ago just reached our nearest neighbour in the 
Solar System, Cannot observe more, as the planet is ofl for another 
seven years. 

August 10, 1920. — ^We ought to do something this time. Improved 


telescope ; ^ can see everything. So excellent that we can almost hear 
the Marsians talking Great advance, too, in through-space- 
hurling machinery. We applied this new power to a pea-shooter, 
and, at the first shot, was sufficiently fortunate to hit a Marsian 
policeman on the nose. He^ first arrested an innocent person for the 
assault, hut, on our repeating the signal, he looked up, and shook 
his fist at the Earth. Eventually he traced the source of the j^a- 
shooting. They then began to watch our signals. They were just 
about to reply when we started ofi for another seven years. 

August 10, 1927. — I take up my predecessor's book to continue 
these observations. Deeply interested to see if the inhabitants 
of the neighbouring planet would remember the date, and be on the 
look out for us. Yes, there they were. We have just signalled “ How 
are you ? ” But it has received, as yet, no reply. The Marsians seem ^ 
to be signalling, hut not incur direction. We have just tried another 
message, “ Good morning ; do you use soap ? Ah, this has woke them 
up! They do understand us. They have replied, “ DonH he rude.^^ 
We are greatly eneouraged by this, and have signalled “ The planet 
Mars, we believe ? ” This has elicited no response. Strange! We 
have begged for a reply, and it has just come. Here it is : — “ Don’t 
bother ; can’t attend to yon just now. We are talking with the 
planet Jnpiter.” Time up ! Ofi for another seven years I 

August 10, 1934-. — Just one line to add to the other communieations 
of my predecessors. The Earth and Mars Intercommunication 
Company, Limited, has been merged into the London, Jupiter, Venus, 
Mars, and FTorth Saturn AeriS Bailway Company. During the 
present near approach of Mars to the Earth, an excursion electric 
air- torpedo train will leave the Victoria Station for Pars the Capital 
of Mars. The excursion will he personally conducted by Bajon 
Cook of Ludgate Circus. Betum tickets, Second Class, £1,000; 
Eirst Class (with hotel coupons), Half an ounce of coal. 


a state of eruption. White hat evidently the smoke. Could dis- 
tinctly locate the ocean, Dnahle to discover more, as the planet went 
ofi for another seven years’ cruise. 


August 10, 1906. — Jot down, in compliance with the wishes of my 


predecessor, the transactions of the Company. By the way, my new 
berth is a very pleasant one. Have [nothing to do except every 


seven years, when we aH have to watch Mars like anything. This 
time we have a first-class telescope. EiftY' times as powerful as the 
one of seven years ago. Can count the hairs on a man’s head at ten 
miles’ distance. Mars seems cLuite close to us. There is a first-class 


hotel on one of the mountains, and apparently a very good paper, 
wMch by the way (like everything else on the planet), is red. 
Distmctly made out a man in a boat. Could not attract his attention. 
Stupid donkey ! Have to wait for another seven years. 

August 10, 1913.~Agam ready. Better telescope than one in use 
seven years ago. Find we can now read the Marsian newspapers. 
They are written in same language as our own. Nothing in them 
worth quoting. Evidently ‘ ‘ siHy season ’ ’ over there as well as here. 
Account of the Sea Serpent. Let ofi patent sky-shattering rockets, 
but the inhabitants of the adjacent planet failed to observe them. 
They have arranged bonfires in '\geometrical order, so far as we can 
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HOW IT MIGHT HAVE BEEN SETTLED. 


hand, lie placed them in the turhan he had 
previously used for manufacturing: his pound- 


INFEA DIG. 


/ c* ^ Ji 77** *T J/X ^ y JLV J JUVi. JLLLCliJJL UU.X XJJ.g IXJLO UVJ 

{/Supplementary and Imagznary Despatch not yet cake, and once more repeated his magic Sweet, in a sordid age, it is to find 

received at the Foreign Office . ) f orninla. One Abdiel to enticement bravely blind., 

It will be remembered tbat I bad the bononr To tbe general surprise (and I must not Owe class not tbrall to Plutus. But, burrool 
to report that amongst my suite I had the plea- omit my own individuality from the universal England rej oice aloud, for thou hast two. 
sure to be accompanied by Herr YonPopoff, astonishment) he produced a new Treaty, Sweet are the uses of — Advertisement, 
the celebrated Germano-Pussian prestidigita^ which 1 then had the honour of handing to To huckster souls, whose god is Cent-per- 
teur.^ When I received a despatch from the the Sultan for signature. cent. 

Foreign Office informing me that I was pre- The Treaty (which was subsequently dis- The Mart, the Forum, and — alas! — the Fane, 
mature in destroying the Draft Treaty, covered to contain several important conces- Self-trumpeting, in type, cannot restrain ; 
although that Draft Treaty contained provi- sions to the country I have the honour to The leaded column and the poster smart 
sions that were entirely different to those represent) was then signed, and the pres- Seduce the Histrio ; e’en the thrall of Art 
which the Sultan had already at the time tidigitateur and I retired loaded with Bows to the modern Baal of Pot and Paste, 
accepted and promised to sign, I made up my honours. That deadly foe of Modesty and Taste, 

mind to return to His Sheriffian Majesty with 


That deadly foe of Modesty and Taste. 




mind to return to His Sheriffian Majesty with I have, in conclusion, to beg permission The Poet poses publicly, the Scribe 

a view to setting things right. I considered to wear the Sheriffian Order of the Diamond- Knows how to vaunt, to logroll, and to bribe, 

it advisable to be accompanied by Herr Yon eyed Pig of the Second Class. The Sun-Star But there be those share not the general 

PoPOFF, as I counted upon that eminent con- of] the Emerald Life-sized White Elephant taint; 

juror’s valuable aid to assist me in carrying of the Double First-Class has already been The pestle-wielding Sage, the silk-gowned 
out^ what I venture to submit, was my accepted by Herr Yon Popoff, as that Saint. 

praiseworthy object. gentleman, being a foreign subject, has no Pedeem our fallen race from the dark shade 

When we reached the room the Sultan was need to desire official authorisation to use That would confuse Professions with mere 

occupying, we ^found His Sheriffian Majesty his recently- acquired and extremely bulky Trade. 

regarding with" some indignation, the remains decoration. Ho, briefs and bills of costs may loom too big, 

of the Draft Treaty Harpagon hide be- 

^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ I 1 

cence as the wonder- ■ — " Y ~~ Pariah?” Of course 

worker deliberately .. she is not, we reply, 

extracted eggs from GROUSE DRIVING.”’ not even if she be the 

the Sultan’s arms, „ tv a masoulinest of 

legs, and whiskers. This is what she Imagined it to be in her Dream of the 12th of August. females. S^qme, if 

Having obtained some ' ~~~~ ^ they are Piahs ” at 

dozen eggs by this means, Herr Yon Popoff MEMOPABLE. all, are “ Ma-riahs.” “ Piah,” it may be re- 

borrowed a turban from the Prime Minister, Sm, — So many punning Epitaphs have re- membered, is the abbreviated form of the 
and breaking the eggs into his improvised cently appeared in the Times d propos of name as in the once popular Coster’s song of 
saucepan, mixed the mess into a compact “Bob Lowe,” that I am sure you will now “ What cheer Itiahy^ Whether spelt with 
mass with the assistance of a scimitar kindly allow me to produce and publish what was or without an “ h” is of no consequence, the 
lent for the occasion by the Commander-in- rejected by your Editor j long before the de- Coster not being particular. 

Chief. cease of the above-mentioned eminent States- • ■■ : 

“High cock-alorum jig, jig,^ jig!” ex- man. I thought it, and still think it, tatttq pautatoa-nt 

claimed the Wizard, and in a trice, the eggs uncommonly good ; hut the then Editor said, iiUDiiNbUiN. 

had disappeared, and in their place appeared “Ho — it is unseemly to joke about the de- [Who said at the British Association that a Baty 

a pound-cake. I have the honour to report cease of a living celebrity.’’ How on the was ari animal as interesting as any which had 

that the cake was then cut into small portions good old maxim of “ Nil nisi honumffi I beg heen hr ought -^rom the uttermost parts of the 

and passed round for consumption. His you will produce this, as I ’m sure it is, and Earth. ) 




wm 


“GROUSE DRIVING.” 

This is what she Imagined it to be in her Dream of the 12th of August. 


MEMOEABLE. 

Sir, — S o many punning Epitaphs have re- 
ently appeared in the Times d propos of 


I all, are “ Ma-riahs.” 


“ The PAErAH.’^— 
In the latest copy to 
hand of that wonder- 
ful penn’orth of gos- 
sip and information, 
Salads Journal^^ Yol. 
I. No. 16, and in the 
very first line of the 
light and leading 
article, our “ G. A. S.” 
asks “,1s Woman a 
Pariah?” Of course 
she is not, we reply, 
not even if she be the 
very masoulinest of 
females. Some, if 
■ they are “ Hiahs ” at 
“ Eiah,” it may be re- 


lent for the occasion by the Commander-in- 
Chief. 

“High cock-alorum jig, jig, jig!” ex- 


membered, is the abbreviated form of the 
name as in the once popular Coster’s song of 
“ What cheer Itiah ? ” Whether spelt with 
or without an “ h” is of no consequence, the 
Coster not being particular. 

TO De. LOUIS EOBIHSOH. 


heen brought -^rom the uttermost parts of the 
Earth . ) 


Sheriffian Majesty was good enough to par- always was, uncommonly Jonwm, and like good a™-!? Tit Pn-R-no-c-A^ -nPT-fpnfW -rio-L-f 

take of tbe rather sMe comestible. The wine, all the better for keeping. Here it is 

remainder of the cake was devoured by the ’ tttt. T atf p T at i to repair to the Zoo : 

YY T J ±5. 1j. j^o longer we ’ll see with increasing delight 

By this time the Seltan was in great good ^ quarrelsome Monkey, the hlithe W 

u^TlIe'l^mai^o^X^^es&ei^Draft ™ 

Treaty which were stiR lying unheeded on U always he B. • instead, it, y a' 

XV „ 43 I ’ye seen nothing to equal this; at least, Though it’s scarcely a charm you^ve dis 


the palace fioor. Seeing them his Sheriffian , ? nothing to ^ equal this; at least, 

MajeW roUed his eyes savagely, and sent for hemg a judge of such tlmgs, I may safely say 
the Lord High Executioner. so, addmg humbly, ‘‘ A poor ttong, hut mine 


the Lord High Executioner. so, a 

It was at this crisis that Herr Yon Popoff o'™ 
showed great presence of mind and absolute 
coolness. Without a moment’s hesitation he A( 


Yours, L. S. Peit D’Escaliee. 


coolness. Without a moment’s hesitation he Accidentai. Joke. — ^When does an explo- 
requested that the fragments of paper might sion do no harm ? When a husband blows 
be given to him. T aking them in his right his wife up — and she deserves it. 


Ho longer the need to repair to the Zoo ; 

Ho longer we ’ll see with increasing delict 
The quarrelsome Monkey, the blithe Kan- 
garoo. 

But the “ animal’s interest” shall charm us 
instead, 

Though it ’» scarcely a charm you ’ue dis- 
covered, — at least 

There ’s many a father who ’s pointedly said, 
That his int’resting Babe was a “mere 
little beast I ” 

Seasonable but Unfair.— When you have 

to pay heavily for light refreshments. 
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ATAVISM. 


Proud Mother. “But rlally now, Dr. Birch, don’t you think it rather extra- 
ordinary THAT WE SHOULD HAVE THREE SUCH ClEVER SoNS ? ” 

Dr. JB. “Why, No, my Dear Madam; now you have told me what a remarkably 
Clever Grandmother they had I ” 


ESSENCE OE PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted irom tee Diary oi Toby^ ii.P. 

Home of Co?nmom^ 3Ioniayy Aug. h. — 
Think I mentioned, just before Pr(>ro|^atioin 
how Dunbar Barton, olf ended at disrei^ard 
paid to his warnings by Ministers, protested 
that he would never si>eak again, and should 
thenceforth be known as Dum Bari on. 
Finding him to-night figged out, prepared to 
move Address, reminded him of the incident* 

“ (luite 80 , Toby/^ he said ; you ^re per- 
fectly right. I never did siwak again in that 
House. This is a different thing. Besides. 
Pm not going to make a speech, hut to read 
a paper.’ ’ 

Bather guihhling this ; hut temptation to 
accept invitation to move Address at o|)ening 
of new Session under8t<x)d to be irresistible. 
Believe I ’m the only Member who ever begged 
to be excused. W. H, Cross si^conded 
Address ; speech much mystified House ; 
remains to this day disputed point whether 
he meant to be funny, or was merely mala- 
droit, ^ Fancy he really meant it. Grand 
Cross in Peers’ Gallery, looking on witfi fond 
affection. Life been for him, of late, a 
troubled sheet of water. His counsel about 
not dissolving Parliament till very last 
moment, over-ruled ; eonaeiiuence is, Govern- 
ment are going out ; how India is to get on 
without him, Grand Cross really doesn’t 
know. Situation not soothed by reprehen- i 
sible frivolity of Prince Arthur. Meeting i 
Grand Cross just now, moodily crossing : 
Corridor, Prince said, — “ Well, we’re not the ; 
only parties changing places. I see, from the 
newspapers, that the planet Mars has already 
gone mto Opposition.” 

Grand Cross severely shook his head. 
There are some things too sacred for a joke ; 
his leaving the India Office is one. More- 
over, not free from certain jealousy in the 
matter. ^ Fact is, been, so to speak, “on the 
joke” himself. Modest merit, like murder, 
will out. No use attempting to burke what 
is open secret. All those funereal jokes in 
young Cross’ 8 speech— his “course of obituary 
notices” as Asouith happily put it— were 
really Grand Cross’s. Cross pere com- 
posed them in the seclusion of Bccle Riggs, 
and made them over to his son. 

“Would never 
do, William 
Henry, for a 
"*A man in my posi- 


THE NEXT VIYA YOCE. 

[“ Due consideration will be given in the selec- 
tion of Candidates for Scholarships to proficiency 
in athletics .” — Daily Paper.] 

Examiner {courteously). Have you studied 
any Latin author ? 

Candidate {with hesitation). I once looked 
into Cornelius Nepos, but never could con- 
strue half a dozen lines. 

Exam, have you studied in Greek ? 

Can. Tried the first page of Yalpy, and 
got through the present of rvrrrca — then gave 
it im. 

Exam. Do you know anything about 
Mathematics ? 

Can. Fancy I have heard of the Rule of 
Three, but hanged if I know much about 
Fractions. 

Exam, {a little despairingly). Can you give 
the dates of the four Williams in English 
History ? 

Can. No. Suppose followed one another, 
as shillings of the time of William the 
Fourth still in use. Suppose William the 
First must have heeu about the end of the 
Eighteenth Century, 


Exam, {with new hope). Do you know any- 
thing about Geography? 

Can. Not without a Continental Bradshaw. 

Exam, {nothing daunted). Can you tell me 
the name of the spot which is supposed to be 
the centre of the universe ? 

Can. I haven’t the faintest idea, but 
suppose you mean Monte Carlo. 

Exam, {as a last resource). Do you know 
anything about Law? 

Can. Nothing at all, except 'that one of 
my friends had to pay five pounds, the other 
day, for assaulting a Policeman. 

Exam, {losing his temper). Then what on 
earth do you know ? 

Can. Oidy how to break the record of the 
quarter mile.^ 

Exam, {frightening up). And can you play 
Cricket ? 

Can. {contemptuously). Can I play Cricket ^ 
Why I carried my bat out for 184 against 
Loamshire, with Grace howling his s^test. 

Exam, {cordially grasping his hand). My 
dear Sir, after the satisfactory examination 
yon have just undergone, I shaU have much 
pleasure in recommending you for a Scholar- 
ship. 


fi tion to publicly 
make a joke. 1 
am not sure how 
it befits the J unior 
Counsel for Eng- 
land in the Beh- 
ring^ Sea Arbi- 
tration. But we 
must risk that, 
B they are,” he 
handing Mm a 
et of manuscript in 
ck-edged envelope, 
i may a father’s 
sing accompany 

ere was, as I have 
some hesitation on 
of House as to how 
were to be received, 
he whole, went o# 
The reference to 
> Government, at 
e last hours we have 
A r\n arrived,” and the 

Asquith, Q C. proposal to write their 
®pife^ph,^ brought down the House. Grand 
Cross sitting in Gallery nervously watching 
result, decidedly encouraged. In larger 
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Scientific Wonder of the World, but also the loveliest woman now 

TWO-PENN’ORTH OF THEOSOPHY. living! 

{A Sketch at the Minoton Arcadia.) m, I am. T’m ontothis. Where’s 

my mend r he ’ll pay lor He promised to take care o me, and 
Scene— TAc Agricultural Hall. A large Steam-^Circus is revolving I can’t trust myself anywhere without ’im. 

with its organ^ in full blast; near it is a Iiazzle-Da:;zle’^ \^IIe enters the Show, followed by the Tall Nonentity, and the 


Machine, provided with a powerful mechanical piano. To the 
combined strains of these instruments, the merrier hearts of 
Islington are performing a desultory dance, xohich seems to 
consist chiefly in the various couples charging each other with 
desperate gallantry. At the further end of the Hall is a Stage, 
071 which a Variety Performance is in progress, and along the 
side of the gallery a Switchbach, the rmling thunder of which, 
accompanied by masculine whoops and femmine squeaks, is dis-’ 
tinctly audible. Near the entrance is a painted house-front with 
two doors, which are being pitilessly battered with wooden balls ; 
from time to time a well-directed missile touches a spring, one 
of the doors opens, and an idiotic eifigy comes blandly goggling 


bulk of the bystanders, who feel that the veil is about to be 
lifted, and that twopence is not an exorbitaiit fee for initia- 
tion. Inside is a low Stage, with a roughly painted Scene, 
and a kind of small Cabinet, the interior of which is visible ‘ 
and vacant ; behind the barrier which separates the Stage \ 
from the Audience stands Mile. Scintilla, a young lady in a 
crimson silk blouse and a dai'k skirt, who if not pi'ecisely a 
Modern Helen, is distinctly attractive and reassuringly 
material. 

The (7. C. Oh, I say, if this is a Mahatma, T like ’em ! _ 

[The Sibyl receives this tribute with a smile. 

The Sp. G. {appearing on the Stage as Showman). How, Ladies and 


and sliding down an inclined plane, to be saluted with yells of Gentlemen! [There is one Lady prese7it,ivho stands at the side, by way 
laughter, and ignominiously pushed hack into doinestic pidvacy. of indicating that she declines to give the proceedings any lyioral sup- 


Ayyiidst surroundings thus happily suggesting 
the idyllic and pastoral associations of Arcady, 
is an unpreteyidiyig booth, the placards on which 
announce it to be the temporary resting-place 
of the “ Far-famed Adepts of Thibet,'*^ who are 
therefor a much-yieeded change, after a “ 3500 
years’ residence in the Desert of Gobi.^’’ There 
is also a solemn learning that "'‘it is impossible 
to spoof a MahatynaT lyi front of this booth, a 
fair-headed, rouyid-faced, and Spectacled Gen- 
tleman, in eveniyyg clothes, and a particularly 
crumpled shii't-front—who presents a sort of 
coynpromise betweeyi the Scientific Savant ayid 
the German Waiter has just locked up his 
Assistant in a wooden pillory, for no obvious 
reason except to attract a crowd. The crowd 
collects accordmgly, ayid includes a Comic 
Coachman, who, loith his Fy'iend — a tall ayid 
speechless noneyxtity — has evidently come out to 
enjoy himself. 

The Spectacled Gentleman [letting the Assistant 
out of the pillory, with the air of a man who does 
not often unbend to these fynvolities). How, Gentle- 
men, I am sure all those whom I see around me 
have heard of those marvellous beings— the Mahat- 
mas— and how they can travel through space in 
astral bodies, and produce matter out of notmng at 
all, [Here the^ group endeavour to look as if these 
facts^ were familiar to them from infancy,^ while the 
Comic Coachman assumes the intelUgeyit interest of 
a Fantoynime Clown iyi the price of a property fish.) 
Tery well; but perhaps some of you may not be 
aware that at this very moment the air all around 
you is full of ghosts. 

The Coynic Coachmayi [affecting extreme terroy'). 
’Ere, let me get out o’ this ! Where ’s my friend ? 

The Sp. G, I am only telling you the simple 
truth. There is, boating above the head of each 
one of you, the ghostly counterpart of himself ; and 
the ghost of anybody who is smoking will be smok- 
ing also the ghost of a cigar or a pipe. 

The C. C. [to his attendant Thantoyn). ’Ere, ’and 
me down one o’ your smokes to try, will yer ? 

The Sp. G. You laugh — ^but I am no believer in 
making statements without proof to support them, 


‘ I have here two ordinal y clean 
clay pipes.’' 


port whatever.) You all know that Adepts have 
the power of disintegrating material objects and 
re-integrating them when they please. I haye here 
a hollow mask. [He exhibits a Pantomime deynon 
head.) I place it upon the roof of this cabinet, 
which as you perceive is empty. ^ J raise it — and 
underneath you will see materialised a wonderful 
young lady who consists of a head and nothing else. 
(He discovey's the head of a very Inminyi young 
persoyi with shoi't curly "hair.) How those of you 
who are unmarried would bnd this young lady an 
admirable wife for a man of small income, for, 
having no body, she will cost him 
^ f whatever for her food or 

, YAe C. C. [with a touch of cyni- 
cisyn). She’d make it up in ’ats 
and iDonnets, though; trust ^er! 

The SJioivynan. She is extremely 
sweet-tempered ; and, when she observes a number 
of good-looking gentlemen in the front row, as 
there are to-night, she will smile affectionately at them. 

[The Head gives a very practical confirmation 
of this assertion, ayid the Lady in the 
coryier sniffs with strong disapproval. 

The C. C. ’Ere, 1 say — ^where ’ s my friend ? I want 
to take my ’ook out o’ this— the young Lady’s ’ed is a 
smilin’ at me, and it ain’t good enough, yer know — 
she ’s left too much of herself at ’ome to suit me! 

The Showman [after extinguishing the Head, 
which is giggling helplessly, in the 3Iask), How 
this other young Lady, Mile. Scintilla, known to 
her friends as Spiers,” is equally wonderful in 
her way. It may surprise you when I inform you 
— [here he puts his arm affectionately round the 
SihyVs neck) — that, beautiful as she is, she has 
never been kissed in her whole life I 

The C. C. [with chivalrous indignation). "What? 
Ere, if that ’5 all I 

[He intimates, in pardoynime, his perfect readi- 
yiess to repair this oyyiissmi at oyicp. 

The Showynan. This is owing to the fact that 
she is impregnated with electricity to such an extra- 
ordinary degree, that any contact with her lips will 
produce a shock which would probably prove fatal I 


and I shall now proceed to offer you convincing evidence that what The C. C. Oh, where is that friend 0 ’ mine? [To the Sibyl.) 
I say is true. [Moveynent of startled incredulity iyi group.) I have I come out without my lightnin’ conductor this evenin’, Miss; but 
here two ordinary clean clay pipes. [Produemg them.) How, Sir, I’ve got a friend somewhere in ’ere as T1 he ’appy to represent me. 

(fn i.lvp n n ^ will Trnn nHliooi tyip h-tr r»n+.f:ino* xrmiT* •fino-of in f.lio Hnwla f 'Tiro 'Vnll i.n p-fFnpp Jio.vh&pTV htJ.f. o'v vplya't'Pfl ir\ ir'Hfl 


[to the C. C.) will you oblige me by putting your bnger in the bowls [The Tall Nonentity tries to efface himself, but is relieved to find 
to test whether there is any tobacco there or not ? that the Sibyl does not take the offer seriously. 

The C. C. Hot me. Hone o’ those games for me I Where’s my The Showman. As a proof that I am not speaking without found- 
friend ?— it ’s more in Hs line ! . , , ation, this young lady will allow you to feel her hands, when you 

[The Friend, however, ^ remains' modestly in the background, and, will at once become aware of the electric current. 

after a little hesitation, a more courageous spirit tests the [The Sibyl leans across thebarrier, and tenders a decidedly pretty palm 
bowls, and pronounces them empty. for public pressure, but they'e is the usual reluctance at first to 


bowls, and pronounces them empty. 

The Sp. G. Yery well, I will now smoke the spirit- tobacco in these 
empty pipes. [He puts them both in his mouth, and emits a quantity 
of unmistakable smoke.) How, in case you should imagine this is a 
deception, and I produce the smoke from my throat in some manner, 
will you kindly try my esoteric tobacco, Sir ? [To a bystander, who, 
not without obvious misgivings, takes a few whiffs and produces smoke. 


embrace the opportunity. At length a seeker after truth grasps the 
hand, and reports that he “ can feel a somethinkf^ whereupon Ms 
example is followed by the others, including the C. C., who, fiyidmg 
the sensation agreeable, pretends to be electrified to such an extent 
that he is unable to let go— which concludes the eyitey'tainment. 

Spectators [departing). She ma?/ have ’ad one 0 ’ them galvanic 


as well as a marked impression upon the most sceptical spectators.) belts on for all you can tell. But, mind yer, there’s a lot it^ i 
Having thus proved to you the existence of a Spirit World, allow me all the same. Look at the way he brought smoke out 0 ’ them cloys 1 
to inform you that this is nothing to the marvels to he seen inside for The 0. C. [to Ms Friend). That was a lark, Jim ! But look ’ere — 
the small sum of twopence, where I shall have the honour of intro- don’t you go tellin’ the Missus ; she ain’t on the Me’atmer lay — not 
ducing to you Mile. Scintilla, who is not only the most extraordinary much, she ain’t ! 
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HONOURS EASY. 

Bir K L. {gaily). “ Bakonetted Of course, my Boy— right thing to do 1 Thanks. Ta-Ta I ICareers away, to Iceep up his circulation, 

Mr. P. ‘‘And fou, Mr. Labbv^ ’ E, L. (languvEy), “Oh — ^ah — ^A s for ji/e— I'm out of it— that’s the Truiii." 


■WOT CHER, LABBY? 

[“ Mr. Labouchtre, so he says, has come to London to enjoy the smiles 
of the new Ministry .” — Morning Paper.'] 

Enjoy tRem, dear Labbx, smile hack, if you cau — 

Though your lip has a curl that portends something sinister — 

It is painful, I take it, to flash in the pan. 

While a rival goes ofl with a bang as a Minister. 

But you (you ’re a cynic, that ’s one of the ways, 

And by no means the worst, to get credit for kindness), 

You can smile at this struggle tor titles and praise, 

You can laugh at your friends while you envy their blindness. 

A time, so I fancy you saying, will come ; 

They are not done Yrith Labby, for all their sweet smiling ; 

And they ’re vastly mistaken who think he ’R be dumb, 

Or abandon his amiable habit of riling. 


“ Gtheat Scott I ” — 3Pr, Punch's congratulations to the new Bart, 
of Scott’s Bank, Cavendish Square, with the classic name of Horace. 
His friends will be able to adapt Macaulay’s lines, and teU — 

“ How well Horatius kept the Bank, 

In the biave days of old.” 

Of course, he it understood that “ keeping the Bank” has nothing 
whatever to do with Monte Carlo, or with any game of speculation. 
Ad mwltos anms! And to adapt again — 

“ On Horace ’s head Honours accumulate I ” 


Balfour antd Salisbury.— The late Government couldn’t help 
having a good dash of spirit in it, seeing it was a “B. and S.” 
mixture. How, “ B. and 8.”— ofl! Vide Mr, Punch's Cartoon this 
week. 
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IN OFFICE WITH THE 
LABOUR VOTE. 

{How to deal %oith an Awk- 
ward Matter, according to 
Precedent . ) 

Scene — A Smoking -Room 
and Lounge. Eminent 
Statesman discovered 
filling a pipe. Private 
Secretary in attendance. 

Em. S. Now I think 
all’s ready to begin. 
Mind, my lad, and have 
the tea and decanters in 
readiness when I ring for 
them. Enough chairs ? 

Pri. Sec. Only half-a- 
dozen expected, Sir ; so I 
thought if I got six that 
would be enough. 

Em. S. Quite so. And 
now, my dear fellow, show 
in the Deputation. 

[Private Secretary opens 
dooi\ when enter several 
W orhmen in their Sun- 
day hest^ headed hy 
Pussy M.P. 

Fussy M.P. {with e-ffu- 
sion ). My dear Sir, this is 
a great pleasure. I hope I 
see you well. ^ {Shakes the 
hand of^ Eminent States- 
man with profuse cor- 
diality.) And now, if you 
will allow me. I will intro- 
duce these Delegates. It 
would have pleased them 
better if they could have 
had an Autumn Session, 
but they are quite pre- 
pared to be satisfied vdth 
an interview, as it is in the 
Recess, {Speaking in the 
soft tones of the Mouse at 
Westminster.) Sir ! My 
Right Hon. Friend! It is 
my privilege as well as my 
duty— a most pleasant one 
— to introduce whafc I may 
aptly declare to be the 
most representative body 



notion. But how are you 
to manage it ? 

I Third Mem. of Eep. 

I {louqhh/). That’s your 

j r business, and not ours. 

, , ij W e tell you what we want, 

and you have to cairy out 

— - ourjwishes. 

Em. S, {smiling). You 
mean the wishes of your 
oYrTT class— your order ? 

HI|5 ^ S-ecowc? Metn. Well, 

that’s about it. We do 

^ represent them. Why we 

are sent to you by oyer 

100,000 T 

Em. S. And what is the 
— full complement of your 
^ combined trades ? 

Second Mem. About nine 
millions, but that has no- 
thing to do with it. 

Em. S. With it I Do 
with what ? 

First Mem. of Pep. Why, 
what we require, Bight 

Hon. Sir — what we require I 

First Mem. of Dep. {tri- 
umphantly). Oh, you must 
tell us that I It is not our 
place, but yours — see ? 

Em.^ S. Not exactly. 
But wiU you not join me ^ 
^ [Offers cigai'eties.) And 
now let us get at tne heart 
of the question. Who is 
to do your work for you ? 

First Mem. of Pep. 
{puffing at the tobacco). 
Don’t you think that could 
be done by the Govern- 
ment ? 

,, Em. S. I don’t know. 

^ ^ I am delighted to see you, 

because it is with your as- 
sistance that I propose 
mastering the details of 
the matter. But you really 
must help me. 

Second Mem. of Pep. 
[taken aback). But, I say, 
Sir, is this quite fair ? We 
Why here accustomed to put up 


most representative body Grumpy Husband. “How badly informed Newspapers are’ Why, here accustomea to put up 
of men it has ever been they say, ‘Sir Thomas Grimsbv entertained us and a number op others someone such as he 
my good fortune to meet, at Dinner last night T Entertained’ why, I never was so Bored in Fussy M.P. band 


I, my dear Sir ^ Life ’ " leave it to him to do all the 

Em. S. [interrupting). — talking. 

Thank you very much, but I fancy we can get on better hy talking Em. S. Yes, I know the old-fashioned plan; hut I prefer the 
it over quietly. It ’s very hot, so if you don’t mind, I will take new. Pray go on. How will you get your work done gratuitously ? 
ofi my coat and sit in my shirt-sleeves. [Removes his coat. Fourth Mem. Oh, come ! That’s putting it a little too strong! 

■n -Kjr TX / . -r -i t \ ’ll*- 1 » TCT . J. A. J ‘X. -Vm. - J i . 11 O 


Fussy M.P. [taken aback\. My dear Sir ! 

Members of the Peputation. Thankee, Sir! We’ll follow suit. 

[They remove their coats. 

Em. S. Now you would like to v 

smoke ? Well, my Private Secre- 
tary wiR hand round cigars, cigar- 
ettesj and tobacco. Don’t be shy, ^ 

Consider my house Liberty Hall, ^ 

Well, ^ tell me — what ’s it all ^ 

First Mem. of Pep, [pointing to 
Fussy M.P.) Why he said as how 
he would do all the speaking. [ ^ - 

Enp S. Very likely, and do it 1 

! [bowing to him) very weU, But I V M 

would far rather that you should \ 

speak for yourselves. Come let us ^ 

meet as old friends. Now — what 

Second Mem. of Pep. Why, Sir, ^ 

if yon put it in that pleasant way, \w 
I may say, payment for hours of 
labour put inhy some one else. ^ 

Em. S. Yes, very good. Capital 


We are not accustomed to it. What does it all mean ? 

Em. S. 1 think I can answer you. My ^ood friends, until you 

can get an idea of what you really 
want, you can do nothing — nor 
f >u A h^scve another 

^ appointment to keep, please don’t 

^ detain you. All I can wish 

c yGii I do wish yon. May yon all 

Mem. Well, Sir, if yon 
won’t see ns any more, good-bye ! 

Good-bye! Mind the 
steps! Good-bye! [The Peputa- 
Epainent Statesman 
turns his attention to other matters 
voith a smile of satisfaction. 


“Excelsior ! or Straight Up ! ” 
— Sir Douglas Straight was 
loiighted last week. N.B.^ — Would 


have been mentioned earlier, if we 
had had the straight tip. 
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’ARRY 


VENICE. 


Dear Chakiie, — ’Ow ’ops it, my ’early? He seemed mixed up ■with. Portias, aad Doges, 

'VattuC! •f’.'UTil'U' ^C! df-ill ITA •in T'AXim omo-nf rt-oTo Q-n/1 /IrnTrana Ty-nrv'rtrc! xtmf 


Old Shyloch turns u^ quite permiskus, and r Ad a seat in my ship, and seemed skeery. 
always upon the lull trot ; ' J cheered ^er up — wot do you think ? 


Yours truly ’s stiU stived up in Town. 
Won’t run to a ’oliday yet, mate. I ’m long 
in^ to lay on the brown 


smart gals, and the dickens knows wot. 
All kep waving their arms like mad semy- 
phores, doin’ the akrybat prank, 


By a blow irom the briny, but, bless yer, As if they was swimming in nothinl?;, or ’ail- 
things now is as bad as they’re made Ttonir 


ing a ’bus for the Bank. 


I cheered ’er up — wot do you think ? 
“No danger,” sez I, “not a mossel! Now 
is there, old lollipop-legs ? 

Sit ’ere, Miss, and trim the old barky 1 Go 
gently now, young ’Am-and-Eggs ! 

’Ow much for yer mustard-striped kicksies P 
Way-oh I Wy, you nearly run down 


Hinduenzas Selections, and cetrer, has j sez to a party beside me, “Oldman, wot The Eyhalto that time you pung josser, 
bloomin nigh bunnicked up Trade. a-l_ j.a.. on ’ I T Miac. LaUI 


the doose does it men7i ? ” 




iify screw’s bin cut down hy a dollar ; along Sez he, “A dry attic, yer know, of wich 
of ’ard times, sez our bloke. Yenice, yer see, wos the Q,ueen. 

I did mean doin’ It’ly tliis year ; hut sez That cove in a nightcap ’s the Doge ; for an 
Luck, “ Oh, go ’ome and eat coke ! ” old ’un he can move ahont. 

Leastways, that ’s as I hunderstand ’er. A They had G. 0. M.’s, mate, in Yenice ; of 
narsty one, Luck, and no kid ; that there is not the least doubt. 

Always gives yer the rough 

of ’er tongue when n. 

you’re quishy, or short | 

of a quid. _ | ^ I 

When I ’eard about Yenice ~ 

in London, I thinks to — ^ i 

myself, mate, thinks I, — 

’Ere’s a ’oliday tour on the ^ 

okeap ! ’Ere ’s a barney ' •' '''* 

as ’Arry must try. , ^ 

No ^Continong ^ ^ year, ' | ^ ^ 

^ ^olmn^^e^for^a to at ^ ^ ^ 

’Owsomwer I nmstirtfeelo- 

To see Venice tbe Bride of the Sea, as set “That’s Vetioeb Pisahi, the Hadniiral; 

forth in them sixpenny books. t’other is General Zeho 

Bless his twirly merstache, he ’s a twicer, Defending the State, I persoom, and they ’re 
this Imee Ejealfy, dear hoy, ’a-ving a fust-class old beano. 






Look bout, Miss, he ’ll crack your sweet 
crown ! ” 

Zflir/, Cfahlte P She did a fair chortle. I 
Uive sech a way %vith the shes. 

We ’ad six sixpennorths together — I tell you 
’twos go-as-you-please I 
Modern Venice, took out of a toy-box, with 
palaces fourteen foot ’igh • 
And Biidges o’ Sighs cut m 
, pasteboard, is laiks all 

I the same, and no iiy. 

Sort o’ cosy romantieky f eel- 
' ing a -paddling along 

\ ' them canals, 

^ . \ j AYith the manderlines 

twangiing all round, 
j andtiielarf of the gayest 

^^ 7 / f 7 of gals 

Gurgling up through the 
irightalian hair- 
\ y though it do ’ave a 

aT y . I cockney bed snift, — 

^ ^ f ^ Wy it ’s better than spooning 
at Marlow with Moi,ly 
^ ^ Molloy in a skiff. 

/ i ^ ^olt like Lord Byron, I tell 

^ ^ 1 ^ " yor ; I stretched myself, 

ft3> - orty-like, bout. 

& And wished it coula go on all 

n night, wich my pardner 

ditto, no doubt. 

^ " If Modern Y enice in minichur e , 

0 1 Cn iRLiD, ain’t really so 

I dusty, you bet ; 

k I "WOS quite a Bassanio in 

^ breeks, and 1 ain’t lost 

the twang of it yet 
My Portia wos Polly Maria ; 
L tipped me her name 

fair and free; 

m /m ' ^ pootier young mossel 

> o’ muslin, 1 never ’ad 

^ <r^ ' perch on ?ny knee. 

^ No side on ’er, nothmk low- 

^ lived, Charlie, lady- 

like down to the 


ground, 

I called ’er my fair ‘ ‘ Bride of 
Venice.” In fact, we 
wos ’appy all round. 

She said I wos ^er form to a 
bounce, and if anyone 
looked more 0. K., 


To see Yenice the Bride of the Sea, as set “That’s Yettore Pisani, the Hadniiral; In a nobby Gondoler than me, well that chap 
lorth ixL them sixpenny books. t’other is General Zeno ’adn’t travelled ’fir way ; 

®l®ss his twiidy merstache, he’s a twicer, Defending the State, I persoom, and they ’re Wich wos Barnsbury Park— so she whispered, 
this Imre Ejraley, dear hoy, ’aving a fust-class old beano. with sech a sly giggle, dear boy I 

Aad he give me a two horns’ spektarJde old Wy Pedeo_ the Sbconp, of Cyprus, and I sez “ Bully f or Imee Kiealpt ! His Show 


Leightoit hisself might enjoy. Portia is ma( 

Bit puzzUng the “Pageant” is, Chaeeie, Sicc 

until that Synopsis you ’ve read ; doubt we sha 

Wish I ’d mugged it all up overnight ; but I I sez, “ Thankee 
carn’t get it straight in my ’ead. You do know 

Sort o’ mixture of Shyhch and Byron, with Then the fight at 

Othello chucked in, rum pully-haully a 

Muddled up with ‘ Chioggian wars,” as But the victory Perces 
seemed mostly blue fire and bright tin, so was the AI 


But the scenes wos ''splendiferous, Charlie. way as they worked the gondolers, 

About arf a mile o’ stage front, them streaky-legged chaps, wos a treat. 

With some thousands of ’eroes and supers, as But the best o’ the barney cam® arter. I 
seemed all the time on. the ’unt. took a gondoler, old man, 

Lor ! ’ow they did scoot up and down that Snrt n’ ■waHHItt WnAlr aaHia nfllAQf 


Tortia is made a rum blend is a thing to henjoy I ” ! 

With Turps Siccory’s Revels, and so on, no i*a OTrAT>rrT? rni « ’ 

doubt we shall twig at the bend.” Ana so it^ is, Oh^lie, old hoyster. The ^ 

T rnt 1 t ^ music IS twangly, I own, 

I sez, Thankee ! that ’s werry instructive. And if I ’ve a fancy myself, ’taint hexactly ’ 
You do know a lot, rnate, you do I ” the Great Xylophone ; 

Then the fight at Chioggia came on. Sech a But the speeches of musical scratch-hacks 
rum pully-haully all through. the dancers keep time with so pat, 

But the Victory Percession wos proper, and In that fairy-like Carnival Bally, fetched 
so was the All Frisky Polly, ah, all round ’er ’at I 
And the way as they worked the gondolers. tLa-i- tx n t.* 

them streaky-legged chaps, wos a treat. the*]^ge^s StSS’argJ^ 

But the best o’ the barney cam© arter. I And like all the “Four Seasons” in one! 

took a gondoler, Oldman, “WeH,” sez Polly, “ Ido Hke ’em large, 

fcSoxt o wobbly black comn afloat, and per- Them Venetian pork-pies ain’t mu fanev. no 

WAJlrvW r%'v\ T!» .. a * ^ ^ 


seemed all the tune on the ’unt. took a gondoler, old man, “ WeH,” sez Polly, “ I do like ’em large’ 

Lor I ow they did scoot up and down that Sort o’ wobbly black coffin afioat, and per- Them Venetian pork-pies ain’t my fancy, no 
there stage at the double, old man, PeHed on the rummiest plan room for no trimmings above. 

Ail their legs on the waggle, like flies, and With one oar and a kind of notched post. They wouldn’t suit Barnsbury Park, though 
their armour a-chink as they ran ! | But a dressy young party in pink thev mis-ht do * The Castle of T.ove > I 


they might do * The Castle of Love ’ I ’ 
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Sort o’ needled her somehow, I fancy ; hut, bless yer, I soon put I approach “ Mr.” with a furtive clandestine air, and observe cheerily, 


that straight. 


“ i hope to remain here a month.” “ Certainly, Sor ; is better you 


G-als is wonderful touchy on togs I Covent Carden piled high on a plate do ; will be se same as last year ; I gif you se same appartement, you 
With a blue hostrich-feather all round it, mayn^t be man’s hidea see.” — This with an air of favour. I thank him profusely — for 


of a tile, 


nothing. My bill tuims out to be higher than if I had been over- 


But I battered her taste a rare bat, and soon ’ad her again on the charged separately for everything. “Mr.” is the Master of the Arts 
smile. of extras. He does not wish to make a profit ; oh no I but — ahem — 

WeU, “Venice the Bride of the Sea,” is wuth more than one visit, ^^for the outsiders who__str.aggle in casu^y for 


luncheon and want to be sharp with “Mr.” mterwards, they are 


Andl’vegotahengagement next week to go there with the same 


poqty gal. 

I ’m going to read up the subjeck, I ’ll cram for it all I can carry. 
For I’m bound to be fair in the know if young Polly should 
question Yours, ’Arut. 

INNS AND OUTS. 

Ho. I.— “ Mister.” 


for a potato-salad. — “If you haf pertatas, you pay for pertataa.” — 
Talleyrand conld not have been more unanswerable. 

“Mr.” is immense at entertainments ; it is “ Mr.” who organises 
“Se Spanish Consairt,” “ Se Duetto of se Poor Blinds,” and, of 
course, “Se Bal”; he is very proud of his latest acquisition~the 
Orchestrion that plays the dinner down. To see “Mr.” dispatch 
itinerant minstrels would do our County Council good. 

“Mr.” knows our compatriots an fond ; he makes no extra charge 
for toast at breakfast, and you only pay half-a-crown for a pot of 


In a “Grand Hotel” again; abroad; never mind which or where ; George the Third Marmalade, to lubricate it withal. Five-o’clock 
have experienced many Inns and many outings, but find all Grand tea comes up at six, just as at home. He makes much of Actors, 
Hotels much the same. “ Lawn- tennis, English Church in the Peers, and Clergymen. Sunday is a great day for “ Mr.” He directs 
Spadous Grounds, good station for friends of the Msch- Sport . everyone to the English Church in “ The Grounds ” — (fifteen benches 


—But the quintessence of Grand- Hotelism is “Mr.” in his Bureau. 

The main thing about “ Mr.” is his ^ 

frock- coat ( “ made in Germany ” ) . ^ It \ 

is always buttoned ; he is never with- 

out it; I believe he sleeps in it. Divest ^ 

him of this magician’s robe (so to speak) 

and he would be powerless. 

The Hotel omnibus clatters in; /TT 

“Mr.” confronts us, smiling and 
serene, with his two Secretaries of II 

Legation. He discriminates the Inn- ^7?//f//M 

comers at a glance. — “Humero 10, / /S7 m'// 7/ ,/(l/ 

11, 12, entresol ; ” for Hoah-hke Pater- ^ 

familias with Caravan; “Humero 656, ^ \ 

for se Leddy’s med;” “ Humero 80, 

for me, the soi^-disant Hahitue it’s iHI/ )///V / 

the room I ’m supposed to have always m ti j 

had, so I pretend to like it. One Unre- B 1 (I i j 

munerative - looking Pedestrian, in J ii !k \\ V 

knickerbockers, is assured that, if he J j vnfS 

waits half a day or so, he may get an f I | w 

attic — ‘ ‘ Back of se house ; fine view ^ 

of se sluice-gate and cemetery.”. — 

U.-L. P. expostulates; he has tele- // x 

graphed for a good room ; it ’s too bad. jj 
— ‘^Yer’ sawy, but is quite complete ) 

\ now, se Hotel.” U.-L. P., furious; J 

“Hang it,” &c. “Mr.” deprecates 

this ingratitude — “Yer’ sawy, Sor; but 
if you don’t like,” (with decision), “ se 

whole wide wurrld is open to, you!” „„ . . , , 


and one tree, with a fountain between them ) ; and then goes ofi to 

play cards, but always in his frock- 
coat. The “ Chaplain ” gets his break- 
fast-egg gratis ; and a stray Bishop 
writes, Nothing can exceed the com- 
^ Hotm,” in that Doomsday 

Yisitors. 

^tTT When you depart — and, abroad, this 

is generally about daybreak — “Mr.” 

always on the spot, haughty, as 
becomes a man about to be paid, but 
(mHW k considerate; there is a bouquet in 
. / mMImmh |\ petticoats for the Entresol — even, for 

^ imilrnlm I iilm ^ condescending word. “ When 

millBil imk Shones m London,, you 

^ IllWk ^ 'inake se Gulf-- 

r nlMk. I don’t know who the dickens 

mM ilmm ^ snigger. It all 

^ Mm from that miserable fiction of 

//^ being an Habitue, Sans adieux f 

ejaculates “Mr.,” who is great at 




f f 

ft €!//.•:/ 


wxjLUic wJLue wuiTiu IS open ko you i ' xi. n 1 . X 1 X xi u xi TT T -n > XT 4? n ' T X a jjiiuy uis 

Pedestrian retires, threatWg to write ® through tho P. s Norfolk-jacket.” 


languages ; so am I, but, somehow, 
find myseli saying “ Good-bye” quite 
naturally. A propos of languages, 
‘ ‘ Mr.” is very patient with the Ladies 
who will speak to him in so-called 
f' French or German, when they say, 
^ Oii est le JPortier?^^ or “^5 ist 
sehr schon heute^'* he replies, in the 
iA' genuine tongue. I once overheard 
, , „ a Lady discussing the chances of rest 
and quiet in the “Grand Hotel.” 


to the Times, Preposterous ! as if the Editor would print anything 
against “ Mr.” I “ Mr.’s” attitude majestic and martyred; Casa- 


“ Old test une grayxde rests , said she. It only puzzled “ Mr.” for 
a moment. ^Harfaiternent,, Madame ; e'est ravissant^ n^est^cepas ^ ” 


BIANCA in a frock-coat! Bless you! he knows us all, better than we and then “Mr.” sold her the little Hand-book, composed by the 
know ourselves. He sees the Cook’s ticket through the U.-L. P.’s Clergyman, on which he receives a commission. 

Norfolk-jacket. — 

When “ Mr ” is not writing, he is changing money. The sheepish 
Briton stands dumb before this financier, and is shorn— of the ex- NEED 1 SAY MORE? 

change, with an oafish fascination at “ Mr.’s ” dexterous manipu- t j o 

lation of the rouleaux of gold and notes. Nobody dares haggle with ^ x +v ^ 5 

“Mr.” When he is not changing money, he is, as I hive said. And need I say I thought her 3 ust di^^^^ 

writing, perhaps his Reminiscences. It is “Mr.” “What gif you 

se informations ; ” and what questions ! The seasoned PensiWaire said she never could be mme ! 

wants to know how she can get to that lovely valley where the Tiger- My Uncle was a Baronet, and wealthy, 

lilies grow, without taking a carriage. The British Matron, where But old, iR-tempered, deaf, and plagued with gout ; 

she can buy rusks, “real English rusks, you know.” A cantankerous I was his heir, a pauper young and healthy ; 

tripper asks “why he never has bread-sauce with the nightly My Uncle— need I say ?— had cut me out. 

chicken.” And we all troop to “Mr.” after breakfast, to beg him 

to affix postage-stamps to our letters, and to demand the precise I swor^and need I say the words I muttered r 

time when “ they wiU reach England ; ” as if they wouldn’t reach _ Sir BDector married Kate, and changed his wiU. 

at aR without “Mr.’s” authority. It gives the nervous a sense Dry bread for me ! For her the tea-cake buttered. 

- -■ * ■ “ I starved— and, need I say, I ’m starving stiR ! 


of security to watch “Mr.” stamping envelopes. It is a way of 
beginning the day in a Grand Hotel. 

“ Mr.” gives you the idea of not wishing to make a profit; but he 
gives you nothing else. You wish to be “ en pension ” — “ Yer’ weR, 
Sor, it is seventeen francs (or marks) the day ; ” but you soon dis- 


“YAr’wpn Garret Knight”— Sir Blundell Maple. Likewise that 

Sir B. M. is “ a Knight of the Round Table.” [N.B. Great rush to 

OU. SUUU uib- .1 X. ‘X — jLi » T *1.1- X.1 


Uat uot i^e “auarr’’ these. ContriBution-Box joke-full of ’emT Impossible, there 

SI wK y”™ ” b’oS^Jm ’Then tLIe is^e perfSsiVe to decide “ ..ho spoke first.” Beward of Merit still iu hand.] 


lady, who perhaps, may be stopping a week or more, but her plans 
are undecided — at any rate six days — “ WiR ‘ Mr.’ make a reduc- 


SuGGESTiON. — The Music-and-Hartland Committee wRl permit the 
tion? ” “Mr.” however, continues” his manuscript, oh ever so long ! I performance of brief “ Sketches ” in the Music Halls. Wouldn’t 
and smRes ; his smRe is worse than his Mte I I, the HaUtuS^ j Harmonies ” hy our own Whistler be more appropriate ? 
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AN EARNEST POLITICIAN. 

“I’m very glad Sir Percy Planiagenex was returned, Miss ' 
“Why,— ABE YOU a Primrose Dame?” 

*^0, Miss,— BUT my ’Usband is ! ” 


TIP TO TAX-COLLECTORS. 

{After EerricFs “ Counsel to Girh.'') 

A Song or the ExcHBauER. 

Am — “ Gather yerose-hds wh%le ye may,^^ 

Gtather ye Taxes while ye may, 

The time is fleetly flying ; 

And tenants who ’d stnm;^ up to-day, 
To-morrow may be shying. 

That annual “Lump,” the Income Tax, 
StiR higher aye seems getting ; 

The sooner that for it yon “ ax,” 

The nearer yon ’R be netting. 

That payer ^s best who payeth first 
The Exchequer’s pert purse- stormer : 

As the year wags still worse and worst 
Times, still succeed the former. 


Then be not lax, bnt keep your time, 
And dun, and press, and harry; 
Tax-payers shirk, nor deem it crime, 
If long Collectors tarry. 


“ "Where Shall we Go ? ” is of course an 
important subject in the holiday-time, and 
one to which Salads Journal deyotes a column 
or two weekly ; hut a still more important 
one is How shall we go and naving 
totted up the items there comes the final 
q^uestion, Where shall we stagf^^ And 
the wise, but seldom-given answer is — 
“ At HomeJ In any case, the traveller’s 
motto should always he, “ Wherever you go, 
make, yourself quite at Home”— and stay 
there, may be added by the London Club 
Cynic, who wants everything all to himself. 


THE LOST JOKE. 

[A Song of a Sad hut Common Expcrieiue. ) 

Am “ The Lost Chord J 

Seited one day in my study 
I was listless and ill at ease, 

And my fingers twiddled idly 
With the novel upon my knees. 

I know not where I was straying 
On the poppy- clustered shore, 

But I suddenly struck on a Sparkler 
Which faiily made me roar. 

I have joked so?ne jokes in my time, Sir, 
But this was a Champion Joke, 

And it fairly cut all record 
As a humoristic stroke. 

It was good for a dozen of dinners, 

It was fit to crown my fame 
As a shaijor of sheer Side-splitt( rs, 

Dor which I have such a name. 

It flooded my spirit’s twilight 
Like the dawn on a dim dark lake, 

For I knew that against all rivals 
It would fairly “take the cake. ’ 

I said I will try it to-morrow,— 

I won’t even tell my wife, — 

It will certainly fetch Lord Fumm d h;, 
And then— I am made for lite ! 

It links two most distant meanings 

Into one perfect chime 

# # # # ^ 

Here my servant broke the silence, 

And said it was dinner-time 1 

I have sought, but I seek it vainly, 

That great Lost Joke of mine, 

Which had slipped from my mind en- 
tirely 

When I sat me down to dine. 

It may he that something some day 
May bring it me back again ; 



But I only wish — confound it I — 

I had fixed it with pencil or pen. 

It may be that luck— bright Angel I— 
May inspire me once more with that 
stroke, 

But I fear me ’tis only in Limbo 
I shaR light on my great Lost Joke I 


Mrs. R , who has been busy with her 
juniors, tells us that she has been horrified 
to learn from her Flephew, who has been 
fighting the Slave- hunters on the Congo, 
that in that country they “preserve” the 
bodies of their enemies. He writes to her — 
“ I have ‘potted’ several Arabs.” 
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FROM THE PARTICULAR TO THE GENERAL. 


“I SAY, Old Chappie — What tremendous high Chairs you’ve got — One’s Feet 
POSITIVELY Dangle ' ” 


THE SONG OE THE BAE. 

Work, work, work ! 

Sang Hood, in the “ Song of the Shirt f 
Of the seamstress slave who worked to her 
grave 

In poverty, hunger, and dirt. 

Work, work, work I 
The Bar-maid, too, can say, 

Work for ten hours, or more ; 

Oh, for “eight hours ” a day ! 

Is she a happier slave 
Where gilding and mirrors abound ? 

Of what can she think when eternal drink 
Is the cry of all around F 
Stand, stand, stand ! 

Serving sots from far and near ; 

Stand, stand, stand! 

More whiskey ! More brandy I More beer ^ 

Possibly some one may say, 

“ What can that matter to us ? 

She is frail, frivolous, gay ; 

She is not worth a fuss.^^ 

Prig, all her life is a snare, 

You, S9 excessively good, 

Would pity her rather if there 
Once for ten hours you stood. 

How would you feel at the end ? 

You may not think she is fit, 

Ouite, for your sister’s friend — 

Is she too wicked to sit? 

Stand stand, stand ! 

In the smoke of pipe and cigar, 

Always to think of eternal drink ; 

Oh, pity the Slave of the Bar I 


By a Ribbon G-erl who has been to 
France. — “ Sure the town itself must be 
full of go-a-head young women that a decent 
female wouldn’t be seen spaking to — else 
why is it called Belle-Fast f ” 


THE OPEEA IN THE EUTUEE. 

{As suggested hy Musical Fauvers.’*) 

Scene — Interior of Covent Garden on a Sub- 
scription Night. The house is filled in the 
parts reserved for Subscribers. The re- 
mainder of the Auditorium is less 
cjowded. The Overture is over^ when 
there is a loud cry for the Manager. 
Enter before the Curtain Courteous 
Oeutleman, who hows^ and waits in an 
attitude of respectful attention. 

Eetson in the Amphitheatre. I say, 
Mister, look ’ere, after charging me sixpence 
for a seat, I ’m ’anged if they don’t want an 
extra penny for a bill of the play. 

Courteous Gentleman. Highly improper, 
Sir. I will look into the matter to-morrow, 
and if you are kind enough to identify the 
attendant who has attempted this overcharge, 
I will have him dismissed. And now, with 
your permission, your Royal Highnesses, my 
Lords, Ladies, and Gentlemen, we will go on 
with the Musical performances. 

\The Opera continues. At the end of the 
Third Act there is another cry for the 
Manager. The Courteous Gentleman 
re-enters before the^ Curtain^ as before. 

Very Stout Person in the Amphitheatre 
Stalls. I say, look here— I paid two shillings 
for this seat, and the back ’s coming off. 

Cour. Gen. Perhaps,^ Sir, you have been 
leaning with a weight it is unable to bear, 

V&ry S. P. Never mind about that. As I 
pay two shillings for my seat, I expect you to 
stop the show unto, it ’s mended. 

Cour. Gen. As the show (as you call it, Sir) 
costs about two pounds a minute, 1 fear that 
would be rather an extravagant proceeding. 
If I may suggest, I would counsel you to 
change your seat to a more perfect one. 

Very S. P. I like thatj. and get turned 
out by someone who had reserved it. No, 


thankee ! But there, after all, I am rather 
heavy, so let ’s say no more about it. 

Cour. Gen. I am infinitely obliged to you. 
\_Exit, The Opera continues until the com- 
mencement of the last Act, when there is 
a frantic cry for the Manager. The 
Courteous Gentleman again appears 
before the Curiam. 

Voices from the Cheaper Farts of the 
House. Here, cut it short! Let ’s get to the 
end. Let ’s see how the story finishes ’ 

Cour. Gent. I am at your disposal. 

Spokesman. Well, look here, Mister. 
There ’s a lot of us here who want to catch the 
11*40 train, so can’t you cut the performance? 

Cour. Man. Although your proposal, Sir, 
may cause some trouble and complications, I 
will honestly do my best. {^Bows and exit. 

Curtain. 


TO THE BOLLEE-SEATING EIENB. 

0 BOY ! — 0 injudicious boy ! — 

Who, swayed by dark and secret reasons, 
Dost love thine elders to annoy 
At sundry times and frequent seasons, 
Why hast thou left thy tempting top — 

Thy penny-dreadf Til’s gory garble — 

Thy blue and- crimson lollipop— 

Thy aimlessly meandering marble ? 

TW catapult, so sure of aim, 

In cold neglect, alas ! reposes. 

And even “ tip-cat’s ” cherished game 
No longer threatens eyes and noses ; 

Thy tube of tin (projecting peas) 

At length has ceased from irritating ; 

But how much worse than all of these 
Thy latest craze— for roller-skating ! 

For, mounted on twin engines dread, 

Thou rushest (with adventures graphic) 
Where even angels fear to tread, 

Because there ’s such a lot of traffic. 

At lightning- speed we see thee glide, 

(With m^ice every narrow shave meant), 
And charge thine elders far and wide. 

Or stretch them prone upon the pavement. 



Round corners sharp thou lov’st to dart, 
(Thon skating imp ! Thou rolling joker !) 
And hit in some :projectmg part 
The lawyer staid, or solemn broker. 

Does pity never mar thy glee, 

When upright men with torture double ? 
Oh, let our one petition be 
That thou may’st come to grievous 
trouble I 
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A FATAL OBJECTION. 

“Hother, are the Wondergilts very Rich?’* 
“Mother, I hope we shall never be Rich 
“It must be so Very Expensive ' ” 




“Yes, Silvia, very,’ 
“Why, Darling?” 


Waterloo, the Temple Gardens, and site of j 
ancient Carthai?e to onr list. W e can do it ! 
very cheaply lor you, Sir, if your order is a 
largre one. 

Pos. Cm, How about the papers ? ^ 

3Ian, Dtr. Well, we insert advertisements 
in them, too. Shall we begin with three 
columns in aU. the leading journals ol the 
world ? 

Pos, Cm, Ho, thank you. 1 think I will 
commence on a somewhat smaller scale. 

( Gives document.) Here is an order for three 
inches for one insertion on the leader-page of 
the Pimlico Pump, [Exit, 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted prom the Diary oi Toby, M.T. 

House of Lords^ Monday^ August lUh , — 
Lords met to-day in charmingly casual way. 
Since they were last here, Government been 
defeated ; the Mareiss out, Mr. G. in, and all 
that means or portends. Hot many present, 
but the Maejciss in his place smihng in unaf- 
fected joyousness, jnst as Prince Aethue did 
in Commons when the end came. 

“Very odd,’' said Pickeesgili., pressing 
his hat to his bosom; “it seems nothing 
amuses the Cecils and their family belong- 
ings so much as a reverse at the Poll.” 

The Maekiss in such exuberant good 
humour at seeing Kimbeeley opposite to him, 
conld not resist temptation to try on little 
joke. It was not, he said, either desirable 
or usual that he, as outgoing Minister, should 
say anything on present occasion. But per- 
haps Rimbeeley would oblige, and would 
give House full exposition of intentions 
of new Ministry with respect to foreign 
and domestic affairs. Kimberley gravely 
answered, that not yet being Minister of the 
Crown, nor having had opportunity of con- 
sulting with his colleagues, he was unpre- 
pared to make statement on subject. 


ADVEETISING IN EXCELSIS. 

Scene of the Universal Advertise- 
ment ^ Stations Company^ s Offices. 
Managing Director discovered presiding 
over a large staff of Clerks, Enter 
Possible Customer. 

Possible Customer,^ J. see from the papers 
that it is proposed to turn the Suez Canal to 
account by erecting hoardings— have you 
anything to do with it ? 

Managing Director, Ho, Sir ; hut we do a 
very la^e cosmopolitan business of the same 
sort. Have ;^u anything to advertise ? 

Pos, Cus, Well, yes — several things. For 
instance, I am bringing out a new sort of 
Beer, Can you recommend me good stations 
for that? 

Man, Dir, Certainly, Sir. We have con- 
tracted for the whole of the best positions in 
I the Desert of Sahara, If you get out a good 
poster in Arabic, it should be the means of 
[ furthering the trade amongst the Arabs, 

1 Pos, Cus, Thanks. Then I have a fresh 
Pill. What about that ? 

Man, Dir, Well, Sir, pills (excuse the 
I pleasantry) are rather a drug in the market ; 


hut I think we might try it amongst the 
Esquimaux, We have some capital cross- 
roads in the Arctic Regions, and a really 
commanding position at the North Pole. 

Pos, Cus, What can I do with a newly- 
patented Disinfectant P 

Man, Dir. We have the Spire of Cologne 
Cathedral, and both sides ot the Bridge of 
Sighs ; in fact, if you like to push the sale in 
Venice, we would offer you the front of the 
Doge’s Palace on the most advantageous 
terms. 

Pos, Cus. Then I have an Everlasting 
Boot. 

Man. Dir. I must confess, Sir, that hoots 
(you will excuse the pleasantry) are rather 
worn out ; hut perhaps the Himalayas (where 
we have all the summits vacant) might suit 
your purpose. 

Pos. Cus, W ell, I will give your suggestions 
my best consideration. 

Man. Dir. {anxious to trade). Can’t I 
tempt you, Sir, with a million hills or so ? 
W enave all the best Royal Palaces in Europe, 
and the most frequented of the Indian | 
Temples. There is scarcely a spot of anyi 
historical interest that we have not secured 
for our hoardings. Just added the Field of 



“Very Oddi" 

In this dilemma Denman came to front. 

“Mv Lords ” he said. What more he 

would have uttered is lost to posterity. 
Maexiss had moved adjournment of House, 
and Halsbtjey, who has had long practice 
on this particular wicket, promptly bowled 
Denman out, by putting question and decla- 
ring it carried. Denman stood moment 
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Bless me ! ” 


looking:, more in sorrow than anger, at noble Lord^ hurrying out 
with unwonted agility. 

“ They made a mistake,’’ he murmured ; ‘‘especially Halsbuky. 
All I wanted was to propose Yote of thanks to him for the grace and 
dignity with which he has presided over Debates in this House, and 
the manner in which he has, by his dispensation of patronage, pre- 
served the highest traditions of his office, and even raised its lofty 
tone. Too late now, too late ; ” and the old gentleman putting his 
crumpled papers in his pocket, and wrapping Ms soiled pocket- 
handkerchief round the knob of his walking-stick, strode sadly 
forth. 

Perhaps it was sight of this pathetic figure that sobered the 
Makkiss. Anyhow, as we walked out toge- 

§# ther, found him in subdued mood, more 
fitting the occasion than that assumed when 
addressing House. “ All over at last, 
Toby,” he said; “and I may go down to 
Hatfield, take off my coat, and have a day’s, 
or even a week’s serene pleasure in my 
workshop. I’m nobody of any account now, 
ni Premier, ni Foreign Minister. Do you 
remember the lines written by an unknown 
hand on the ruins of Berytus, which 
Tktphon, King of Syria, sacked a hundred 
and forty years before the Star rose at Beth- 
lehem ? I was thinking of them just now, 
even when I was chaffing Kimbebley : — 

‘ Stay not your course, 0 !Marineis, or me, 

Nor furl your sails — is not my harbour dry ? 
Nought but one vast, forsaken tomb am I. 

But steer for other lands, from sorrow free, 

"Where, by a happier and more prosp’rous shore, 
Your anchor ye may drop, and rest your oar.* ** 

“Not at all,” I said. 

Bather an inadequate remark, I see, when 
Ifcome to write it down. I’d say some- 
thing better if the Mabkiss would repeat 

Business done. — Maekiss announces Besig- 
nation of Ministry. 

Bless me ! ” -r-r 

JBCouse of Commons^ Thursday ^ — House 

seems to have been meeting all day. Began at three o’clock ; 
Sitting suspended at half-past; resumed at 4*30; off again till 
nine ; might have been continued indefinitely through night, only 
thunderstorm of unparalleled ferocity hurst over Metropolis, and 
put an end to further manoeuvring. ‘ ‘ Bless me I ” tremulously 
murmured Lord Salisbuby’s Black Man, as a peal of thunder 
shook Clock Tower, and lighted up House of Lords with lurid 
flame, “if these are home politics, wish I ’d stayed in far-off Ind.” 

At first gathering in Commons, parties 
— changed sides. “ The sheep to the right, 
the goats to the left,” as William 
^ELD, Esq., M.P., said, daintily crossing 

remark does not imply anything 
rude. Fact is Field, when at home in 
I Dublin, holds lofty position of Presi- 

m Irish Cattle-Traders’ and Stock- 

Owners’ Association. Similes from the 
stockyard come naturally to Ms lips. 
Promises to he acquisition to Parliamen- 
tary life. Is certainly lovely to look 
upon, with his flowing hair, his soft felt 
glossy black of his necktie con- 
trasting with glossy white of his bound- 
HU sMrt-front. Thought at first he was 
a poet; rather dis app ointing to find he’s 
W ^ butcher, whatever he be, he’s 

refreshing to the eye, wearied with mono- 
Parliament, 

Writs moved for new Elections conse- 
WHl qnent on acceptance of Office. Lobby 

seems full of new Whips, whom Jacoby 
HU grimly eyes. Caustom with unusually 

HBR troubled look on manly brow, “ What’s 

the matter?” I asked. “Afraid you’ll 
be chucked ? ’ ’ 

William Field, Esq., M.P. Oh, no ! ” he said ; “ Southwark ’s 
safe enough. But they ’re such doose 
of fellows down there. Bemember at Oeneral Election one took 
me neat. After I had made speech to crowded meeting, lot of 
questions put. Answered them all satisfactorily. At last one 
fellow got up, asked me, in voice of thunder, ‘ Are you in favour 
of temperance ? ’ Bather ticklish thing that, you know. As many | 


against it as for it Looked all round the room ; seemed remarkably 
decent lot ; the man who was heckling me a little rubicund as to the 
nose ; hut that might be indigestion. Anyhow, felt unless I could 
satisfy Mm, I ’d lose his vote. ‘ Are you in favour ot temperance ?’ 
he roared again. ‘ Yes, I am ; ’ I said, heartily, ‘ Then I ain’t I ’ 
he roared back ; and stamped Ms way out of the room. That’s the 
sort of fellows they are down at Southwark. Never know where you 
have ’em. Generally turns out they have you.’’ 

Business done . — Thunderstorm and Prorogation, 


William Field, Esq., M.V. 
of fellows down there. 


THE BUILDER AND THE ARCHITECT. 


The sun was sMning on the fog, 
Shining with all his might : 

He did Ms very best to ma,ke 
The London day look bright — 
And yet it seemed as though it 
were 

The middle of the night. 

The Builder and the Architect 
Were walking close at hand ; 
They wept like anything to see 
Such eligible land : 

“ If this were only built upon,” 
They said, “it would be grand ! ” 


The Builder and the Architect 
Went on a year or so [ground 
Building damp villas on damp 
Conveniently low : 

And still some little houses stood 
Quite empty in the row. 

“I cannot think,” the Builder 
said, 

“ Why people should complain 
Of mortar made of mud from roads, 
Or roofs that let in rain. 

Or sewer- gas that comes from an 
Dnventilated drain.” 









“ Oh, ^ Tenants, come and live 1 
with us ! ” 

The Builder did entreat, I 
‘ ‘ And take a little villa in 

This countrified retreat, 

Where stand straight rows of 
houses, 

So very new and neat I ” 

The elder Tenants looked at him, 

But never a word said they ; 
The elder Tenants winked their 
eyes, 

As though they meant to say, 
“Old birds, like we, are never 
caught 

By chaff in such a way.” 

But four young Tenants hurried 

Each eager to rent one ; 

Their looks were pale, their faces 
wMte, 

Like muffins underdone — 
WMch was not odd, because, you 
know, 

They never saw the sun. 


‘ ‘ A fair return,” the Builder said, 

“ Two hundred, say, per cent., I 
Is all the profit tliat I want i 
On anything I ’ve spent, [dear, j 
Now. if you’re ready, Tenants i 
I ’ll take the quarter’s rent.” ’ 

“But not from us,” the Tenants ' 
“ The houses are so new, [cried, ; 
They ’ve made us all so very ill i 
We don’t know what to do.” I 
“The County Court,” the Builder 
“ Is very near to you.” [said, 

“I tell you what,” the Builder 
said, 

“ 1 fear that I must sei 2 e 
Your furniture, unless you pay ; ^ 
So fork out, if you please.” 

And even he, in that damp air, 
Began to cough and sneeze. 

‘ ‘ OM Tenants ” said the Architect, 

“ Just think what I have done. 
Designing such eesthetic homes I” 
But answer came there none — 
And this was scarcely odd, because 
They’d perished every one. 


Under Consideration, August 21. 

No appointment could he more appropriate and in accordance with 
the fitness of things than to make a Gabdner the new Minister of 
Agriculture, Of course it has been suggested that a Bural Dean 
should succeed to the vacant Chaplincy. 


^ iroi?lGE.—Eftjected Commiisiicatidns or Coatafibutions, whether MS*, Printed Matter, Drawings, or Piettsres of any deseriptioa, will 
ia ao oaye he retaraed, aot evea when aeeompaaied by a Stamped and Addressed Havelope* Cover* or Wrapper, fo this rule 
there will he no eateeptioa. 
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KOT GOING AWAY FOR 
THE HOLIDAYS. 

Coohson Gaze, Q.C. Be- 
cause Maria votes East- 
bourne vulgar, and the 
girls (sorry now I sent them 
to that finishing- school at 
Clapham) laugh so con- 
sumedly whenever I open 
my mouth to address a 
native if we go to Trouville 
or Dinard. 

C. Jumper, Because the 
G-overnor thinks three days 
in the year enough for any- 
body. 

Eastend Dr, Because 
that fiver will just give 
little Sally the breath of 
sea- air she wants, and she ’U 
never make a^ good cure 
unless she has it. 

Deg, Dahe, Because 
wife says she shall certainly 
accompany me. 

Barmaid, Because I\e 
just been ill for a fort- 
night from overwork, and 
the Company say they can’t 
give any more leave. 

Eastend Clergyman {of 
any church). Because there 
are hundreds who want it 
more than I do, and I must 
help them to. get a change 
first. 

Major Hornhlower, Be- 
cause MacCracshott (the 
only man who has asked 
me) was in the smoking- 
room the night I was fool 
enough to tell that Snipe 
and Bhinooeros Story of 
Peyton’s in the firstperson. 

Quiverful. Because 
there ’s another pair. 



HAPPY THOUGHT. 


Epitaph on an Old 
Cricketer’s Tombstone. 
—“Out at 70.” 


Ohliging Country Butcher. “Let me out it into Cutlets eor you, Ma’am, 

— LBAVINO JUST ENOUGH BONE EOR YOU TO HOLD ’EM BY, WHILE YOU ’EE 

Eating ’em ! ” 


MUSICAL NOTES. 

Popping a Question . — 
The Daih/ News, in its last 
week’s “ Music and Musi- 
cians,” informs us that 
“ Mr. Chappell has now 
definitely decided that the 
season of Monday Popular 
Concerts shall this year 
commence on a Tuesday.” 
Sure then it must he Mister 
O’ Chappell, the Chappell 
by the hill-side, who arran- 
ges to have his first ‘ ‘ Mon- 
day Pop” on a Tuesday? 
If he he going out shooting 
on his own native heath, 
his name O’ Chappell, then 
there ’s no reason why he 
shouldn’t have his first pop 
on a Tuesday, only it 
couldn’t he his Monday 
Pop, could it now ? Or if he 
drinks Mr. P.^s health in 
Pommery ’80 {grand luiJ), 
or let ’ssay Poppery ’80, he 
could do so on a Tuesday, 
only it would no longer be 
the “Monday Pop.” That’s 
all. Sure ’tis mighty con- 
fusing and upsets the week 
entirely. If Tuesday is to 
have all the Pop, what ’s to 
become of Monday? For 
further particulars inquire 
at the Pop- shop. Bond 
Street. 

The next great Musical 
Event is at the Gloucester 
Festival— it is Dr. Hubert 
Parry “on the Job.” 
This, though the work of 
a thoroughly English Com- 
poser, may yet he^ con- 
sidered as an Article de 
Parry.^^ 


“Mars in Opposi- 
tion.” — “ Mother says I 
mustn’t.” 


THIS PICTURE AND THAT. 

{Extracts from the Diary of a Lover of the Beautiful.) 

First Extract. — Keally an excellent notion to buy an estate, 
instead of picking up what Mr. Bud yard Kipling calls a “ smeared 
thing.” Got one, too, pretty cheap. Twenty miles from a railway 
station, hut so much the better. Buskin hates railway stations, and 
so do I. Never can make them look picturesqne. The Agent tells me 
my place is famous for its sunsets ; also good moonlight effects on 
occasions. Pretty village, too, in the background. Altogether, 
most satisfactory. After all, Nature is much better than Art. 

Second Extract. — Dullerton-on~the-Slush is a charming spot, hut 
it has its drawbacks. Pretty, hut damp. Fog interferes a good 
deal with the sunsets, and hides the moon at the wrong moment. 
Village deliciously out of repair. But tenants unreasonable. 
Offered to put up some red brick roofs for them, which would have 
looked charming, hut they insist ujpon having slates. Wish they 
would consent to having a few cows in the fields, hut they say they 
prefer pigstyes. Have consulted a builder and a gardener, and they 
think that they could “ run np” a stye between them, and cover it 
over with shrubs. Tenants object. They say the pigs would not 
like it, and might eat the shrubs with fatal results. All this 
annoying, hut still the view from my dining-room window 
charming. It reminds me not a little of Constable, Linnell, not 
to say Old Crome. 

Third Extract. — Further troubles. Tenants are really very dis- 
agreeable, and they have no feeling for Art, They have cut down 
a lot of ornamental trees, and they won’t ^row the right sort of 
crops, — I mean from a picturesque point of view. As agriculturists 
they may he all right, but that ^s not my point. I did not buy the 
estate to try how “roots” would thrive. Then they will burn 


weeds, and hang out clothes to dry — clothes without any regard to 
contrast of colour. Eyesores meet me everywhere. I am really not 
sure whether I acted wisely in trusting to a House-agent instead of a 
Picture-dealer. “ Pictures by Nature ” are not as reliable as they 
should be. 

Fourth Extract. — This is really too had I A perambulating Circus 
has pitched its teut on the Village Green ! When I say tent, I 
make a mistake ; it is a beastly ugly iron thin^, that looks simply 
hideous, and from the durable stoutness of its construction, it 
evidently is going to he a fixture for some time. My tenants 
support the Circus people, and my Agent tells me, that if I 
interfere, my life will he made a burden to me. It appears my 
tenants are “a very unruly lot when they are irritated.” Pleasant t 
Fifth Extract, — The Circus won’t go. And now I find I can’t get 
any of my rents. My agent tells me, that my tenants never would 
settle with their last landlord. Besides, they expect me to pay for 
the damage done to their dwellings by the fioods. They say it was 
my fault, because I would put up a bank and plantation in my back 

g arden. Only light in the general gloom is, tne prospect my Agent 
olds out to me of getting rid of the property for me to another lover 
of the picturesque. Scarcely fair ; but after all, or rather before all, 
must take care of Number One. 

Last Extract, — Hurray ! Sold my estate to another fellow. 
However, on looking over my accounts, I fancy I should have found 
it cheaper if, in the first instance, I had bought a chromo lithograph I 


Epitarh. — An Alpining Traveller sends us, on the “Bar” Hotel 
lately ^ destroyed at Grindelwald, the following adapted and 
reversified quotation : — 

“ Good-bye to the Bar — 

And it ’s moaning ” we are ! 


K 
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SONGS OUT OT SEASON. 

No. I.-DISOKaxilO;SED. 

Still in London now you ’ll find me, 
Still detained against my will ; 

And I wish, distinctly, mind me, 

To accentuate the ; 

It ’s a sort of consolation, 

As I sit, and fume, and frown, 

That the greatest botheration 
Of my hf e is out of town. 

He who used to grind “ Bhe Wote a 
Wreath of Hoses ” every day. 

And “ Selections from Dinorahf 
And — “ Ta-ra’-ra^Boom^de-ay . ” 


With his execrable smiling, 

And exasperating dm. 

Must, I needs infer, be nling 
Some one else with grind and grin. 

He who seemed, in fact, delighted, 

And a kiss — ^the fiend ! — ^would blow, 
When I got a bit excited. 

And exclaimed Al Biavolo ' ” 

Who. with unabashed assurance. 

Only beamed the more, and kissed, 
If, incensed beyond endurance, 

In his face I shook my fist. 

He has earned his little outing, 

This excruciating cove, 

And his instrument is flouting 
Bath, or Scarborough, or Hove. 


For the moment I can get a I 

Peaceful interim, and fice — 

But he cherishes vendetta. 

This Italian count, to me. 

Yes I Perhaps, indeed, ’twere kinder. 
Had he ne’er relaxed his track ; 

He ’ll return, that grinning grinder, 
Reinvigorated, back ! 

Then, as I remarked before, a 
Spell of doom for me remains, 

With “Selections from JDmorahf 
And his other worse refrains. 

Why I don’t oo out of Town fok the 
Autumn ?— Because I ’ve been pretty well 
everywhere, but always quite well in London. 
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THE GERMAN WATERS. 

A Promenade -with, tongues alive] 

That every phrase of Ollendorff use ; 
And “ Luther's Hymn ” at half -past five 
To drag you from^ the arms of Morpheus]; 
Fat G-ermans in their awful “ Fracks,’^ 

Pale Frenchmen, too, a bit decolleUs, 

And dapper Britons with attacks 
Of liveis and digestions faulty, 

A garden fair with “ Ouellen’^ foul — 

Ach^ Himmell Howthey taste those “Quel- 
Then rolls and coffee, next a prowl [len ” ^ 
Among the shops with Jane or Ellen , 

The mid-day meal at table cChote^ 

All windows closed — a climate hellish ! — 
With dishes too craekjaw to quote, 

And sometimes difficult to relish. 

An afternoon of drowsy diives— 

How these poor foreigners love driving 
To places where, when one arrives, [mg ^ — 
Ihere ’s nought for which it ’s worth arriv- 
A “ Belvedere like Primrose Hill, 

A “ Gartenhaus,” tobacco-scented; 

Yet there they smoke, and moon, and swill, 
Quite adipose, and self-contented. 

A “ Kursaal,” very large, and fine ; 

A Theatre, small, and shabby-splendid ; 
More beer, more music, ditto wine 
(This latter can be much commended). 

The Military (each salutes !) 

With H ANN CHEN on their arm or Marie ; 

I wonder where they get those boots— 

I mean, of course, the Military, 

Lawn-Tennis and an “English Club,’^ 
Frequented now by Lords and Princes, 
Where every snobliug likes to rub 
His elbows with a Peer, who winces ; 

The tittle-tattle of the cliques. 

Some half -proposals for our daughters — 
Such is the life that makes for weeks 
A fortune— for the German Waters I 


CHOOSING HIS WORDS. 

[Made %% Germany.) 

According- to the JECochhche Zeitunc)^ I 
Imperial Majesty said that although the sky 
was apparently cloudless, the atmosphere 
might be charged with electricity. He knew 
what that electricity denoted. There were 
thunderbolts in the clouds and thunderbolts 
on earth. Those on earth meant war and 
invasion. He warned those who threatened 
the Fatherland, that there were a million 
of swords ready to| 
spring forth from a 
million of scabbards. 
It was well enough to 
be neighbourly when 
those who lived in 
your vicinity were 
benevolently in- 
clined. But when 

they showed a dispo- 
sition to be offensive, 
then it was necessary 
^ to sharpen your 

swords and keep your 

Nose everything. powder dry. They 

^ ^ had already con- 

quered France, and were not afraid of Russia. 
Besides, the Army contained young soldiers 
who would be the better for a real campaign. 
He himself had no objection to visiting Pans 
and St. Petersburg, as a German Emperor 
should— at the head of a German Army. 
Still he might again remark, it was splendid 
weather, he saw nothing but blue sky. 

According to the NicMgehoren Zeitung^ 
His Imperial Majesty said that, although 




BRIO A BRAG. 

Lady Qrcesus . “Oh, what a sweet Table I Where did you get it, my dear? Oh, 
I SEE here’s the Man’s Card.” [Spelhng the label .) “‘Table — Louis Quinze.’ Louis 
Quinzey ' What a horrid Name » and why hasn’t he put his Address ? ” 


the sky was apparently cloudless, he recog- 
nised dangers a-head. He was willing to 
put himself forward as the Leader of the 
toilers. It was their duty to secure the best 
possible constitution, and then to force that 
constitution upon all neighbouring people if 
needs he, at the point of the bayonet. He 
was not an alarmist, and said exactly what 
he meant. He had no wish to heat about the 
bush. War was the Hand-servant of Peace, 
and the sooner that servant came hack the 
better. He did not wish to threaten, hut he 
told Russia and France that Germany was 
ready to begin, when and where they chose 
to meet him. But he might again remark it 


was splendid weather, and he saw nothing 
hut blue sky. 

Authorised Version [all others declared to 
he misleading and inaccurate). — His Imperial 
Majesty merely observed that it was a fine day. 

On Board a Yacht. — The conversation at 
lunch-time had turned on recent publications* 
A learned Theban from Oxford inquired of 
the Skipper, if he had seen the “ Mig-Vedad'* 
“What sort of Rig^s that?” asked the 

a er, a hit puzzled. But the Oxonian 
j declined a rigmarole explanation, and 
told him that all further inquiries must be 
made to Professor Max Muller. 
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Yes, that ’s Tery true. I suppose the Elections haye put a stop to 

FEELING THEIR WAY, most things f 

(A Study in the Art of Genteel Conwrsaiion. ) Mrs. AIL Thpe never was much going on. I should rather have 

„ V, . o -nr ± -TT ^ 1 m' • said it was Marlborough House hemg shut Up that made everything SO 

Scene — The Drawin --room of a Margate Hotel. Time — evening. 

Mrs. Aumeigh [of Salham), and Mrs Almutt _{o/ Brands- a difference, doesn’t' it ? [She 

hury),^ are discovered m the midst of a conversation^ m whwh e^fiust make an effort to recover lost ground.) I fully ex- 

each is anxious both to impress the other ^ and ascertain how jar pected to be at Ilomburg- this year. 

she is a person to be cydtivated. At presend, they have not got would bave met Lady l^EUEALINE Menthol. 

beyond the discovery of a common bond in Cookery. ordered there, I happen to know. 

Mrs. Allhutt. You have the yolks of two eggs, I must teU you ; Mrs. Ard. Ileally, you don’t say so ? Lady hTEiniALTNE . Well, 
squeeze the juice of half a lemon into it, and, when you boil the that ’s the first I 've heard of it. {It is also tJw first time she has 
butter in the pan, make a paste of it with dry fiour. heard of her, hut she trusts to be spared so humiliating an admission.) 

Mrs. Ardleigh. It sounds delicious — but you never can trust a Mrs. All. It's a fact, I can assure you. You know her, perhajis? 
Cook to carry out instructions exactly. Mrs. Ard. {who would dearly like to say she does, if she only dared). 

Mrs. All. I never do. Whenever I want to have anything Well, I can hardly say I exactly know her. I know of her. I ’ve 
specially nice for my husband, I make a point of seeing to it myselt. met her about, and so on. {She tells herself this is quite as likely to 
He appreciates it. Now some men, if you cook for them, never he true as not.) 




notice whether it’s you or the Cook. My husband does. | Mrs. All. { 

Mrs. Ard. I wonder how 

you find time to do it. I ’m ^ | ‘ j | j 

Mrs. All. Oh, it takes time, I [|j[j| ii j | V - ^ I , 

of course — but what does that 111 Nil * ' if ! {„ 

matter when you ’ve nothing Hj[| J ^ ii ^ ' 

to doP Lid I mention just 0 IW||||| ^ , ji Li I j, j 1“^ 

a small pinch of Cayenne A WMilll l'II'l ‘ii I. | ifi' . I' ( '^1' h 

pepper? — because^ that’s a jj|| 

teU you wliat t\ ' . A M.IM iI [I'li. I ! I' 

I like Cayenne pepper with, J , t n f I r i ' ’ | f|!l| j 

better than anything — and \\ y ‘ l''^ T j (j) j |!|i 

languor). I hardly ever^eat ‘ 

Mrs. ^r^?.'^They ’re very ~ i? n j 

nice don^in the^regd 

ver— or ratlmr— a mag- 
imnimom impulse to^one 

have we I {Both women feel 

an increase of liking for one ~ 

I amth^) ^ I like them cooked 

ceed, as usual, to the subject MU 

Mrs. Ard. My doctor does 

do me good, I mnst say-he \ 

never lets me get ill. He , /A (;y/ 

just sees your liver ’s all 

right, and then he feeds you ^ ^ 

Mrs. AU. That ’s like my 

doctor he always tells me, \ fi i \V \ \\ ^ ^ Wv. 

if he didn’t keep on constantly ^ 

building me up, I should go “Dear, dear! a county family 

all to pieces m no time. That’s 

how I come to he here. I always run down at the end of every Mrs. Ard. 
Season. ^ Mrs. AU. 

Mrs. Ard. {feeling that Mrs. Allbutt canH be anybody very ioo—themosl 
particular'' after all). What — to Margate? Lanoy! Don’t you tifuUy 
find you get tired of it ? I should. are taking t( 

Mrs. All. {loith dignity). I didn’t say I always went to Margate. Leaunet— m 
On the contrary I have never been here before, and shouldn’t he here picked her u 
now. if my doctor hadn’t told me it was my only chance. are trying to 

Mrs. Ard. {reassured). I only came down here on my little girl’s I ’m afraid I 


,/i 


Wm 




“ Dear, dear ! not a county family I ” 


Mrs. All, {who, of course, does not Inow Lady Neuealine either). 

Ah, she is a most delightful 
I' I ' . person — requires knoiving, 

. I "I' / ) don’t you know. 

i| , i;i f Mrs. Ard. So many in her 

pfi . ^ li ! {„ ' ^ ^ - position do,_ don’t they F {Bo 

' ^ 1 i i ’’ — far as she is concerned — they 

j j , - 1 ALL do). You ’d think it was 

,1 I' j( ' »j! n ^ haughtiness — but it’s really 

ii Iji f)i 5*' ojfi^manner. ^ 

^ ^ |P ' ' * '' ^f Clever fo^^a^thing 

gid]^ghty, hut quite a dear. 

Conmtess, ^ 

j^oman-^lm the tro'^hie ’s 

name', but it was either* Ohee- 
MN^or Oniott, or some^in^ of 

^£Er~ Poor Mai^o ne’^^ had 

=.^ intoT terrible pi^le. I hear 

i county family!” Capsicums is actually to be 

sold to pay his debts. 

Afrs. You don’t say so! Capsicums! Gracious! 

Mrs. AU. Yes, isn't it a pity ! Such a lovely old place as it was, 
ioo—the most comfortable house to stay at in all England ; so beau- 
tifully warm I But it ’s dreadful to think of how the aristocracy 
are taking to marry out of their own set. Look at the Duke of 


5 - 


those nasty croopy coughs, you know, and hoops {Batronisingly.) I ’ve quite enjoyed this conversation — such a 
with it. Dnt she s almost well already. I will say it ’s a wonderful pleasure in a place like this to come across a congenial companion I 
Rir. StiU, the worst of Margate is, one isn’t likely to meet a soul Mrs. Ard. {fluttered and flattered). I’m sure you’re exceedingly 
TXT n AT- X J J.-L 1 . n., . ^ , , kind to say so, and I can say the same for myself. I hope we may 

Mrs. AIL Well, that s the charm of it — ^to me. One has enough become better acquainted. ( To herself, after Mrs. Allbutx has 

+>iar Hnwnoi. 4 -k/\ _7 .j. ^ \ t . -a j t a j j ^ v * .. <. ■> 


air. Still, the worst of Margate is, one isn’t likely to meet a soul 
one knows ! 


of that during the Season. 


Mrs. Ard. {recognising the superiority of this view). Indeed one 1 the lady, and moves in ver^ 


departed.) I ’ve quite taken to that woman — she ’s so thoroughly 


What a whirl it has been to be 


from the way she talks. 


high society, too. You can tell that 
at’s that paper on the table? {She 


.4^. The Season ? Why, I never remember one with so little picks up a journal in a coloured wrapper.) Society Snippets , the 
doing. Most of the best houses closed — harH^ a single really smart Organ of the Upper Ten. One Penny. The very thing I waut^. 
party one or two weddings—and that ’s positively all ! It’s such a comfort to know who’s who. {She opens %t and reads 

Mrs. ArcL {slight^ crushed, in spite of a conviction thaisodally sundry paragraphs headed “ Through the Keyhole.”) Now how 
speaking — Balham hasoeen rather moTebrilUantthanusualthi8year).\h}mLj this is! Here’s the very same thing about the dulness of 


September 3 , 1892 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 


the Season that she said. That shows she must be really in it. And 
a note about Lady NEiniALrcsrE being about to recruit at Homburg. 
And another about her reputation for eccentricity, and her “ sweet- 
ness to the select few privileged to be her intimates.” And here’s 
aU about Lord Maitgo, and what a pleasant house Capsicums is, and 
his marriage, and the Duke of Dragnet’s too. Her information was 
very correct, I must say I {A light begins to break in upon her,) ^ I 

wonder whether but there —people of her sort wouldn’t require 

to read the papers for such things. 

[Here the door openSj and Mrs. Allbutt appears, in so7ne eni- 
harrassmenU 

3£rs, Aik {scrutinising the tables). Oh, it’s nothing. I thought I’d 
left something of mine here ; it was only a paper— I see I was mis- 
talcen, don’t trouble. 


Mrs, Ard. (producing Society Snippets). I expect it will be 
this, A.TSLBJjT'f B face reveals her ownership.) I took it up, 

not knowing it was yours. (Meaningly.) It has some highly 
interesting information, I see. 

^ Mrs. All, (slightly demoralised). Oh, has it ? I — I ’ve not had 
time to glance at it yet. Pray don’t let me deprive you of it. I 
dare say there ’s very little in it I don’t know already. 

Mrs, Ard, So I should have thought. (To herself, after Mrs. 
Allbutt has retired in disorder Fancy that woman trying to take 
me in like that, and no more in Society] than I am — ii so much ! 
However, I ’ve found her out before going too far — ^luckily.^ And 
I’ve a good mind to take in this Society Snippets myself — it cer- 
tainly does improve one’s conversation. She won’t have it all her 
own way next time I 


POPULAR SOMGS RE-SUNG. 

Ko. IX.— ‘‘IK THE MORKIKG.” 

The Music-hall Muse, if not exactly im- 
peccably moral, is, at least, good at moralis- 
ing. Kot only to topers, Totties^ larky Bene- 
dicts and spreeish servant-maids, is there 
pregnant meaning in the warning words 
“But oh! what a difference in the mor- 
ning!!!” As may thus— “Korton 
Atkins ” and “ Felix McGlennon ” — be 
made manifest : — 

Air — “ the Morning ! ” 

I ’d sing of the singular triumphs we see, 

At night, at night I 

In Politics, Pleasure, Love, Art, L. S. D., 

At night, at night 1 

The “Johnnies” of Sport and the “Oof- 
birds ” of Cash, 

The Statesmen who shine, and the Beauties 
who mash, 

Are in champagny spirits and cut quite a 
dash. 

At night, at night ! 

But oh ! don’t their hearts ache. 

In the morning ? 

Then cometh disillusion and self-scorning. 
Things look their natural size 
Unto hot awaking eyes. 

For no gingerbread is gilded,^ 

In the morning I 

A Premier potent may^ perorate free. 

At night, at night ! 

And pretty Primrosers will shout and agree, 
At night, at night ! 

He ’ll say those brave Orangemen Home Rule 
will quash, 

He ’ll hint that raised Tariffs trade rivals 
must smash, 

And his eloquence sounds neither rabid nor 
rash, 

At night, at night ! 

But oh ! what a difference 

In the morning I 

He vows he merely meant a friendly warning, 
But fuss and fad ’twill boom. 

And his colleagues growl with gloom 
O’er the “ Times ” upon their tables, 

In tne morning 1 

Observe what the Specials caR “Kews of the 
Day” 

At night, at night ! 

The Dalziel Telegrams startle, and slay, 

At night, at night ! 

There ’s war in the East, or the Czar is laid 
low, 

Financiers have failed — Fifty Millions or 
so 1 — 

Or they ’ve found Jack the Ripper in far 
Jericho, At night, at nignt I 
But oh, what a difference 

In the moniing ! 

Those Latest Wires were lies, smaR facts 
adorning. 

“ It is not as we stated, 

For the cable ’s mutRated,” 

And “ we hear ’tis contradicted ” 

In the morning ! 


Regard the young Clerk who ’s been out for 
the day, At night, at night ! 

First to the Derby, and then to the play, 

At night, at night T 

He “ spotted a winner” at twenty to one, 

His winnings wiR far more than pay for his 
fun; 

He’s happy, free-handed, and “sure as a 
gun,” At night, at night ! 

But oh, what a difference 

In the morning ! 






W I I 




“ He curses speculation in the morning ! ” 

The bookie bolts, his “gaffer” gives him 
He ’s not worth half-a-dollar, [warning, 
His prospect’s “ out of coRar,” 

And he curses speculation 

In the morning ! 

Behold the young playwright who hears his 
own piece, 

At night, at night ! 

He thinks that (ironic) applause wiR ne’er 
cease. At night, at night ! 

His “little one-act thing” is stodgy and 
slow, [a glow, 

But the Pit is good-natured, the youth ’sin 

And he thinks — ^with some “cuts” — ^it wRl 
he “ a great go,” 

At night, at night I 


But oh, what a difference 

In the morning ! 

The critics caR the thing “ an awful warning,” 
They “ guy,” and sneer, and scoff, 

And his bantling ’s taken off, 

“ To make room for some old farce, Sir I ” 

In the morning ! 


TAKING THE OAT-CAKE. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — I was very much inte- 
rested in the statement I saw in the papers 
the other day, that the best preservatives of 
a Lady’s complexion are — Oatmeal and 
Oranges I 1 at once began the diet, but have 
not succeeded very weR at present. Porridge, 
even with milk and cream, and plenty of 
sugar, is such commonplace stuff, and one 
can’t reaRy be expected to eat oatmeal raw, 
though Scotch gamekeepers are said to do so. 
But then they are out in the open air all day, 
and I am not. Oranges are nice enough — 
but oh, Mr, Punch, what a lot of them one 
has to take before one feels as if one had had 
a meal I As I have stopped aR other food, I 
am becoming rather weak. My complexion 
is, I think, improved— at aR events, it is far 
less red or pink than it nsed to be — but I 
reaRy haven’t the strength to go out of doors 
to show it off. Even writing is a burden— so 
I will close, hoping that my experiences may 
benefit others who like to try the regimen. 

Ltlia Languish. 

P.S. — My Doctor has just stopped the diet ! 

Dear Sir, — 'W e are sure that the Oatmeal- 
and-Orange prescription is an invaluable one 
for the complexion. We recently tried it on 
a Street Arab, and after one or two doses 
— accompanied by the employment of soap 
and water — he developed such a beautiful 
pink-aud- white skin, that his parents faRed 
to recognise him. This was unfortunate in 
one way, as he has now become chargeable 
on the rates. Talking of rates, we may men- 
tion that we supply finest Midlothian Campaign j 
Oatmeal at a more reasonable figure than any | 
other firm in the trade. Price-list on appli- 
cation. Yours obediently, 

Edinburgh, McCanny & Co. 

Sir, — I am not less than filty years’ old, 
and marked with smaR-pox, and therefore I 
think that Oatmeal and Oranges would be 
sure to do my complexion good. As mine is 
perhaps a rather unusual case, I am trying 
the remedy in a peculiarly thorough way. I 
have an Oatmeal-bath twice a day, during 
which I suck six oranges. My breakfast 
consists of porridge and marmalade. I have 
engaged a policeman to^ knock at my front 
door three tunes every night, to wake me. I 
then sit up in bed and consume oat-cakes 
soaked in orange-juice. I also dress in 
yeRow, and I have written to Belfast to ask 
if I can be admitted to an Orange Society 
there, hut hitherto I have received no reply. 
You wiR, I think, agree with me that I am 
giving the new treatment a fair trial. 

Yours truly, 

Tabitha Kupkins. 






THE EAMSGATE SANDS. 

It ’s hey for the sands, for the jolly Eamsgate Sands, 

Where the children shout and tumble, spade and bucket in their 
hands. 

Where sandy castles rise in scores, I trow a man might float 
A fleet of six-inch pleasure-skiifs on many a deep-dug moat. 

Where, while the banjos discord make, the German bands make 
noise, 

And nursemaids by the hundred shepherd flocks of girls and boys. 
Where the boys tuck up their trousers, and the girls tuck up their 
frocks, 

A padd lin g tribe who scorn their shoes and customary socks. 

Ye loud-voiced men of cocoa-nuts, what is it that you say ? 

“Come try yer luck, roll, bowl, or pitch; the lydies stand ’alf- 
way.” 

One youth I saw who took his stand, a clerk of pith was he. 

He shut one eye and aimed with care, then let the ball fly free. 
Twice, thrice, nay, tlurty times he flung, his Betsy standing by. 
And scornfully advising him to close Ms other eye. 

Yet, when at last he had to own he could not do the trick, 

Ho sohtary cocoa-nut had toppled from its stick. 

Papa is in his glory here, that proud and happy man, 

But in spite of all his efforts, he can’t get coloured tan. 

Yet every week-day morning, from ten o’clock till one, 

He turns that British face of his unflincMng to the sun. 

Mamma she sits beside him ; I overheard her say, 

“Lor, Pa, you ’ll soon be brown as brown, you’re not so red to- 
day.” 

But wives can’t flatter tints away, and when he leaves the place, 

I ’d guarantee to light my pipe at Pa’s tomato face. 

A front-row stall I q[uiek secured, a green and gaudy bench, 

And paid my humble penny to a very buxom wench. 

The tide was running out amain, and slowly, hit by hit, 

She moved her hack seats forward till she left me in the pit. 

Stout Mr. Bioos, the hair-dresser, the Bond-Street mould of form, 
Sat next me with his family, and seemed to find it warm ; 


And, while admirmg Mrs. B. hung on her Biggs’s lips. 

He favoured me, as is his wont, with aU the sporting tips. 

But the most delightful object I saw upon that shore 
Was a ruddy-faced and chuhhy-legged philosopher of four. 

Though Ms sisters capered round him, the sage refused to budge, 

He continued quietly digging just as solemn as a judge , 

And if he fell, as men may fall, he spurned their proffered aid. 

But lay awhile and pondered, while he clutched his wooden spade ; 
Then, having thou^t some problem out, and found that life was 
vain, 

He slowly raised his three-foot form, and set to work again. 

And so the round of pleasure goes ; a man could scarce believe 
How swift the merry hours spin by from dewy morn to eve. 

The goat-carta never want for fares fresh from their nurses’ arms, 
All day the patient donlceys bear some maid’s or matron’s charms. 
The haughty ones may carp and sneer, we know their sorry style, 
But we who revel on this shore can hear them with a smile. 

We may he vulgar; what’s the odds? We’re cottage-folk, not 
“ Grands,” 

And our simple pleasures please us on the joUy Eamsgate Sands. 

Deueiolihtts’s Hext. — The Prodigal Daughter is to be pro- 
duced, when she ’s of proper age to come out, at Drury Lane. Who 
gave her that name? Is it her Pettitt nom^'^ or was it her 
Godfather, Sir DuirEroLAiirirs Le Geanp, or was it the joint effort 
of Geand et Pettitt, so as to satisfy all comers Great and Small ? 
The Prodigal 8on has already served as the title of an Opera 
directly founded on the Scriptural parable of the Prodigal, and has 
recently been used as the title of the now famous lallet action. 
There was also a Pere Prodigue — ^wMch the Enghsh schoolboy 
thought was French for an uncommonly big Mane Louise speci- 
men; so there is justification and authority for hringum this 
new member of The Prodigal family before the Public. Having 
once started, there maybe no end to the family of Prodigals. There 
will follow — The Prodigal Aunt ^ The Prodigal Lncle^ The 
Prodigal Second Cousin hy First Husbands 3£arriage^ and so on, 
ad infinitum. 
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THE LAND OF THE (RATHER TOO) FREE. 

Scene— Landing-Stage of an JBnglisli 
LorL 

Custom-House Officer [through an inter- 
preter). Do you speak English.? 

JEniigrafit [ditto). No. 

Cust.-H. Off. [as before). Have you any 
money? 

JEmi. [ditto). Not a kopeck. 

Cast. -H. Off. Where do you come from? 

JEmi. Polish Eussia. 

Cmt.-K. Off. Have you any family ? 

JEmi. A sick wife and eight sick children. 

Cust.-H. Off. Do any of you know a 
trade ? 

Hmi. None of us. 

Cust.-H. Off. Are you well enough to 
work ? 

JSmi. No. 

Cust.-H Off. Have you any friends in 
England ? 

JEmi. Don’t know a soul. 

Cust.-H. Off. Have you any luggage? 

Emi, Only the Cholera ! 


A Compendiously G-sammatical Tree.— 
A Yew Tree. First it may be a ’Igh Tree, 
but it is a Yew Tree. It is either a He Tree 
or a She Tree. If small, it represents the first 
person plural by being a “ Wee Tree the 
second person plural is the Manager and 
Manageress of the Haymarket, “Ye Trees ; ” 
and the third person plural would be ex- 
pressed by a Devonshire Gardener indicating 
this talented couple as “ They Trees.” 


TEE, TEE, ONLY TEE ! 


[Song of the Golf Enthusiast. After Thomas Moore. ) 



Am — “ YAee, tliee^ only theeJ^ 

The dawn of morn, the daylight’s 
sinking, 

Shall find me on the Links, and think- 
ing 

Of Tee, Tee, only Tee ! 

When rivals meet upon the ground, 
The Putting-green ’s a realm en- 
chanted, 

Nay, in Society’s gidd;^ round 
My soul, (like Tooting’ s thralls) is 
haunted 

By Tee, Tee, only Tee ! 

For that at early morn I waken, 

And swiftly bolt my eggs and bacon, 
For Tee, Tee, only Tee ! 

I ’m game to start all in the dark 
To the Links hurrying — resting 
never. 

The Caddie yawns, but, like a lark, 

I halt not, heed not, hastening ever 
To Tee, Tee, only Tee I 

Of chilly fog I am no funlcer, 

I ’ll brave the very biggest bunker 
For Tee, Tee, only Tee ! 

A spell that nought on earth can break 
Holds me. Golf’s charms can ne’er 
be spohen ; 

But late I ’ll sleep, and early wake, 

Of loyalty be this my token, 

To Tee, Tee, only Tee ! 


INNS AND OUTS. 

No. II.— The Head-Wetter. 

I ENTITLE him as self -pronounced. If “ Mr.” is the 
Jupiter, the Head-Waiter is its Mercury. Nothing 
modern is so versatile as the Head- Waiter. The 
first thing about the Head- W aiter is his cigars. These 
are covered with tinsel and colours : very gay— almost 
as gay as the Head- Waiter. They are of unpro- 
nounceable and unlmown brands. They vary in 
price and size, but agree in fiavour — liquorice, tem- 
pered by ink. Like the fabled fruit, they crumble 
to ashes in your mouth. If you are only a^ bird of 
passage, you will often find a box or so in your 
room. “ Great opportuDity — veritable Pestarenas 
of Nockudaun — one whole box for a sovereign 
English, ’ ’ the Head- W aiter assures you. The memory 
of that man is astounding; he remembers all the 
numbers, all the wines, all the names, and all the 
Ladv’s-maids. For he is a bit of a Leporello^ is 
the Head- Waiter. 

After dinner, where he takes a dozen orders, makes 
a dozen recommendations, and tells a dozen Hes at 
once, you may see him philandering by the Lake with 
Mary Ann, Jeanette, and Elara, ^1 jealous, and 
all adoring, teaching each the language of the other, 
and all the art of love. I have often envied him. 
The Head-Waiter’s life is a “happy one.” He is 
ubiquitous; Egypt, The Biviera, Switzerland, and 
Italy, see him by turns ; in each he has a white waist- 
coat, of which Mr. Chamberlain might be proud, 
infinite occupation, and infinite diversion ; his nimble- 
ness, his light-heartedness, his languages, and his 
cigars, are inexhaustible. 

How we besiege him in the morning ! “ Luncheon, 
Adolf, for a party of seven, in a basket— a mce 
basket, you know — and don’t forget the corkscrew.” 
“Yes, yes, I know — and you take the bottle-bier — 
it is much better nor the warne. Ha ! Ha ! ” What 
a laugh I — a roguish, child-like merriment of a Greek- 
godlike character— or want of it. Old Ladies talk to 
him quite trustingly at first sight; it’s “Adolf, 
hare you such a tiung as a bottle of 
gum, you understand”; or, '‘'‘Could you get me 
another cushion ” ? He can, and does. As for the 
children, they love him ; he romps with them, and 
does conjuring tricks, and warbles innumerable 
songs. That man gets through more in one day 


Grand-Hotel 


than the Prime Minister of England — and, between you and me, 
I believe he is fully as capable— and yet he finds time to write a 
letter to his old mother at Hamburg— I have seen him do it. Perhaps 
it was about the cigars ! The only people who hate Adolf are the 
Under- Waiter s ; he rules them with a rod of iron, 
marshalling their heated battalions at table dJhote^ 
and plundering them of their sweethearts; if he 
breaks anything (hearts included), it is they who 
have to pay. It is Adolf’s only weakness — he is 
a bully to underlings of his own trade. But then 
he has been an Under-Waiter once himself, and 
suffering brutalises ; however, he is outside the 
sphere of morality, and I could pardon him almost 
anything. 

From time to time his fascinations induce an 
Englishman or Englishwoman to take this treasure 
home as a servant. But Adolf in livery, and Adolf 
with his magic order-book, are two very different 
people. Little things are missing ; he becomes quar- 
relsome; the gipsy-spirit returns— and he is off again, 
blithe as ever, on his travels. “ London very naice,” 
he says, as you buy that infernal Pestarena ; 
“ Porebier, very naise ; ’Ampton Court, very 
naise ; I know dem, hein ? But, is no sunshine, 
no air, no gaiety.” And Adolf cannot exist with- 
out sunshine, air, and gaiety. Also he prefers 
being his own master, which, as Head- Waiter, he 
practically is. 

How insinuating he is about the food, “ Some naice 
fishes ? Dey was laiving dis morning.” And then, 
how accommodating ! I was once in the Grand Hotel 
during the usual “exceptional season,” when it 
rained unintermittently for a fortnight; the place 
was empty; “ tristeful,” as Adolf styled it. The 
genins played billiards with me every day, and always 
won, though I rather fancy myself ; and then how 
mindful he is of your individual bettings. “ I gif you 
dis place by de window— ^ do you joy M'* he ejacu- 
lates. The simple creadure, he is constantly trying _to 
“ make you please.” 

I always present Adolf with ten shillings— five on 
arrival, and five pn departure. This procures me 
many harmless Httie privileges ; and when old Brown 
oaUs him an impertinent brute, I know that Brown 
and ten shillings are difficult to part. 

There is nothing Adolf wiU not do for you for a 
“ One whole box for a sovereign sovereign — ^but I cannot run to this; and yet this is 
English.” the impressien^he has made. 
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A LITTLE VAGUE! 


AN OLD AND NEW PEER. 

Dear Me. PcrB-CH, — Look here ^ 
I ’ve done good service m my time, 
and no one likes to see himself de- 
prived of an honoured title, or forced 
to take a back seat. I Ve been 
trodden under-foot over and over 
again-— but I Ve borne it with forti- 
tude, and never, never given way 
Now, what do I hear P That a 
Crentleman, a Grovernment Whip, for 
whom I have the highest esteem and 
respect, is now to assume the title 
which, by right of position, place, 
time, and prescription, belongs to me, 
and to me onhj. I can bear much, 
but, after so many years of devoted 
service, during which, with all my 
opportunities, I h ive never once 
made any attempt to lea\e my 
place to go higher up oi to go low< r 
down, or, in eitlier case, to go with 
the tide, I cannot, and, indcc d, will 
not, yield mv title to tmfom , liow- 
ever good and useful to lus P utv he 
may have been, but piroudly declar- 
ing myself as good as iny “ Spng of 
Nobility,” c\en as this one who 
{ ometh up as a Flower I beg, pro- 
testingly, to remind the world at 
laige that I am “ Kulh Secundus,^^ 
and de facto et de )ui e, 

Thf Oniy Batt^esj i Pper. 


Affable Landlady (to Tier new Arhsf Lodger), ** And I suppose, Sir, you comes prom Afro ad ? ’* 
Foreign Lodger ‘^So ' I gome a rom Austria’* 

A L “Do you hindeed, Sir? From Hostria 1 Ah I now that’s where the Hosiiiches 
COMES from, I suppose ? ! < ’ 


PS— Spell it with an or 
“ e,” it ’s all one. If my “ i ” is put 
out, and “Ac” has got in instead, 
that ’s a mere quibble oi quebble. 


MEMBERS WE SHALL MISS. 


OuE Old Parhameutary Artistic Hand been at it again ; looking 
with eyesight blurred witn sorrow on familiar forms of some Members 
stranded at Oeneral Election. Dis-membered, and, for some time at 
least, not to be re-membered, Cowley Lambeet always been a 
rover. Went Midland Circnit for short time, and having made 
the Ciroxut, made for home. Then he accomphshed “A Trip to 
Cashmere and Ladak ” Opportunity now for varying itinerary, and 
making a “Trip to Ladak and Cashmere.” Must be moving 



Cowley Lambert. H Campbell, 

somewhere. Wrote himself down in Dod ** a Progressive Con- 
servative.” Has now progressed out of sight of the Chair. This 
particular Campbell is neither coming nor going. He ’s gone. 


PuLESTON seems quite pleased to find Llpv r lt yn sitting there, all 
unconscious of his doom. Pulimon a 
little astonished himself when things went 
bad at Carnaivon Only short time ago 
made Constable of Castle , thought P C. 

PuLESTON sure to come in at head of poll , 
bnt. ** from information received,” appears 
he didn’t. 




Sir J. H. Puleston. 


Observe the eye of Haveloce- Allan on the alert. He cannot see 
behmd his hack, but instinctively knows there is an Irish Member 
in tbe vicinity. His teeth close, his moustache curls, his eyes glare. 
He once publicly, in course of debate, sat upon an Irish Member , 
not metaphorically, but physically. Irish Member, when he wriggled 
from under, appealed to Speakee on point of order. Speakee ruled 
proceeding decidedly out of order. “But I sat on him, Toby, 
dear boy,” Havelock said, triumphantly; “and I shall retain the 
impression to end of my life.” 
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“ So will ke,” I ol 3 served, wkeu Hiyelock was safe out of kearing. 
He doesn’t like retorts. 












Sir H. Havelock-Allan. 




A. A. Baumann. 


Tke sketck of B aukann evidently taken at tke moment ke keard tke 
announcement of poll at Hortk Salford. Seems to have knocked Mm 
rather of a heap. Was known in House as Cupid’s Bowman ; a smart 
able, useful Member, whom we shall all be glad to see back again. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

“ ‘ Over tke Hills and far away ! ’ follow yours faithfully Clement 
Scott.” This is the full title, and signed advice to the public given 
on the frontispiece of his little shilling book published by Eglinton. 
It is dedicated to Sir Edward Lawson — “ right thing to do my 
boy I ” — and appropriately so, as if the Baron’s memory runneth not 
to the contrary, most if not all the articles in this author’s little 
holiday-hook have appeared at some time or other in the D. T., and 
do not suffer any D.X.rioration by being hound up together in tMs 
shilling volume. It tells of a visit to Hayling, where he l^icked up 
health, strength, and an aspirate, when he went there ailing ; he 










f A Poppylar 'Writer in Poppy Land, 

teUs of Suffolk, where a branch of the Great Punchian Family is 
settled, known as The Suffolk Punches ; he prattles of Honeymoon 
Land, where he met the man with seven wives, each of whom had a 
cat, and to each cat there was a kit, and to each wife a kit too, it is 
to be hoped, in the shape otherwise of a trousseau, and of many other 
pleasant restful places and refresMng jaunts he tells delightfully. 
‘‘But of all the pleasant places in wMch ms lines have fallen, commend 
I me,” quoth the Baron, — * and the lines he has written will send many 
t to these pleasant places— (But 0 the Trippers I)— of all these give me 
the Flower Farm at Holy Vale and the Valley of Ferns . If the 
I reader cannot go to aD. the sweet resorts herein mentioned, let him be 
; induced by the first article to visit Holy Vale, and he will find 
Clement Scott an admirable guide for “the SeiBy Season.” Of course 


our Not-tet-Bun-Scotus hath visited the Cyril- Flower- Farm on 
the Norfolk Coast. Advice : Stand not on the money- order ot your 
going, but go at once, and stop there. As to money, remember your 
Uncle dwells in Poppy Land, quoth their true friend, 

The Travelled Baron db Book-Worms. 

P.S. — A youthful shootist bought the Poppyland book because he 
thought that it would tell him all about where to go popping. Also 
a bashful suitor was misled by the title, hoi>ing that in Poppy Land 
he would learn how to “Pop — the question.” The Learned Author 
has not said one word about the “weasels that go pop,” which, of 
course, are natives of Poppy Land. 


“ THE EIET WITHIN THE LUTE.^ 


It surely sounds a pretty phrase, 
Some poesy for woe it wins, 
Commemorating roundelays 
And troubadours and mandolins: 
W e seem to view some minstrel- boy 
Beside his shattered music mute, 
The shattered string, the ruined 
joy — 

The lUft within the Lute. 

How swift the slip from tune to 
twang I [did ; 

Sweets bitter grow, as aye they 
For e’en the Eoman poet sang 
Surgit amari aliquidJ^ 

Our pigmy worries 
turn us grey ; 

And sorrows fierce [ . 

are less acute ; ^ 

Our hearts are rid- W 

died every day v| 

With llifts within ^ 
the Lute, ^ 

You envy Forth- 
NATus — rich — 

A charming bride 
— sub s e r vi e n t r- 
friends. - 

To rival him were 
something which — 

The dream of Ava- 
rice transcends 
That charming ^ 

bride a mother 
owns 

Whom Forthna- -r. ' 

Tus brands a 
brute : 

She mars his life’s entrancing 
tones — 

His lUf t within the Lute ! 

Then, Peregrine— he journeys 
far; 

Unshackled, he by toil’s routine : 
By turns he qnaffs a samovar 
Or sherbet, as he shifts his 
scene. 

‘ ‘ Strong as a horse ! ” — ah ! there ’ s 
the string 

That snaps asunder — “to re- 
cruit.” 

He wanders, manufacturing 
A Hift within Ms Lute. 

And Btjlcinea ! What a life ! 
Adoring crowds, adornments 
rare, 


And many fain to call her wife, 

And sue her smiles in Belgravo 
Square. 

And yet her Fetch-and-carry 
swears 

He heard her, while he pressed ' 
his suit, 

Sigh, “ Bored to desiieration 1 ” — 
there ’s 

A Kift within that Lute. 

What need more trivial ills to 
quote, 

The freshly-fumished house 
that shines, 






The coxcomb’s fashionable coat, 
Both brushed and polished “ to 
the nines,” 

Both yielding to some faial flaw ; 
A crack ; a fiend who plays the 
fiute; 

Both, both examples of the law 
Of Eift within the Lute. 

Whate’er the dulcet instrument 
We favour, still the lilt will 
stop ; 

And with a gorgeous chalice blent 
Oft lurks the tiny poisoned 
drop. 

X ’m not so spry myself to-night ; 
I ’ll try a dose oi arrowroot. 

You’ll own that Indigestion’s 
quite ^ 

A Kift in any Lute I 


“Walker Art Gallery.”— Show commences this week at 
Liverpool. The Walker was a Genius. But is this show all 
“Walker,” or the genuine article?^ Has Mr. J. L. Toole, of 
Walker, London, anything to do with it ? No doubt it ’s quite 
“ ‘ O.H.^ Walker, Liverpool.” 

Political Prize Ring Riddle.— Why was the win of the Glad- 
stonian Party at Newcastle like the triumph of a single-fisted 
pugilist oyer his two-handed opponent? Because the victory was 
achieved "with one “ Morley.” 


0 :^ Jt^OTlCE.— Bejeoted Oanimnnicationd or Contrihtitioiis, whethar MS., Printed Matter, BrawingSy or Pictures of any description, will 
m no ease be retarded, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope. Cover, or Wrapper. To tMs rule 
there will be no exception. 
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WET I DON’T WIIITE 
PLATS. 

{Ftow the Common-place Booh 
of a Novelist . ) 

Because it is so mucli 
pleasanter to read one’s work 
than to hear it on the Stage. 

Because Publishers are 
far more amiable to deal 
with than Actor-Managers. 

Because ‘‘ behind the 
scenes” is such a disap- 
pointing place — except in 
Novels. 

Because why waste three 
weeks on writing a Play, 
when it takes only three 
years to compose a Novel ? 

Because Critics who send 
articles to Magazines in- 
viting one to contribute to 
the Stage, have no right to 
dictate to us. 

Because a fairly successful 
Novel means five hundred 
pounds, and a fairly success- 
ful Play yields as many 
thousands — why be infiu- 
enced by mercenary motives ? 

Because all Novelists hire 
their pens in advance for 
years, and have no time left 
for outside labour. 

And last, and (perhaps) not 
least, Why don’t I send in 
a Play ? Because I have 
tried to write one^ and find 
I can’t quite manage it I 


According'’ to recent ac- 
counts, the attitude of the 
Salvation Army in Canada 
may be fairly described as 
“ Revolting.” 



EQUIVOCAL. 


Bising Young Physician {mho cured so many Patients in last year’s PJpidemic). 
“Not much chance or more Influenza in England this 'Winter, I fancy 1 ” 
Eis Wife. “Let us hope for the best, Dearest 1’* 


I A DIARY OF THE DEAD 
SEASON. 

! (Suggested by the Contmts 
Bills ) 

Monday. — First ^ appear- 
anceof “theEpidemic.” Grood 
bold line with reference to 
Russia. Not of sufficient 
importance to head the Bill, 
but still distinctly taking:. 

Tuesday. — Quite a fea- 
ture. Centre ot the Bill with 
sub-lines of Horrible Dis- 
closures,” and “Painful 
Scenes.” Becoming a boom, 
To be further developed to- 
morrow. 

Wednesday. — Bill all 
“Epidemic.’’ Even Cricket 
sacrificed to make room for 
it. “News from Abroad.” 
“ Horrors at Hamburg.” No 
idea it would turn out so 
well. A perfect treasure- 
trove at this quiet season of 
the year ! 

Thursday. — Nothing but 
‘ ‘ Epidemic ’ ’ — “ Arrival in 
England” — “Precautions 
Everywhere.” Let the 
boom go ! It feeds itself ! 
Nearly as good as a foreign 
war! 

Friday. —StifL “the Epi- 
demic,” hut requires 
strengthening. “Spreading 
in the Provinces,” but still, 
not like it was. Falling 
fiat. 

Saturday. — A good sensa- 
tional Murder! The very 
thing for the Contents Bills. 
Exit “ the Epidemic,” until 
again wanted. 


SONGS OF SOCIETY; 

L— INTRODUCTORY. TO MY LYRE. 

[“Smoothly writterL vos do SocieU^ whcie d 
houdoii dccoium is, or ought always to be, pio- 
bcivcd ; wheie sentiment never suiges into passion, 
and where hnmour nerer overflows into boisterous 
meriiment .” — Fredench Locker' s Bo ef ace to Zyoa 
BUgant%aoimi.^’'\ 

Dear Lyre, your duty now you know I 
If one would sing with grace and glow 
Songs of Society, 

One must not dream of fire, or length, 

Or ^dvid touch, or virile strength, 

Or great variety. 

Among the Muses of Mayfair 
A Bacchanal with unbound hair, 

And loosened girdle, 

Would be as purely out of place 
As Atalanta in a race 

O’er hedge or hurdle : 

Our Muse, dear Lyra, must be trim, 
Must not indulge in vagrant whim, 

Of voice or vesture. 

Boudoir decorum wiU allow 
No gleaming eye, no glowing brow, 

No ardent gesture. 

Society, which is our theme, 

Is like a well- conducted stream 
Which calmly ripples. 

We sing the World where no one feels 
Too pungently, or hates, or steals, 

Or loves, or tipples. 

And should you hint that down below 
The subtle siren all men know 
Is hiding her face, 


Our answer is : “ That may be true, 
But boudoir bards hav o nought to do 
Save with Ibo sin face.” 



And tlioroforo, though Society feel 
The Proletaiiat’s heavy heel 
Its kibe approaching, 


Some luxuries yet are left to sing, 

The Opera-Box, the Row, the Ring, 
And Golf, and Coaching. 

Not e’en the Socialistic scare 
The dandyish and the de'bonair 
Has quite demolished ; 

Whilst Privilege hath still a purse, 
There ’s yet a chance for flowing verse, 
And iieriods polished. 

If Ibsen, Bellamy, ^ and George, 

Raise not the boudoir critic’s gorge 
Beyond all bearing, 

Light lyrics may she not endure, 

On social ills above her cure, 

Below her caring ? 

Muse, with Society we may toy 
Without impassioned grief or joy, 

Or boisterous merriment ; 

May sing of Sorrow vvith a smile • 

At least, it may be worth our while 
To try the experiment. 


Quite the Treble Gloucester Cheese! 
* — The Three Quires’ Festival this week. Do 
the Three Quires appear in the Cathedral? 
If BO, as each quire means twenty-four sheets, 
there’ll be quite a “Surplice Stock.” 


Contribution by Our Own “Muley 
Hassan.”— — To find “three Single 
Gentlemen roRed into one ? ” Answer— %h: 
Euan Smith. ExplanationSh:, You, an’ 
Smith. \_Exit Muley Hassan going to Bray. 


Why ought a Quack’s attendance on a 
patient to be gratis F—Beeause he is No-Fee- 
bician. 


VOL. oin. 


1 


L 









MOEE REASONS FOR STOPPING 
IN TOWN. 


Commodore JBuncomle. Because I 
know those iufernal Tentonners, and 

Chartreuse jaune only makes me 

worse. 

William Sikes. Because of the 
gross incompetence of my Counsel, 
and the ridiculous adverse pre- 
possessions of the^ Jury at my re- 
cent appearance in public at the 

c. c. c. 

McStinger. Because there’s bonny 
brawaironthe braes of Hampstead, 
and it costs but a bawbee to get 
intil it. 

JFitz-Flulie.^ Because, since that 
awkward afiair at the Roulette Club, 
my country invitations haven’t come 
in. 

Cap el Courtney. Because those 
beastly bucket-shops have collared 
all our business. 

JBumpshuSf M.P. 'Because the 


PHILLIPOPORIS. 

I'oper Major {over their third bottle of a Grand Vin). 1 
shay, ol’ f’ler, neksh year thinksh’ll go see ex’bishun at Ph- 
Phipp ~ at Philup-popple 


UN-BROCKEN YOWS. 



Lords of the Treasury (shabby crew 
of place-hunters) declined to adopt 


Jhper Minor. I know, ol’f’ler. You mean Philipoppoppo 
poppo Toper Major. Thatsh it— shame place. Have 


my suggestion, and to place a trooper, 
thoroughly weR found, victualled, 


— poppo 

’nother bo’l ! 


Toper Major. Thatsh it— shame place. Have 
[Tl^^y drink. 


and overhauled, at the disposal of 
any Members of the Lower House 
whose profound sense of duty, and 
of the importance^ of the Imperial 
Federation idea, impelled them to 
take a six-months’ trip round the 
world at the nation’s expense. 

Theodore John Hook Straight. 
Because of the old trouble — “got a 
complaint in the chest.” 


“The Speech of MoisrKEYS.”~Professor R. L, Gaeis-ee, who 
is a great hand at “ getting his Monkey up ” (he was natu- 
rally a bit annoyed at being, quite recently, accidentally pre- 
vented from giving his Monkey lecture), is about to commence 
operations by adapting the old song of “Xe^ us he Happy 
Together to Monkey Language, when it will re- appear as 
Let us he Apey Together It will be first given at 
I Monkey Island on Thames. 


■Walptjeois Brocken Night at 
Crystal Palace last Thursday — Grand ! 
Jupiter Pluviua suspended buckets, 
and celestial water -works rested 
awhile to make way for Terrestrial 
Fire-works. “ Todgers ’s can do it 
when it likes,” as all Martin-Chuzzle- 
witers know, and Beock can do it 
too when he likes. 2, propos of 
Diceehs’ quotation above, it is on I 
record that Mr. Pickwick was once 
addressed as “ Old Fireworks.” 
Where? When? and How? Mr. 
Pickwick^ we are led to infer by 
the commentary thereon, somewhat 
objected to the term, unless our 
Pickwickian memory fail us — ^whioh 
is not improbable— but Mr. Beock 
would appropriate it to himself with 
pleasure, and be “‘proud o’ the 
title’ as the Living Skeleton said.” 
Despite wind and weather, and con- 
tretemps generaRy, Beock has never 
broeken faith with the pubRc. 
'"'‘Facta non verha'^^ is his motto : and 
“ Facta^^ means (here) Fire-works. 


Ceicketees who ought to ee' Good Hahds at Plaxihg 
A Tie.— •“ The Eleven of Notts.” 


“Geeat Beit AIK akd the Gid- ! 
BEET IsLAKDs.”— Captain Davis of 
H.M. Screw Cruiser FoyalisU on 
May 27, formaRy annexed “The 
GRbert Islands.” Where was Sux- 
LiTAK ? Or is it that Sir Aethue, 
having been annexed as a Knight, 
was unable to interfere ? WRl 
D’Oxlx Caete explain? 
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Dick Gatlinq {bustling up). Hallo, wliat’s that? Ho, no, 
THE MENAGERI E RACE, Mrs. Bangs— be true to your Tortoise. I tell you be ’s going to romp 

_ T in. — jEsop’^s tip, don’t you know ? I’ve backed you' to win or a place. 

Scene — The terrctce in front of Hauberk Hall^ which the IjA^ksptjes j wbat do vou think X’ve drawn — the Mutton ! Just my luck I 
ham taken for the Summer. TmE— August afternoon. Curate. DrCK, just come this way a moment— I ’ve a proposi- 

Miss Stella LAEESPim— a young lady with great mergy and a occurred to me that the Monkey would feel more 

talent for organisation— has insisted upon all the Guests taking home with you, and, in short, I 

part in a Menagerie Dace. Mr. Plumley Du f {plaintively, to Miss Cynthia Cuafpees). I 

The Rev. Ninian Headnote, the Local Curate [to Mr. Plhmley shouldn’t have minded any other animal— but to be paired oh with a 

Bijee — after uneasily regarding as she shakes up some G-oose ! ^ -rr i xc x-u r 

pieces of folded paper in a hat). Can you give me any idea of the Miss Chaffers {^consolingly). You re better on than i am, at ali 
o>v>na©Yno-nf — PI* — ^nAfTiiTicr rfiSATnbline* a. events — I ’ve e*ot a Punnv 


precise nature of thk amusement — er — ^nothing resembling 
gambling transaction, I suppose ?— or I really 


Mr. Plumley Duff. Well, I [m given to understand that we shall Puppy ! 


events— I ’ve got a Puppy ! . 77 ^ rr 

Mr. Duff. Have you? {After a pause — sentimentally.) Ilappy 


each be expected to take an animal of some sort, and drive it along 
with a string tied to its leg. Sounds childish— to me. 


The Curate {relieved). Oh, exactly, I see. ^ Most entertaining, I/m Puppy 


Miss C. He T 1 be anything but a happy Puppy if he doesn’t win. 
Mr. Duff. Oh, but he ’s sure to. I know I would, if I was your 


surel {He coos.) What wonderful ingenuity one sees in devising 
ever- fresh pastimes, do we not ? Indeed, yes ! 

Miss Stella. There, I’ve shuffled all the animals now. {Pre- 
senting the hat.) Mr. Headnote, will you draw first ? 

The Curate. Oh, really. Am I to 
take one of these ? Charmed ! {He 
draws.) How I wonder what my 
fate {Opening the paper.) The 

Monkey! {His face falls.) Js there ^ 

a Monkey here? Dear me, how 

Dick Gatling {of H.M. Gunboat ^ 

WeaseP^). Brought him over my / 

last cruise from Colombo. Ho end 1 

of a jolly httle beast— bites like the ^ , 

like you know ! ^ ' J 

Miss Stella [to her Cousin). How, 

Dick, I won’t have you takmg away — 

poor Jacko’s character like that. 

He ’s only bitten Binns— and, well, 
there was the gardener’s boy— hut 
I ’m sure he teased him. You won’t 
tease him, will yon, Mr. Healnote ? /i 

The Curate. I — I shouldn’t dream w lillulm 
of it, Miss Stella,— on the contrary, 

I (To himself.) Was it quite / 

discreet to let myself be drawn into I if 
this? Shall I not risk lowering my /If 

offlce by publicly associating myself m f ||||| ju|l| ' 

with a— a Monkej? I feel certain \ 

the Yicar would disapprove /| j '' u \| ||\ 1 | 

Dick {to Colonel Kemp- 

, ton). ^ Drawn your animal / ^ i MM|i|||T — 

The Colonel {heatedly). |j| 

Yes, I have — and^ I wish / /j ■ y.A\M^||TOK 

I’d kept out of this infer- / / ill 
n^ tomfoolery. Why the / ' ^ l|| fflMWffl 

mischief don’t they leave a f / f l "S IMH 

man in peace and quietness I/^ 

on a hot afternoon like ^ ^ 

this? Here am I, routed 
out of a comfortable seat 

to go and drive a con- // /y 

founded ^ White Babbit, V D 

* “It makes me feel too t 

The Curate. Pardon me, 

Colonel Kempton ; but if you object to the Babbit, I would not at all 
mind undertaking it myself— and you could take my Monkey 


iiiss C- I’m not so sure of that. Don’t they lodge objections, or 
something, for boring ? ^ 

Mr. Fanshawe. Can anybody inform me whether I ’m cxj)ected to 

go and catch my Peacock ? Because I ’ll he hanged if 

The Curate. Oh, Miss Stella, it ’s 
all right— Mr. Gatling thinks that 
it would be better if he undertook 
_ the Monkey himself; so we’ve ar- 

Miss Stella. Oh, nonsense, Dick! 
WMBT ^ < I can’t have you taking advantage 

'O' *■ O y of Mr. Hbabnote’s good-nature like 
^ ^ that. What ’s the use of drawing 

^ lots at all if you don’t keep to them ? 

course Mr. Headnote will keep 

^ {.The unfortunate Curate accepts his 
IMIKW WIbK — ^ - lot with Christian resignation. 

settled— but I 
say, Stella, where ’s my Mutton’s 
moorings — and what ’s to he the 




“ It makes me feel too absurdly young I ” 


A Stella. The course is straight up 
Avenue from the Lodge to the 
^ifr House, and I ’ve told them to get all 

beasts down there ready for us ; 

1 once. 

ill III Competitors. Stella, my dear, 

' I J 1 nil lIHlIlMWr ^ - mustnH Miss Geissell tell her kitten 
ii iillilililHl - ^ Tortoise’s head every 

ill liliilM ^ O ^ time he pokes his poor nose out ? It 

fill 

_ TON, it isn’^the^Puppy’s^fault— ^u 

Stella, hold on a bit, my Mutton 

wants to He Mayn’t I kmk it 

Q gPW ]pi is dragging her anchor again, back 

^ her engines a bit, or there ’ll he a 
foul. . . . Miss Stella, I — I really 
donH think this Monkey is quite weu 
—his teeth are chattering in such a 
very . . . All right, padre, only his 
)surdly young I ” nasty temper — jerk the beggar’s 

chain. More than that! 

Chorus of Spectators at Lodge Gates. My word, I wonder what 
next the gentry ’ll be up to, I dew. Ain’t Miss Stet.la orderin’ of 


The Colonel. Thanks— but I won’t deprive you. A Babbit is quite ’en about! How she’s started ’en. They ain’t not allowed to go 
responsmility enough for me ! . y. ^ „ , ’ittin ot ’en — got to go just wheeriver the animiles want. Lor, the 

The Curate {to hzmself disappointed). He ’s afraid of a poor harm- guse is takin his genlm’n in among the treeses ! Well, if iyer I did I 

less Monkey—and he an Army man, ^0 ! But I donH see why j That theer tartus gits along, don’t he ? Passon don’t seem eom’fable 

Jxws (xussie GrisselL Ou., Mr. Headnote, isn t it ndieulous 1 along 0’ that monkey. I ’ll back the young sailor gent — ^keeps that 
ihey ye given me a Kitten! It makes me feel too absurdly sheep wunnerful stiddy, he do. There ’s the hold peacock puttui’ on a 
J t 7 \ r± X . bust now. WeU, well, these be fine doin’s for ’Auberk ’All, and no 

i he Curate {eagerly). If you would prefer a— a more appropriate mistake. Make old Sir Haldekd stare if he was ’ere, &c., &c. 

animM, there’s a Monkey, which I am sure; {To himself as The Colonel {wrathfuUy to his Rabbit, which will do nothing hut 

Miss G. turns away indignantly). This Monkey doesn’t seem very run round and round him). Stop that, will you, you Httle fool. Do 
popular— there must he someone here who— I’ll try the American you want to trip me up ! Of all the dashed nonsense I ever ! 


Lady -mey are generally eccentric. {To Mrs. Hebek K, Bangs.) Mrs. Pangs. My! Colonel, you do seem to have got hold of a 
I hope Fortune has been kind to you, ms. Bangs ? pretty insubordinate kind of a Babbit, too ! 

Mrs. Jiangs. Well, 1 doa’t knw; tliere.or« quadrupeds that can The Colonel {looking round). Well, you areu’t getting much pace 
trot taster over the measured mile than a Tortoise, and that’s my out of your Tortoise either, if it comes to that ! 

an im al. Mrs. ’Rn.n.ns. "FTa ■nn+'.a i-n mnft’fc Af Lia +1^^ -J-n c 


r -.y XI \ -n ! rr-ux* x_: T • J J He puts in most of his time in stoppages for rest and 

The Cur^e {with sympathy). me!^ That is a trial, mdeed, refreshment. I’m beginning to believe that old fable’s a fraud. 

tor you I JJut it you -would prefer ^methmg rather more exciting. Anyway, it ’s my opamon this Tortoise isn’t going to beat any hare— 
I should he most happy, I ’m sure, toreiehange my Monkey unless it ’s a jugged one. lu.. 
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“ the" 0NL\ 

lemnlj/). Yes, out I 

say, you know — Scene 

that \8 all very well, ; ; — ; ; 

but it’s not making him race, is it? Now I am getting some 
runnmg out ot my Goose. 

Miss C. Rather in-and-out-running, isn’t it? {Cries of distress 
from the rear,) But what is the matter now ? That poor dear 
Curate again ! 

The Curate {in agony). Here, I say, somebody! Jo help me! Miss 
Stella, do speak to your monkey, please I It ’s jumped on my 
back, and it’s pulling my hair — ’ow! 









ONLY 


ROTTEN ROW. 


Scene from The Rake’s Progress. 


To the mast-head high we nail the Burge, ^ 
When the north wind snores its dismal dirge ! 
In the trough of the sea with a mighty splurge, 
The quiv’ring Yacht beats down the surge, 

And weathers the Warner Light ! 


ly ! do help me ! Miss This experience having inspired me with courage, I indulged 
It’s jumped on my in another flight ot daring which required all the aplomh ot a 
leader ot Fashion to carry out successfully; and, though few of 


{Most of the Competitors abandon their animals and rush to the the “smart” Ladies of my set habitually indulge in the habit, 
rescue, I am happy to think I am encouraging them in a healthy and 

Dicli Gatling {coming up later). Why on earth did you all jack up amusing pastime, which, in the Summer, may in time even rival 
like that ? You’ve missed a splendid flnish ! My Mutton was forging Lawn Tennis. However not to beat about the bush any longer 
ahead like fun, when Fanshawe’s Peacock hoisted his sail, and drew (what an utterly absurd expression this i^— as if it couM hurt the 
alongside, and it was neck and neck. Only, as he had more neck bush to beat it ! to say nothing or the diinoulty of keeping a bush 


than the Mutton, and stuck it out, he won by a beak. Look here, always handy to heat !}— it is time 1 told you what this great achieve- 
let ’s have it all over again ! ment of mine was— J went paddling : There !— the secret is out! — 

{But the Monkey being up a tree, and the Colonel hating' surrep- ‘ Summer Amusement disc(^ered ! ^ The 

tUiously got rid of Ins Rabbit among the bracken, and the l^^^s of the Game pe being mit^n, and will shortiy be published 

Tortoise hating retii ed within his shell and firmly declined ^B,ou{ledge s Rhquette of Raddhn^ for L^ies 

to come out again, sport is abandoned for the afternoon, to Standmg. I hardly ted you that ti^ flrst thing 

the scarcely disguised relief of the Curate, who is prevented necessary is to find a secluded bay, and it is also advisable to collect 
f om remaining to tea by the pressure of parish-work, ^ take with you-(there are usually plenty left about 

^ ^ ^ 02X the beach from which you can make a selection)— as a sort oi ex- 

: : — — cuse;— no other implements are required for the game, in fact, 

superfluities are a nuisance and only get wet — thus equipped — the 
LADY GAT^S SELECTIONS. game can be played with freedom— from pebbles)— combined of 

-nr T,4- . ^ cr couTso with propriety, and will be found amusing and invigorating — 

Dear Me. Punch, Mount Street, Grosvenor Square, (quotation from the preface to the Book of Rules written by the 

Cnce more I am back in my London pied-d-terre ’’—(but eminent German Doctor, Herr Splashenwasser— inventor of the 
how it can be z. pied-d-TERRE, I don’t quite know, considering it’s a Water-Cure. 

flat on the fourtn floor ! — ridiculous language French is to be sure!) The next Race meeting requiring attention takes place at Don- 

— and very glad to get home again I assure you. I^ have spent the caster this week, and the most important race, I take it— at least, I 

last few weeks in the Isle of Wight, which is a British Possession in iou’t take it— but the winner will— another senseless expression — 
the latitude of Spithead — (I don’t know why Spithead should want fs naturally the St. Leger, for which I make a poetic selection, 
any latitude, hut it seems to take a good deal!)— sacred to Tourists, which has cost me weeks of anxious thought, no “leger” task! 
Char-d-bancs, and Pirates — the latter disguised as Lodging- — (French joke) — owing to the number of horses engaged, so few of 
letters ! , . . . wMch wiR run ! Yours devotedly. Lady Gat. 

While there we suffered severely from Regattas ; which swarm m Leger Selection. 

the Island at this season, and are hotly pursued by the visitors, with mr -l j. A n • j. ^ A 

the deadly telescope. I myself was bitten once by the Regatta i 

Bacteria, and very painful it was. My friend, Baron Yon Hodge- the students of 

M4.NN, owner of the Anglesea, persuaded me to go on board for a foregone conclusion, tis perfectly clear, 

race, and we travelled the whole thirty miles sitting at an angle of Eor the noble possessor oi Orme, 

forty-five degrees, and singing the war-cry of the Royal Yictoria ^ This should really be Burg^^, but then it wouldn’t rhyme, and a Poet 
Yacht Club ! — may drop a syllable, it he or she mayn’t drop an H I 


— (French joke)— owing to the number of horses engaged, so few of 
which win run ! Yours devotedly. Lady Gat. 

St. Leger Selection. 

The best of the classic events of the year 
We are told by the students of “ form,” 

Is a foregone conclusion, ’tis perfectly clear. 

For the noble possessor of Orme, 

^ This should really be Burg^^, but then it wouldn’t rhyme, and a Poet 
may drop a syllable, it he or she mayn’t drop an H I 
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THE WOMAN THAT WAS ! 

Momieur U MarUTicd {who^ during the Forties, was a das7iing young Military AttacM at the 
French JEhribassy in London). “Ah, Duchess, and ho you hemlbmbbr ze so beautiful youno 
Laby Maby Gwendolen Ybrb be Yere, zat everybody vent mad about ven I vas in 
England ? Yen I tine of ’er, my ’Earrt beat even now 1 ’* 

The Duchess {n6e Mary Gwendolen Vere de Fere). “Oh yes, Monsieur le MarjSchal, I 

REMEMBER HER ONLY TOO WELL ! ” 

if. le Mardchal. “ Yat 'as became of 'br, Madame la Duohesse?" 

Mer Grade {with a sigh). ^[Flls jn^jest plvs I ” 


STUDIES IN THE NEW POETRY. 

Ko. Y. 

It may be objected that Jfr. Punches 
^ fifth example does not stxictljr conform to 
the canons laid down by him in his prefa- 
tory remarks to Ho. I. Mr. Punch neither 
admits nor denies the charge. He is con- 
vinced, however, that those who do him the 
honour to read these Studies, might justly 


complain if he failed to include in them an 
example of the work of a Poet who has 
shown our generation how rusticity and 
rhymes, cattle and Conservative convic- 
tions, peasants and patriotism, may be com- 
bined in verse. It is scarcely necessary to 
add that the author of the following mag- 
nificent piece is Mr. A-fr-d A-st-n. Like 
others who might be named, he has not the 
honour to be an agrieultural labourer ; but 
no living man has sung at greater length 


of rural life, and its simple joys. IV^ny of 
his admirers have asserted that liritain 
ought to have more than one Laureate, and 
that Mr. A-fe-b A-st-n ought to be among 
the number. Others are not prepared to go 
quite so far. They have been licard to com- 
plain that cows and trees, and woodmen and 
farms, and sheep and wains, and hay and 
turnips, do not necessarily suggest the 
highest happiness, and that it is not always 
dignified for an aspiring Poet to be led 
about helpless through the byeways of sense 
by those wilful, wanton playfellows, lus 
rhymes. The two factions may be left to 
fight out their quarrel over the present 
example, which, by the way, is not taken 
from the collected edition of the Poet’s 
works. ! 

IS LUHCH WORTH LUNCHING ? 

{By A-fr^d A^st-n.) 

Is Lujfch ^orth lunching? Go, d)'speptic 

man, 

Where in the meadows green the oxen 
munch. 

Is it not true that since our land began 
The horned ox hath given us steaks for 
lunch ? 

Stjaks rump or otherwise, the prime sirloii, 
Sauced with the stinging radish of the horse. 
Beeves meditate and die ; we pay our coin, 
And though the food be oiten tough and 
coarse. 

We eat it, we, through whose bold British 
veins 

Bold British hearts drive bubbling British 
blood. 

Yo true-born Briton, come what may, disdains 
To eat the patient chewers of the cud. 

Or seek the uplands, where of old Bo Peep 
(So runs the tale) lost all her lieecy flocks ; 
There happy shepherds tend theix" grazing 
sheep 

(Some men like mutton, some prefer the ox). 

Ay, surely it would need a heart of flint 
To watch the blithe lambs caper o’er the lea, 
And, watching them, refrain from thoughts 
of mint, 

Of new potatoes, and the sw^eet green pea. 

Is Lunch worth lunching ? The Sei>tember 
sun 

Makes answer “Yes;^^ no longer must 
thou lag. 

Forth to the stubble, cynic ; take tby gun. 
And add the juicy partridge to thy bag. 

Out in the fields the keen-eyed pigeons coo ; 

They fill their crops, and then away they fly. 
Pigeons are sometimes passable in stew, 

And always quite delicious in a lie. 

Or liuck red- currants on some summer day, 
Then take of raspberries an equal part, 

Add cream and sugar — can mere worcfs convey 
The luscious joys of this delightful tart ? 

Is Lunch worth lunching? If such cates 
should fail, 

Go cut of country bread a solid huncb, 

Pile on it cheese, wash down with country ale, 
And, faring plainly, yet enjoy thy lunch. 

Yea, this is truth, the lunch of knife and fork, 
The pic-nic lunch, spread out upon the 
earth, 

Lunches of beef, bread, mutton, veal, or pork, 
Ail, all, without exception all, are worth I 


Kenety-nine out of a Hundred Candi- 
dates MUST BE “PxiXED.”—The Living of 
“ Easington-with-Liverton, Yorkshire, worth 
MOQ per annnm,’^ is vacant. Is it in the 
gHt of the celebrated Dr. Cockle ? or of Dr. 
Carter, of Little-LiverpilL-Street fame ? 
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PLAYFUL HEIFERVESCENCE AT HAWARDEN. 


SONGS OUT OF SEASON. 


[Mr. GrLADSTONE met with, an extraordinary adventure in Hawarden Park one day last week. A 
heifer, which had got loose, made for Mr. Gladstone as he was crossing the park, and knocked him 
down. Mr. Gladstone took refuge behind a tree. The heifer scampered off, and was subsequently shot.] 



G. 0. M. sings : — 

How happy could I be with heifer, 

If sure it were only her play. 

Is ’t Labby ? or Labour ? Together 
In one ? I ’ll get out of the way. 

Singing [to mgself)—lSfi^ my tol de rol de 
rol Labby, &e. 

She comes ! On her horns she is playing 
A tune with a hounsh or two ! 


Ho cow-hord am 1^ but my staying 
To play second fiddle won’t do. 

Singing [to myself) — With my tol de rol 
tol-e-rate Labby, &c. 

Don’t chiyey her ! I would allot her 
“ Three acres,” and lots of sweet hay. 

Alas ! while I ’m taUdng, they ’ye shot her I 
Well! heifers, like dogs, haye their day ! 
Singing [to myself as h^ore) — With my tol 
lol de rol-licking Labby, &c. 


Latest.— dinner, Mr. Gladstone fell asleep in his chair ! He was seen to smile, 
although his repose seemed somewhat disturbed. Presently he was heard to murmur 
melodiously the words of the old song, slightly adapted to the most recent eyent, — ‘ ‘ Heifer 
of thee I ’m fondly dreaming ! ” Then a shudder ran through his frame as he pronounced 
softly a Latin sentence ; it was “ Labor omnia vincit! ” Then he awoke. 


Ho. II.— KEW-EIOUS! 

It ’ s a pleasure worth the danger, 

Deems your gorgeous De La Pluche, 

To become the main arranger 
Of a drive in your barouche ; 

And your Coachman, honest Joe too, 

When approached thereon by J eames, 
Doesn’t say^ exactly “no,” to 
Such inviting little schemes. 

Jeames has doffed them “ ’orrid knee- 
things ; ” 

Plush gives way to tweed and socks ; 

And a hamper with the tea-things, 

Fills his place upon the box ; 

With Makia, Jane, and Hemma, 

He is playing archest games, 

And they ’re in the sweet dilemma, 

Who shall make the most of James. 

Mr. Coachman smokes his pipe on 
His accustomed throne of pride, 

And, through driving, keeps an eye ’pon 
All the revellers inside. 

Mrs. Coachman there is seated ; 

Children twain are on her lapped, 

Who alternately are treated, 

And alternately are slapped. 

While the painters haunt your mansion, 

And you’re “Hup” “The Halps’^ or 
“Hhind,” 

Your domestics find expansion 
In diversions of the kind ,* 

And on such a day as this is. 

They will drink the health at Kew, 

Of ‘ ‘ The Master and the Missis, 

And their bloomin’ kerridge too! ” 


The Pallium and Akchiepiscopal Oath 
C oNTEOVEKSY IN THE “TiMES.” — Ho wouder 
this is a very dry subject, when they’ve got 
such a strong Thuest-on among them. Our 
advice, by way of moistening it, is, ‘ ‘ Drop it I ” 


“ Cleegy Fees” [see “ Times Corre- 
spondence). — Growl of the Archiepiscopal 
Ogre Co . : — 

“ JPee, fi, fo, fum I 
I smell the coin of a Clergyman I 
Hath he fat glebe, be he ill-fee’ d, ill-fed, 

I ’ll grab his fees to butter my bread 1 ” 


A NIGHTLY CHEYALIEE. 

Music-Hall Artists are not by any means “ Fixed Stars.” During 
the evening they manage to accomplish the somewhat paradoxical- 
sounding feat of shining in the same parts, yet in different places and 
at different times, appearing everywhere with undiminished bril- 
liancy. The Student of the Music-Hall Planetary system, has only 
by observation to ascertain the exact time and place of the appearance 
of his favourite bright particular Star, and then to pay his money, 
take Ms choice between sitting and standing, and like a true astro- 
nomer, he will — glass in hand, a strong glass too, — await the great 
event of the evening, calmly and contentedly. 

If the Wirtuous W estender wandering down the Strand, after having 
on some previous nights exhausted the Pavilion and the elaborately 
gorgeous Variety Shows given at the Empire and Alhambra, seeks 
for awhile a resting-place wherein to enjoy Ms postprandial cigar, 
and be amused, if such an one wiU drop into the classic Tivoli, he 
will find excellent entertainment, that is as long as their present 
programme holds the field. The Holborn and the Oxford may 
delight him on other nights, for it seems that much the same Stars 
shine all around ; but for the present, taking Tivoli as synonymous 
with Tibur, he may, with* Horation humour, say to himself (“him- 
self” being not a bad audience as a rule) 

“ Holborn Tibur amem ventosus, Tivoli Holborn,” 
and he can then enter the Tivoli, now under the benign rule of 
that old Music Hall Hand, Caeolus Moetonius, M.A., Magister 
Agens, while the experienced Mr. Yeenon Dowsett — “ JExperientia 
BowsetV ^ — ^manages the stage. Good as is the entire show, and 
especially good as is the performance of Mr. Chaeles Godfkey as 
an old Chelsea Pensioner recounting to several little Peterkins a 


touching and heart-stirring tale of the Crimean War, yet for me, the 
Costermonger Songs of Mr. Albeet Chevaliee are the great attrac- 
tion. His now wml-known “ Coster^ s Serenade^'^ and his “ Knocked 
’em in the Old Kent Jdoadf are supplemented by a song and 
dialogue about a Coster’s son, a precocious little chap, about three 
years old, and “ only that ’igh, you know,” in whom his father takes 
so great a pride that it works his own temporary reformation. It is 
so natural as to be just on the borderland between farce and pathos, 
and recalls time past, when Hobson played The Porter^ s Knot^ 
and such-like pieces. Now what more do Music Halls want than 
what Mr. Cbdevaliee gives them? TMs is the^ very essence of a 
dramatic sketch of character, given in just the time it takes to sing 
the song, — ^that is, about ten minutes, if as much. The compact 
orchestra, under tne directorship of Mr. Ashek, discourses excellent 
accompaniments, and the music of the Chevaliee’ s songs — com- 
posed, I believe, by himself — is not the least among the attractions. 
The Chevaliee, who, as he takes more than one turn every evening, 
may be termed a Knight Errant, is certainly the Coster’s Laureate 
and accepted Hepresentative in the West,; the mine, wMch is his 
own, is inexhaustible. He is a magician in Ms own peculiar line, 
and may write himself Albeetus Magnus, 


“ Al Feesco,” the Lightning ALrtist, whose full name is “ Aleeed 
Feesco,” writes to suggest that the Alhambra under Mr. John 
Hollingshead’s management should start a Eotten How Galoj) and 
Kensington Gardens Guadrille to follow as in a series the Mghly 
successful Serpentine Dance. 


Novel Quaetette.— A t the next Hereford Festival there will be 
performed a concerted piece by four Short Horns. 





THE POOR V10LI3:TIST.*-An Episode, in the Style of Sterne. 

“Xe Luthier de CrSmone^'^^ observed EwEinxrs, *‘is apatketio story.” 

“Indeed, EuaEKitrs,” replied Yobick, “ it is extremely touching:. 
I protest I never read, or hear it, without emotion.” 

“The violin,” pursued ErjaExnjs, “most sensitive, and, as it 
were, soulful of human instruments, lends itself, with particular 
aptness, to the purposes of literary pathos.” 

“Bear Sensibility ! ” said I, “source inexhausted of all that is 
precious in our (poetical) joys, or costly in our (dramatic) sorrows I ” 

“It were well,” continued Yorick:, drily, “if it were also the 
source inexhausted of more that is quick in our sympathy, and 
practical in our beneficence. It is scarcely in the columns of the 
daily news-sheet that Sensibility usually seeks its much-sought 
stimulus. And yet but lately, in the corner of my paper, I en- 
countered a piteous story that ‘ dear Sensibility ’ (had it been more 
romantically environed) might deliciously have luxuriated in. 
I protest Hwas as pathetic as those of M!a.rix Le Eevre, or Lx Freur, 
It was headed, “ Sad Death of a Well-known Violinist.” 

“Prithee, dear Yorick,^ let me hear it,” cried Eug-entus. 

“ ^Twas but the prosaic report of a Coroner’s Inquest,” pursued 
Yorick. “Sensibility would probably have ‘ skipped’ the sordid 
circumstance.^ ‘ Frederick Martev, aged seventy-two, a well- 
known Violinist, and Professor of Music, formerly a member of the 
orchestra of the Italian Opera at Her Majesty’s and Covent G-arden 
Theatres,’ feund life too hard for him. That is all. ‘ The deceased, 
a bachelor.’-yHeayen help him! — ‘had of late been afdicted with 
deafness, which hindered his pursuit of his profession, and ’ (the 
witness an old friend feared) ‘ he was recently m straitened circum- 
stances, but he was too proud and independent to ask or accept 
assistance.’ The old friend, Mr. Lewis Chxpttx, Comeian, had 
‘frequently offered him hospitalities, which he never accepted,’ 
Offered him hospitalities ! Worthy comedian! In faith, Ettgenixts, 
’tis delicately worded. True ‘ Sensibility ’ here, supplemented by 
practical sympathy. Both, alas! unavailing. Somewhat of the 
doggedly independent spirit of the boot-rejecting Dr. Johksoet in 
this poor deaf violinist apparently. Verily, Eugenixts, the story 
requires but the ‘ decorative art ’ of the literary sentimentalist to 
make it moving, even to the modish. The ingeniously emotional 
historian of Lx Fleur would have made much of it.” 

“My gentle heart already bleeds with it,” said 1. “But the 
upshot, Yorick ; the sequel, my friend ? ” 


“’Tis short and simple,” responded Yorick, “‘The afflicted 
I Violinist ’ occupied a room at 34, Compton Street, Brunswick Square, 
in which he lived alone. He suffered from lumbago, as well as from 
a proud spirit and a broken heart. ^ He had a dread of * coming to 
the Workhouse.’ Spectral fear which haunts ever the sensitive and 
poverty-stricken ! Unreasonable ? ^ Perhaps. But not the less 
agonising. What comfort may Political Economy and an admirable 
Poor Law yield to proud-spirited victims of poverty ? ” 

“But surely,” said I, “the compassion of the stranger would 
gladly have poured oil and wine into the wounds of his spirit— or 
into poor afflicted Mxrix’s— had he only known.” 

“Doubtless,” said Yorick. “But ‘the great Sensorium of the 
World/ as — in ‘mere pomp of words’ — thou dost designate ‘Dear 
Sensibility,’ did not ‘vibrate’ to the' case of this ‘well-known 
Violinist ’ — until . ’twas too late to vibrate to any useful purpose. 
He was ‘ found lying dead in his bed, fully dressed, with the 
exception of his hat and boots,’ mute as the untouched strings of 
his own violin. ‘ He had died suddenly from syncope, or heart- 
failure.’ Heart-failure, EurGEimrs. Doth not thy gentle heart 
fail at the thought ? ‘ Dr. Colley found the body in an advanced 
stage of decomposition, and life had probably been extinct since 
the preceding Thursday night.’ Prithee,^ Sir, is ‘ Marix, sitting 
pensive under her poplar,’ more pathetic than this poor broken 
musician, dying alone, in his poverty and pride ? ” 

“Indeed, no i ” I responded, musingly, 

“Those,” continued Yorick, “who go, like the ‘Kmght of the 
Hueful Countenance,’ in quest of melancholy adventures, need not 
to make deliberately ‘ Sentimental Journeys ’ through France, or 
Italy, or by forest or mountain, picturesque hamlet, or romantic 
stream. The purlieus of great cities amongst the poverty-stricken 
members of what it is usual to call the ‘ lower mid^e-classes,’ will ^ 
furnish multitudinous subjects for pensive thought, and— what were ] 
a whole world better — ^for practical benevolence. ’Tis too late, alas ! 
to do aught for this dead Violinist, but were eyes and pen more 
sedulously and sympathetically employed about real, if sordid- 
seeming, in place of imaginary, if picturesque, woes, why verily, 
Eugentus, something more, perchance, might be done in such 

S 'tiful cases as that I have described to thee in non-joumalistic 
nguage, than what was formaPLy done by the Coroner’s Jury, who 
I —as they were bound to do, indeea — ‘ retmned a verdict in ctccordame 


—as they were bound to do, mdee< 
with the medical testimony d ” 
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LETTERS TO ABSTRACTtOMS. 

ITo. XIII.-T0 lERITATIOlSr. 


I HATE just come liome from my Club in a state bordering upon 
distraction. bTo great misfortune bas happened to me, my dearest 
friend has not been black-balled, the Club bore has not had me in 
his unrelenting clutches. The waiters have been, as indeed they 
always are, cml and obliging, the excellent chef catered with his 
usual skill to my simple mid-day wants, my table companions were 
good-humoured, cheerful, and pleasantly cynical. What then, you 
may ask, has happened to shatter my neryes and impair my temper 
for the day ? It is a single matter, and I am almost ashamed to 
confess it openly. But I am encouraged by the fact that ^ two 
eminently solid and, so far as I could see, perfectly unemotional 
gentlemen were as deeply pricked and worried by what happened as 
I was myself. To begin with, I do not admit that my nerves^ vibrate 
more easily than those of my fellow-men. I have never killed an 
organ-grinder, I am guiltless of the blood of a G-erman band, I have 
even gone so far as to spare guards who asked for my railway- ticket 
after I had carefully wrapped myself up for a journey, and no tout- 
ing vendor of subscription hooks or 
works of art can truthfully say that I 
have kicked him. On the whole I think 
I am reasonably even-tempered and of 
higher than average amiability. Others 
may judge me differently. I don’t wish 
to quarrel with them. I simply reiterate 
my opinion. Why then am I to-day in 
a seething state of exception to my 
rule ? Here is the cause : 

After I had done with my luncheon, 
and had puffed a friendly cigar, I pro- 
ceeded to that room in the Club which is 
specially dedicated to literature^ and 
suence. What a feast of multitudinous 
periodLcals is there spread out, how 
brightly the variegated array of books 
from the circulating library attracts the 
leisurely, how dignified and awe- 
inspiring are the far-stretching ranks of 
accumulated volumes upon the shelves. 

And the carpet, how soft, and the chairs 
how comfortably easy. Into one of these 
chairs I sank with a religious novel (I 
merely mention the fact, whether for 
praise or [blame I care not), and began 
to think deeply about various life- 
pro blems that have much distressed me. 

Why must men wear themselves out 
prematurely with labour? Why must 
we suffer? And why, granting the 
necessity for pain, should I occasionally 
sink under a toothache, while Hab- 
BisoH", a blatant fellow with a red face 
and a loud voice, continues in a condi- 
tion of robust and oppressive health ? 

These speculations were not so painful 
and disturbmg as might be supposed. 

Indeed, they had a soothing effect. From the\rhythmical breathing 
and the closed eyes of two other occupants of arm-chairs, I judged 
that they were similarly occupied in philosophic refiection. I was 
iust composing myself to a bout of specially hard thinking, when, 
lo, the door opened, and in stepped Dr. Fussbll I 

Everybody, I take^ it, Imows Dr. Fttssell. He is a member of 
countless learned Societies. Over many of them he presides, to some 
he acts as secretpy. He reads papers on abstruse questions con- 
nected with sanitation, he dashes with a kind of wild wur-whoop 
into impassioned newspaper controversies on the component elements 
of a dust particle, or the civilisation of the Syro-Phcenicians. He is 
acute, dialectical, scornful and furious. He denounces those who 
oppose him as the meanest of mankind, he extols his supporters as 
the most illustrious and reasonable of all who have benefited the 
human race. In the Club he is always engaged in some investiga- 
tion which keeps him continuously skipping from bookshelf to book- 
shelf, climbing up ladders to reach the highest shelves, rushing up 
and down-stairs with sheaves of paper bulging in his coat-pockets, 
or stowed under his arms. He lays his top-hat on the table, and 
makes it a receptacle for reams of notes and volumes of projected 
essays. In a word, he is a human storm. 

Well, in he came with his grey hair streaming over his forehead, 
and his eyes afiame. I knew in a moment that repose in his presence 
was out of the question, though I still sat on, hoping against hope. 
First, the Doctor bounded to the fire-place, seized the poker, and 
began to rummage the fire. It was a good fire, and had done 
nothing to deserve this punishment. I shifted on my seat ; the two 


other philosophers opened their eyes and frowned, and still Dr. 
Fttssell continued to rummage. Now I knew, not only that that 
fire was being poked on an entirely wrong prmcip>le, but that I alone 
knew how it ought to be poked. My fingers itched, my whole body 
tingled with excitement. At last Dr. Fttssell ceased. In a moment 
I was out of my seat and making a bee-line for the poker. I just 
managed to beat the other two by a short head, seized the poker, and 
relieved ray soul by stirring the fire on strictly scientific principles. 
The others watched me hungrily. When I had finished, each of them 
took a short turn with the poker, and then we all returned, more or 
less appeased, to our seats. , . , . 

But we had not done with the ineffable Fttssell. By this time he 
was on the top of a step-ladder. Slowly he selected six tomes, and 
began his perilous descent. Our eyes were riveted upon him. Crash, 
bang I His arms were empty, and the unconscionable books fluttered 
and clattered to the floor. Slowly and ruefully did Fdssell descend 
into the cloud of dust and gather his bruised treasures from the 
carpet. At last he heaped them on his table, and began to write. 
We hoped for peace, but it was not to be. A sudden thought struck 
him. He would sew his scattered leaves of MS. together. With 
dreadful deliberation he took needle and cotton from a little pocket 
housewife that he carried mth him; 
and then began one of the most mad- 
'dening performances I have ever 
watched. Carefully he held the needle 
to the light, carefully he wetted and 
trimmed his cotton to a point. And 
for ten stricken minutes we saw him 
miss the eye of the_ needle, sometimes 
by an inch, sometimes hj a hair’s 
breadth. It was a thrilling contest 
between obstinacy and evasiveness. I 
was fascinated by it. Every time, as 
the cotton neared the eye, my heart 
slowly ascended into my mouth, only 
to drop with a fatal swiftness into my 
boots as the triumphant needle scored 
another victory. I began to imitate 
Fttssell’ s every movement. 1 threaded 
invisible needles by the gross with im- 
perceptible cotton. I felt in my own 
breast all the ardour of the chase, aE 
the bitter sorrow of repeated failures. 
My two companions in misfortune were 
similarly affected, and there we ^ sat, 
three sane and ordinary men, feverishly 
going through all these itching move- 
ments with^ Fttssell as our detested, 
hut unconscious fugleman. The strain 
became too great. ^ I sprang frorn my 
chair, “ Sir,” I said to the astonished 
Fttssell, “permit me; I learnt the art 
of threading needles as a hoy from an 
East End seamstress,” and before he 
had time to protest, I had seized the 
offending instruments, and by a stroke 
of inspiration had passed the cotton 
through- Then without waiting to hear 
what Fttssell might have to say, I fled 
from the room. And here consequently I sit with my nerves shat- 
tered, and an untasted crumpet cooling on the tea-tray. 

Am I singular ? I think not. There are others whose mannerisms 
plague me too. For instance, Tbttbebby, whom 1 meet occasionally, 
has a wild and venomous habit of relating to he me his infinitesimal 
jokelets. That I could pardon. But when, having related one, he 
bursts, as he always does, into a helpless suffocation of purple 
laughter, the savage within me awakes and I murder Tbttbebby in 
fancy to an accompaniment of refined and protracted tortures. Once, 
as I helped him on with his overcoat, he joked and exploded. 3?iy 
finders were horribly near his throat. But I mastered the impulse, 
and Tbttbebby will never know how near he was to destruction. 
And to make matters worse, he is one of the kindest and most con- 
siderately helpful of human beings. Oh, Ibbitatioit, Ibbetatiotst, you 
have much to answer for. The fly in the ointment of the apothecary 
was a hahy to yon. Avaunt, avaunt ! DiooEisrES Eobihsoh, 



Thte veby Latest. — ^Mrs. Ham had a paragraph read to her from 
the D, y.’s “ London Day by Day,” recountmg how the Arch- 
bishop of Cahtebbttby when staging at Haddo House, had attended 
service in the parish Kirk, which conduct might have provoked 
High Churchmen to assail him for “ bowing the knee in the House of 
Himmon.” Thinking it over afterwards, when she had muddled up 
the name in her usual fashion, our old friend Mrs. H. observed, with 
some humour, that she thought “the Archbishop had shown Ms good 
scents by going to the House of Himmel.” 


0:3^ NOTICE. — ^Eejected CoxmmmicationB or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Brawings, or Pictures of any description, isfiU 
m no ^e he returnedy not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrappi^r. To this rule 
there will he no etcepiaon. 
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TTTiv/rcTUT Exactly. Must g^et Haecouet to popularise these. Applied to j 

xiE AiiiJN' br xiilVlbJi/Jjh . Auamemnok. Why not to “strong men” who live after Agamem- 

IMysterimts Mem. from a. Hawarden NotcBooTc. ) f ? . ‘ ‘ Evidence from extraneous sources of connection between 

^ ^ ' title of and great Egyptian Empire.” Aha! I may yet 

Exceedingly kind and flattering of Max Mullee ! “I hope there have to play the Anax andron in Egypt as before. Allegory — I mean 
are but few here present who have never enjoyed the privilege of Anax andrdn on banks of Nile ! Good — and not a Malapropism. 

listening to Mr. Gladstone.”^ Hal ha! He little thought there whatever Wolseley may say . “ Title of descendible ” 

was owe there who had woif “ enjoyed that privilege.” Have enjoyed (good word, “descendible”) “from father to son, and accorded in 
most privileges in my time, but never that of “hearing myself as the poems to personages altogether secondary, viz., Eumelos and 
others hear me” —more or less. “Unavoidable absence of Mr. Euphetes.” Wonder what my Eumelos — Heebdet— -will say to that ! 
Gladstone!” Ho! ho! Then my disguise to as perfect. Get my- Enjoyed it much whilst Max was “mouthing out” (as Mrs. 
self up as a Liberal Unionist, with wig and eye-glass. Not likely Browning says) my eulogy of that man of “Phoenician stamp,” 


anybody would recog- 
nise me in that rig. 

Rather enjoyed my- 
self— and my paper, 

‘ ‘ Phoenician Elements 
in the Homeric 
Poems.” Most se- 
ductive title ! Such 
a popular touch about 
it ! Think I shall have 
it printed as a “leaf- 
let” for distribution 
among W orkmen’ s 
Clubs and Radical As- 
sociations. Might con- 
ciliate those well- 
meaning but illogical 
Eight - Hour Men. 
Wonder if Keie- 
Haedie would like a 
copy. What more 
nicely calculated to 
cheer the scant leisure 
of Labour ? 

Funny to hear my 
own sinuous sentences 
coming back to me 
from mouth of another. 
Not Quite sure Max is 
so “ fascinating in his 
voicGj and so persua- 
sive in his delivery” 
as — but no matter. 
Can’t say — as Max 
did — “I felt myself 
carried away, and con- 
vinced almost against 
my will.” Not at all ! 
Wonder what he 
meant by that ? Why 
“ against his will” ? 
That’s what Liberal 
Unionists, and other 
preposterous and illo- 
gical opponents of 
mine say ia House, 
when they compli- 
ment me on my 
“eloquence,” and 
then vote against me ! 
Absurd! Wish they’d 
drop their compH- 
ments and yote 
straight. 

“Small and exotic 
contribution” to Ori- 
ental Congress I Neat 



the “ universal Odys- 
seus,” who expressed 
the many-sided, the 
all accomplished man; 
the polutropos, the 
polumetiSy the tlemon, 
the polutlasy the polu^ 
mehanoSy the poikilo- 
metisy the poluphron, 
the daiplirony the tala- 
siphron. (What a peck 
of p’s!) In battle 
never foiled! In coun- 
cil supreme ! His 
oratory like the snow- 
flakes of the winter 
storm.” Superbly re- 
presentative Phoeni- 
cian! “But over and 
above this universality 
of Odysseus in the 
arts of life, he bears 
the Phoenician stamp 
in wh at may be termed 
his craft.” Aha! The 
‘ ‘ Old Parliamentary , 
Hand” of his period 
plainly. Wonder if 
Max thought of that! 
Hellas and Phoenicia 
combined^ As a 
Statesman of classical 
culture, commercial 
instincts ^ and craft, 
what a shining success 
Odysseus might have 
been in these days I 
He went into the Cyclops’ 
cave 

To see what he could 
spy out ; 

He slew his oxen, stole 
his sheep, 

And then he poked his 
eye out, 

as the ribald doggerel- 
ist has it. Sounds a 
little “predatory,” 
perhaps, as Salisbury 
would say. But quite 
capable of being 
‘ ‘ spiritualised ’ ’ into 
a sound Liberal policy, 
directed against the 
purhHnd Poluphemos 
of Property and Privi- 


contribution ” to Ori- “Here are some New Laid Eggs foe you, Georgib of Property and Privi- 

ental Congress! Neat “Oh, thanks ' How nice ' I haven’t seen a New Laid Egg for weeks ! How lege, 

description of paper do you Manage to get them? Oh, of course — ^You’ve got IircvBATORf'' On the whole, I had 

running to nearly four ^ a high old time among 

columns of Times, “ Intense sentiment of nationality, ’Vhich led i the Orientalists. But when discussion eosued, I longed to throw off 
the Greeks of later days to covet the title of Autochthones.” Wonder my disguise and rush, Achilles-hke, into the fray. But MAx might 
if that reminded Max, or anyone else, of another race with “ an i have thought that inconsistent with my “colossal humanity;” so, 
intense sentiment of nationality,” and a passionate love of the land very unwillingly, I refrained. 

from which they sprang. Wonder whether, if Nationalists were ■ — ■ - - - ■ — 

to call themselves “ Auctochthones ” instead of Home-Rulers, we Up Aloft. — The most elevated title in the Peerage, and belonging 
should get along better? Must consult Justin on this point, to the upperest part of the Upper House, is “ Lord Mountgaeeet.” 
Should nave to teach some of them to pronounce their new name. There can be but one higher, and that will have to be created in the 
though. “Autochthones,” spoken in wrath, with a rich brogue, after person of a future “ Lord Topocbgcmnepot.” Though, perhaps, the 


though. “Autochthones,” spoken in wrath, with a rich brogue, after 
dinner, would, I should tmnk, beat PhiUippopolis, or “ Ri’ I’il, ti’ 
li’lIsri”hollJw. 

Anax andrdn, too, might be useful. Say, as substitute for that 
everlasting G. 0. M., of which I admit I ’m heartily sick, Lord of 
Men ! Not Kiag of Men, of course. IjABBY might kick at latter. 
“Nothing can be simpler than the meaning of the two words.’ ^ 


title of “ Lord Cowley,” if it were altered into Lord Chimnepot- 
CowL-Y, would be the highest of all. 

Anglice-Feenchie Exclamation {on any of the recent many 
j showery days when, after an interval often 7nmutes, the nexthuchet'' 
\ful descended), — JP our une autrefois 
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tmmes rikiiXQ are penned tiU the tram arrives, when, lo. the chucker-out . 

INNS AND OUTS. smiling and bowing as if he had never seen me before — ‘‘Is 

No. III. — The Porter. better I retchistar de loggosh, Sar ; pity shentlemans like you, Sar, 

I ECA.D intended to have written this week about “Loggosh” — ^in- retchistar de loggosh.” , 'with 

eluding that hnprecation which “In- 

canvass hand-box which gleese-spikers ” understand. 

the Omnibus Porter. The u! \ I Tli 1 S xrL 

latter you only see twice in / 1 ji il[i ML 

your Hotel existence, but h I \ '11^ 1>® 

he is the most futile and the / I | something on a slate and 

deadliest fraud of the two. I I 

This Porter is part and / I I 1 1 mm turbed RRtil you ^ rise in 

parcel of that horrible deep- I I l\l your wrath and ring vio- 

red-plush nuisance, the I /I I W yH|| lently. Should you be m 

Hotel-omnibus. He and it I a town, and wish to secure 

are inseparables, and make I ‘i\ \\ theatre-tickets, he becomes 

up a sort of Centaur between | h i jA \ more active; ho imxdores 

them. Once ontside the I ^ \ \ resort to De 

Railway-station, I am he- | V/l I ^ l^l 

sieged by a hahel of these Premiums, you ^ee;” but 

Porter -omnibuses — “Bear S^T two left for 

H6Y1,Sot^” “Grand H6tel, ^Pv^S||il || enough^ y^^^ 

dilapidated specimen, which, that the worst seats at 

on ^^spection,^ turns^ out to | ^ th^highest prices are yours ; 

Graind Hotel vehicle, and aohedant places, Sar ; but 

ofrigan^'stat^e ;^^dte a “ sliontlemans Lie you, Sar, retchistar de loggosh.” -aa^eiigm^whfe'h thok 

“chucker-out;” in a uniform between that of a German bandsman who run may read. He is always offering to do something, and 
and a Salvation Captain — “Certinly, Sar. Dis Grand Hotel; I see doing you instead. He is absolutely unnecessary, for there is 
your Loggosh, Sar; gif me se empfangsehein.” “Do you speak seldom anyone in a Grand Hotel to “chuck out,” and this would 


latter you only see twice in 
yonr Hotel existence, but 


I be his only justification. 


— ‘^Empfangsehein ” baffles me, and I am about to hand my keys to ---=■-- -.rr-ri- rzi: 

the monster, when a good-natured Courier explains that it signifies 

the luggage’-receipt. . THE BLOWEE BURST UP ! 

Away ambles the Porter, leaving me with that orphaned sort of i vi ^.-u -u ^ i. 

feeling which a luggageless Englishman experiences ; it is pouring Blower braggart he was, 

cats and dogs ; I am dead beat ; I creep into the dark omnibus. I -^^4 winning the fight was peculiarly po^ , 

find myself quite alone. I wait impatiently — a quarter of au hour of his backers was loud in their glee ; 

—twenty-five minutes— still no Porter ; I am famished ; to distract shaU lick him in two rounds-or certainly three ! 

myself, I peer through the door, whence I can discern the messy Like the “ Champion Slugger,” in trunks of bright green, 

vista of the railway-station in the rain ; it’s lucky 1 do so ; for there The “ Big Fellow ” at Eight fifty- two might be seen : 

I behold my own portmanteau, with its huge purple stripe, being Like a truculent Titan, blind, baffled, and blown, 

hauled away on the hack of a railway-man, followed by au alien At Ten thirty-seven the brute was o’erthrown. 

Hotel Porter, not mine, doing nothing : they are always doing t^/n .ai ±. 

nothing. To rush out indignantly, seize my box, defy the brigands, smote fiercely, and Corbett fought fast, 

and carry it hack myself, seemed tne work of an instant. Drenched 4-^4 huUying bounder was beaten at last ; 

and gasping, I find myself once more outside; the Porter of the And the cheeks of the coarse womau-puncher were chill, 

Grand H6tel Du Lac is at my heels, furious and impertinent. “ Dis, rolled over, and struggled to rise, and lay still. 

not your loggosh : other shentleman’s loggosh.” He seized the port- And there stood his foe with his nostrils aU wide, 

mantem, and a straggle would certainly have ensued, when my own And the shouts of his baokers rolled on in their pride. 

Hotel Porter appe^ed on the scene triumph^t, with a regment of The swells of the Ring and the stars of the Turf 

station-men carrying one smaU tin box. Sar ; see Surged round like the waves of the storm-beaten surf. 

here, your loggoshi” The tin box belonged to a commercial- . , , , ■, 

traveller, who was bound for the H6tel Dn Lac. And there lay the “Blower,” distorted and pale, 

I am too exhausted to curse, and leave the rival Porters to With the blood on his brow where the blows fell like hail, 
fight it out themselves, after paying off the ragged regiment of backers were silent, he lay there alone. 

Station-men. On the drive to the Hotel, the Porter tries to pro- His mawleys unlifted, his trumpet unblown. 

ffl v Txii Aud thc “ Sports ” of the South are all loud in their wail, 

f Sar, fetch de loggosh. I tell you, Punch, who hates bullying brutes, can but bail 

wa^i’ ^ loposh. Dat bizley That smart Californian’s pluck, skill, and strength, 

Lep it foom^y brSig to pric ked the big Suixiyait bladder- at Wgtk ! 

and then he laughed I ^ 

I never saw the brute again until the time of my departure; “Eon's et Origo.” — As to London Water “seek Wells,” that is 
I h^ tmen a carnage to the Station this time, thinking thereby to if you wish to avoid unpleasant seq-uels, “Don'^ leave Wellf 
avoid tne^ Porter-omnibus, I had registered my traps myself, and alone ” is our motto, meaning “ Sir Spencer” of that ilk, who has i 
was looking out for some one to carry them to the den in which 1 deal worth hearing to say on this subject. 



A EOUNDABOUT EAMBLE. 

(A Fact Founded on Fiction . ) 

The sharp, bright little Traveller made his way to the Cabinet of 
M. Caehot, and disturbed him at work. 

“Do you know, M. Le President,” said he, “that the Russians 
are in secret treaty with the English, and the Russo-French Alliance 
is all nonsense—the most unreliable of broken reeds ? ” 

“Well, no,” replied Cabnot, “ I have not heard anything: of the 
sort ; and, if anyone should be up in it ” 

But the Traveller did not want to hear the rest, for he was once 
again on his road, telling everyone he met the disquieting intelli- 
gence, and, consequently, the French people were greatly troubled. 

He was soon in Berlin. He did not ask for an interview with the 
Kaisee, but took one. 

“Your Royal and Imperial Majesty,” said he, “are you aware 
that Italy is in secret accord with France, and that the Triple Alli- 
ance is a sham, and that the cry J. JBerhn ! may be renewed at any 
moment ? ” 

“Well, no,” said the Emperor, “I have not heard this; and if 
anyone should know anything about it, I fancy ” 

But the Traveller did not wait for the Eaiseb to finish the sen- 
tence, but was off again, teUing everyone he met the disquieting 
intelligence. And, consequently, the German people were greatly 
troubled. 

Then the Traveller obtained admission, in the same unceremonious 
fashion, to the apartment occupied by the Emperor of Ahsteia. 

“King of Htthoabt,” said he, “are you aware that you cannot 
possibly rely upon your German neighbour, because the Kaisek has 
a secret understanding with the Czae, by which the Principalities 
will be included in Russian territory, and the Rhine secured from 
French invasion F ” 

“Ho, I have not heard it,” was the answer; “and, if it had 
been the case, I imagine that ” 

But again the Traveller left without waiting for the completion of 
the sentence, and went his way telling everyone he met the dis- 


quieting intelligence. And consequently, the Austro-Hungarian 
peoples were greatly troubled. ^ 

And now the Traveller was in the presence of the Emperor of All 
THE Russias. A^ain he had obtained admission without the pre- 
liminary of an official introduction, 

“Little Father,” said the Traveller, “are you aware that your 
youthful relative in Berlin is coquetting with France and England, 
and you may find the whole of Europe marshalled against you ? ” 

“Well, no I have not heard it,” returned the Czab ; “ and I ready 
think ” 

But the Traveller never learned what the Czab really thought, for 
he was away before His Imperial Majesty had completed the sen- 
tence. And as he went away, after hia usual fashion, he spread the 
disquieting intelligence, and consequently the Russian people were 
greatly troubled. 

And now the Traveller was in Cairo. He presented himself before 
the Khedive without waiting for the English adviser. 

“ Your Highness, do you know that the British Army of occupa- 
tion is on the eve of departure ? ” said he. 

“What, in spite of Lord Rosebeky going to the Foreign Office I ” 
exclaimed the Sultah’s vassal, in a tone of considerable astonishment. 

“ Of course,” replied the visitor. “ Everything was settled long 
ago, and before Christmas there won’t be a red-coat in Egypt 1 ” 

“Indeed,” returned His Bdghness, “I certainly have not heard it, 
and I fancy ” 

But the Traveller departed without ascertaining the drift of the 
Khedive’s fancies, and on his road, strictly according to precedent, 
spread the disquieting intelligence, and consequently the Egyptian ; 
people were greatly troubled. ^ ! 

And now the Traveller was once more back in London. He entered 
Capel Court and rested himself. He said nothing. It was unnecessary, 
for he was well known, and his stories had already been discounted. 

“ Ah, my little friend Rumohe,” said Mr, Bullbeak ; ‘‘ you have 
come back again! And now you can rest for awhile, until we want 
you after the next account,” 

So RtTMOiTB is waiting in the Stock Exchange until he is wanted 
after the next account I 
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LETTERS TO ABSTRACTIONS. 

N-o. XIY.— TO swagger. 

I A.PPEOA.CH: you mth. fear and trembling. Somewbere in tbe Cave 
of tbe Winds you Rave your borne. The ancient Authors, to them 
discredit, make no mention of your existence there, hut the fact is 
as I have stated it. The East wind blows into your gaping mouth, 
and forth you go, pufEng and swelling with an alien importance, to 
do your hateful work. You hover over a second-rate Statesman, 
who has attracted the applause of a Party by an opportune speech, 
compiled by the industry of a humble Secretary. Erom that 
moment his nature changes. Though he may have been simple and 
beloved, yet, through you, he shall become pompous, and abhorred. 
His fellow-creatures are thenceforth mere material for his trampling 
feet ; he swells into regions to which no criticism can reach ; he 
covers himself in a triple hide of vanity, osten- 
tation, and disdain ; he hails himself continu- 
ally as the unaided Saviour of his country, and 
dies in the odour of braggadocio, without a 
genuine friend to mourn his loss. 

Or, again, you select some common, smug-faced 
Clergyman, capable, no doubt, if he were left 
alone, of guiding his dock quietly into the strait 
paths of goodness and humility. You turn him 
into a loud-voiced Clerical quack, vending his 
wretched patent medicines of salvation in a 
style of offensive denunciation that would have 
ruined a host of Dulcamaras, trained in the 
insinuating methods of the ordinary trade. But 
on this the Clergyman thrives, and weak women 
fall prostrate before his roaring insincerity. 

l^or do you neglect the young. Heavens I I 
remember I was once favoured with the con- 
fidences of W1LLIA.M Joskins Bacon, an Under- 
graduate, generally known to his intimates as 
“Side of Bacon.” I shudder to recollect how 
that amazing creature discoursed to me about 
his popularity, his infiuence, his surprising 
deeds both of valour and of discretion. With 
one nod— -and, as he spoke, he gave me an illus- 
tration of his Olympian method— he had awed 
his Head-master— a present ornament of the 
Bench of Bishops —into a terrified silence, from 
which he recovered only to bless the name of 
Joskins, and hold him up as a pattern to his 
schoolfellows. At a single phrase of scorn from 
those redoubtable lips, his College Tutor had 
withered into acquiescence, and had never dared 
to refuse him an exeat from that day forth. “ I 
can’t help pitying the beggar,” said Joskins— 

“but I had to do it. You must make these 
fellows feel you’re their master, or they ’ll never 
give^^you a moment’s peace. Halloa!” he 
continued, as a brawny athlete sauntered into the room, “how’s 
“the boat going, Bxtllen ? Hot very well, eh ? Well, remember I ’m 
ready to lend you a hand, and pull you through when things get 
desperate.” The smile with which this offer was received had no 
effect upon my companion. He took it rather as a tribute to the 
subtle humour which, as he believed, lay lurking in his simplest 
utterances. “Always make ’em laugh,” he observed, with pride. 
“It keeps up the spirits of these poor devils of rowing-men ; and old 
Buxlen knows I ’m all there when I ’m wanted,” But I had heard 
enough, and departed from him, feeling as though a steam-roller 
had passed over my moral nature, and fiattened out my self-respect. 

Then there was Chepstowe, the poet. I am old enough to re- 
member him ; and it pleases me sometimes to call back to my mind 
this paltry and forgotten little literary Bomlastes, As I write, T 
have before me some of the reviews that greeted his boisterous inva- 
sion of the regions of song, “Mr. Cieepstowe,” said one, “has 
struck a note which is destined to vibrate so long as the English 
language is spoken in civilised lands. He is no ordinary rhymester, 
struggling feebly in the bonds of convention. With a bold and 
masterful on-rush, he cleaves his way unhesitatingly to the very 
heart of things, tears it out, and lays it, palpitating and bleeding, 
before the eyes of humanity. We have only space for a few lines 
iroin the magnificent Ode to Actuality 

‘ Prone in the caverns of the vasty deep 
I lay, 

And slept not, though. I seemed to sleep. 

The day 

Pierced not with sullen eyes of pallid scorn 
The dark, 

TJnplumhed abyss, where, girt with red limbs tom. 

The shark ’ 

Sported, and eyeless monsters crawled in slime-- — 



“No extract can, however, convey an adequate idea of this grand 
poem, on w;hich, as on the bed rock, Mr. Cuepstowe’s fame is 
established for ever, Srakspfare himself might have been proud 
to have written it.” I may remark, p)arenthetically. that in 
his “Ode” Chepstowe pictured himselt as a sort 01 animate 
skeleton 

“ Sockets where light once shone grinned emptiness ; 

The teeth 

Were fallen from the gaping, gumless jaws ; nathless 
Beneath 

The cold smooth skull, the brain retained her throne.” 

Amid these uncomfortable surroundings Chepstowe described 
himself as penetrated with raptures of fierce joy at having shaken 
himself free from the world and its puling insincerities to dwell 
amid “ Unpitying shapes of death’s dread twin despair,” where 
“Rapine and slaughter raged, and none rebuked.” Another re- 
viewer observed that “The soul of AiicuRii’s, 
the tavern-brawler’s glorious victim^ Kit Mar- 
lowe, has taken again a habitation of clay. 
She speaks trumpet- tongued by the mouth of 
Mr. Chepstowe. We note in these outpourings 
of dramatic passion an audacity, an energy, 
an enthusiasm, that are calculated to shake 
Peckhani Rye to its centre, and make Balliam 
tremble in its ridiculous carpet slippers. Who 
— to take only one example— hut Mr. Chep- 
stowe or Marlowe could have written thus 
of ‘ Rapture ’ ? — 

* Not ill the mouths of prating men who deem 
That God dwells in the senseless clay they mould, 
Who live their little lives and die their deaths, 
Lapped in a smug respectability ; 

Who never dreamt of breaking imny laws 
Bormed for a puny race of grovellers ; 

But in the hlood-staincd track of iiaining swords, 
Wielded by knotty arms in Man’s despite, 

Or on the wings of crashing battlo-balls, 
Bone-shattering dealers of "a thousand wounds, 

The roaring heralds of indignant God, — 

There rapture dwells, and there I too would dw ell.’ 

Here is power that would furnish forth a whole 
legion of the poetasters wdio crawl through our 
effete literature!” But I cannot pursue these 
memories. They are too painful. For who 
speaks of ^ Chepstowe now ? Who cares to 
cumber his bookshelves with the volumes in 
which this ^ inflated arm-chair pmophet of the 
tin pots delivered his shrieking mes&ager' Ilis 
very name has Hick ei-ed out ; and when 1 spoke 
of him the other day, I was asked, by a iierson 
of some intelligence, it I referred to Chepstowe 
who had just made ICO playing critdeet for the 
Gentlemen against the Players. Not even the 
lion and the lizard keep his courts, and yet 
Jamshtd Chepstowe gloried and drank deep in his day. He blus- 
tered through many editions, he bellowed his contempt at a shrinking 
world, he outraged conventionality, he swung himself by the aid of 
ncwly-fashioned metres to lofty peaks of poetic daring, and to-day 
the dust lies thick upon his books, and his name is confounded with 
that of an eminent cricket-player ! 

My excellent Swagger, it was meanly done. If you meant to 
wipe him out so swiftly, why did you ever exalt him ? 

Farewell for a space, I may have to write to you again. 

Yours, Diogenes Robinson. 


Usee Up, ’ — Lord Brassex requested several papers last week 
to publish his denial as to having the finest collection of stamps in 
the world. His Lordship, it appears, “ doesn’t take the smallest in- 
terest in foreign stamps.” Fortunate for Lord Brassex. There are 
some excellent people who can’t get up any interest, or capital either, 
at aU without a stamp of some sort. Lord Brassex wished it further 
knovpi, that he was not a collector of curios, and had no curiosity of 
any kind. Lord Brassex must be a later edition of BJSComme Blase, 
to whom the world was round like an indiarubber-ball and “ nothing 
m it.” 

“In Nttboits.” — If the new Sky-signs with which we are threat* 
ened., advertisements refieeted in the clouds, become the fashion, 
the aspect of the heavens by daylight^ will be as delightful and 
wtistic as of OUT hoardings and Railway-stations. 

The anthem of T/ie Seavem are Telling will have to be adapted 
tor large towns. Perhaps pictures may he projected on the neboSous 
pack- ground. If so, some of our best Artists may not object to 
taking a good snm, and then haying their work “ Sky’d.” 
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PHANTASMA-GORE-IA ! 

Pictwring the Various Modes of Melodramatic Murder, {By Our “ Off-his”-Bead Poet) 
No. I.— THE DAGGER MURDER. 


Though one is Standing,* and one is not, 
For one^a cold as the clay there ! 





They stand alone on the moonlit spot, — 
Sing Ho~ho 1 and Ha — ha ! there ^ 

One is the villain, and one is not, 

But the heroine^ s father. 

They stand alone on the patch of light 
(Which conies from the left as well as 
right)—; 

Oh, ’tis a glorious place and night 
For a Mnrder Scene ! Rather I 

They talk of deeds (of the parchment 
kind) — 

Sing Ha— ha 1 and Ho-ho 1 there ! 

The heavy father, to reason blind, 

Has them with him to show there ! 

The deeds relate to the old man’s will ; 

The villain wants them to pay a hill ! 

The night is cold, and the night is still 
Let the music be slow there ! 

They stand alone in the pale -green 
light— 

Sing Hey — hey ! and he— he ! there I 
What is this flashing so keen and 
bright ? 

What is this that I see there ? 

Oh ! deed of darkness in light descried ! 

Oh ! villain thrice damn’d that blade to 
hide. 

Right ’tween the arm on ih.e farther side — 
Certain death when it be there ! 

They ’re still alone on the moonlit spot — 
Sing He— he I and Hey— hey ! there ! 


The villain covers the dead man’s stare — 

The corpse lies stifl in the limelight’s 
glare ! 

The act is done I — and for all I care, 

The dead body can stay there ! 


* IIeubeht. 


TO MY LUGGAGE-LABELS. 

Wonderful pictures of purple and gold, 
Ultramarine, and vermiKon, and bistre ; 

Splendid inseriptions of hostels untold. 
Touching memorials breathing of “ Mr. ; ” 

“ Schweizerhof,” “ Bernerhof,” “Hofs” by 
the score ; [Bellevue, 

Signs of the Bear and the Swan, and the 

Gasthaus, Albergo, Posada, galore— [you t 
Beautiful wrecks, how I wish 1 could shelve 

Visions of Venice — ^her stones and her smells I 
Whifls of Cologne— aromatic mementos ; 

Visiting cards, so to speak, of hotels ; 

Como’s, Granada’s, 2ermatt’s and Sor- 
rento’s ; 

Ah ! how ye cling to my boxes and bags, 
Glued with a pigment that baffles removal ; 

Dogged adherents in dirt and in rags ; 

Labels, receive my profane disapproval I 

Much as I prized you, when roaming afleld. 
Loved you, when Life was metheglyn and 
skittles, 

Wished you the spell of remembrance to wield. 
Calling the scenery back and the victuals ; 

Still, when it blows and it rains, and it irks, 
Here in apartments adjoining a seaview. 

After a meal that would terrify Turks, 
Somehow I feel I can scarcely believe you. 

Yes ! It ’s too much to remember the past — 
Here, amid shrimps, and agilities nameless ; 

Glaciers gigantic, and Restaurants vast 
Chime not with sands and a tablecloth 
shameless ; 

Smoking a pestilent, sea- side cigar, [nurses, 
Mewed in a lodging with children and 

Epitaphs gorgeous of far Dolce far f 
Curse you with paterf amiliar curses I 


THE UGLY FACE 

Some years ago a babe was born— I need not name the place — 
With a pufly, pasty, podgy, gutta-percha sort of face, 

Which wrinkles sub-divided into funny little bits. 

While beady eyes peered cunningly behind two tiny slits. 

His nose was like a mushroom of the foreign button 
sort, [extra short ; 

His form was quaint and chubby, and his legs were 
That his nurse spoke like Sapphira, I have always 
had a fear, 

When she said he was a “ beauty,” and a pretty little 
dear.” 

Yes, such remarks were really of the truth, a dreadful 
stretch, [wretch ; 

For, in point of fact, that baby was a hideous little 
And in course of time he grew up— though a loving 
mother’s joy — 

Into quite a champion specimen of the genius “ugly 
boy.” 

At school his teasing comrades gave him many comic 
names. 

And he became the victim of aR sorts of naughty games ; 

Nor did the master like him, for he felt that such a f ace,^ 

Mid a row of ruddy youngsters, was extremely out oi 
place. 

In time, his father placed him in the City— as a clerk — 

Where his personal appearance excited much remark ; 

But he fell out with his principal, whose customers 
complained, 

That his clerk was making faces, and said “Bosh!” 
when he explained. 

On perceiving from the office that he never would be 
missed, 

As Mr. Gilbert puts it, he determined to enlist ; 

And so one summer afternoon he started forth in search 


A MORAL DITTY. 

I In a fountain which played handy — it was near Trafalgar Square — 

I He was rushing off to drown himself, the victim of despair, 

I When he knocked against a person he ’d not seen for quite an age, 

I Who had left his home some years before, and gone upon the Stage. 

To this friend he soon narrated his distressing tale of 
woe, 

And declared his case was hopeless. But the actor 
said, “Not so. 

There ’s one thing, my fine fellow, that as yet you 
haven’t tried, 

Where your face will be 'your fortune, and a pound or 
two beside. 

“ With a mouth like yours to grin with, and your too 
delicious squint. 

And the ears that Nature’s given you with such a lack 
of stint, — 

No matter what an author may provide you with to 
speak, 

You ’re a ready-made Comedian— with your flity quid 
a week.” 



Though he started at a figure rather 
still the truth I 
a wage as 


And it was so, 
less 

Than the one that I have mentioned, 
but express 

When I say he now is earning such 
wouldn’t shock 

A respectable Archbishop or a fashionable 
jock. 

And the face that all men sneered at, now is very 
much adi^ed, 

And the public ne’er, apparently, of watching it grows 
tired, 

And the Merchant who dismissed him, in the Stalls is 
wont to sit, 


Of a Sergeant who perambulates close by St. Martin’s ready-made Comedian with the Se:^eant and his sweetheart are applauding 

Church. fifty quid a week.” 

The Sergeant burst out laughing when he ’d uttered his request, 1 The moral of my narrative is easy to espy. 

And dedared that, of a hatch of jokes he knew, this was the best ; | B^_ stiR I’d betto mention it, lest some should pass it by : 


“ ’Tis a pity you ’re too short, my lad,” he then went on to say, 
“ For wid that face ye ’d froighten ivery inimy away ! ” 


“Though it ’s often very troublesome indeed to find it out- 
There’s a proper sphere for everyone, beyond the slightest doubt. 
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TECHNICALITIES. 

Fxist Amateur Water-Colourist, “Do Tou Wash much ihHilhit ^ > I ,S( i 1 1 if i. ♦ u *» mjai * ’ 


..putting on the hug/^ 

[During President Cabnot’s tour he received at 
Aix-les-Bains “a delegation of children.” One 
of these^ clad in a Russian dress, offered hini a 
bunch of flowers, repeating a stau/ia wiitten fci 
the occasion. M Caiinot, amid cries of ** Vive la 
France Vive la Rimie Vive Carnot 
‘‘ Vive la Ftpuhhque kissed the little girl, 
sajmg, Temh asst la Fusf>ie ^ ”] 

Yes — “ Vive la France ! ”—mdi Vive la 
FussieV^ too. 

Vtve — 'why not ?■— 'everybody ^ 

Called once, * ‘ Monsieur le Frmdent Faute- 
de-Mieux 

(By Funch^ that foe of shoddy). 

I fancy I have justified the name, 

Ay, to the very letter. 

I may not be a Tjeiees, but all the same, 
France has not found a better. ' 

Tail-talk is tedious, but one must not flinch 
When asked the task to tackle ; 

And he’s no Frenchman true who, at a 
pinch, 

Cannot both crow and cackle. [hen l 

Ah, Vive, once more, the Callio Cock— and 
These Talkin§p-Tours are trying, 

But ’tis with windy flouts of tongue or pen, 
We keep the French flag flying. 

A sop for Savoy neatly put, elicits 
Such “ double rounds of cheering.” 

Vive Carnot! ” To be sure I My annual 
France to the Flag endearing [visits, 
By sweet-phrased flattery of the Fatherland, 
Axe sure to swell our legions. 

“ I wish, France, to be thine ! ” The effect 
was CTand, 

In “ AUobrogian” regions. 

* See Cut so named, p. 279, Yol. 93, Dec 17, 1887. 


Vive Everything— especially la Blttgue * 
(What should we do mthout it 
Fraternity I the Fatherland ! the I lag ’ 

I work them— never doubt it I 
Then“Xfl lUpuhhqm^^ uni La 
linked, 

^Pair off, ’midst acclamations * 

Yes, I proclaimed— and never min t4 m 
winked— 

That “brotherhood of nations^ ” 

“ A delegation of young children,” Ah ! 

And they were not the only ont h. 

“Men are but children ot a kigtr — 

^ Bahl 

Wise and strong men are— lom !y cm s. 

Most men— French-men— have touches ot the 
child, 

Fondness for show, fine phrasesi— 

FstI Here my rfdeh not cynical, but mild, 
And open as dawn-daisxes. 

J^emhrassela That was rather 

neat 

For Fmte-de-Mieux,^^ at any rate. 
Wondrous the magic power ot hkmit, mi 
“bleat” 

On Man — mouton degenerate I 
That “ Mummne^^^ as Zmi dulw him. 
Gr— r— r I 

The real brutes are braver ; 

The tiger, when in chase of prey, won’t purr, 
Hor will the Bear, then, sfaver. 

The Beax ! Beminds me of a honid dream 
i had that night* A funny one. 

But staxthng 1 I awoke with such a sewam ! 

1 dreamt some link (a money one f) 

Bound me to a big Bruin, rampant, tall, 

A regular Eussian Shagbag, 

In whose close hug 1 felt extremely sraialL 
And squeezable as a rag-bag. 


1, (Hi / ibh * ' I iH tewi nbiiurd ! 

A Ffi hhh lit, iihaut * !!« ard 

lUil ill ift) druim tk raunm*! \oue i 
i)t tiuit giiwi ?«rau* runt. 

iw) uriir/ You II hud tlicm^rong 

Thi Xiirllt H a<'i tnu iii.d It udt r ! 

Ami tb< ti that r hug* put on the hug i 

I tfsftught my houI I M raidrr. 

1 uFh tmbr « « . hk* i | n/f* -h/!dt r’s gr |b 
I')1^ f loM’i m « ItHpiiig. 

“ Wt If Muu * he gruuti d. “ / ’ll mA hi } ou 
4i|7 ’ 

“1h.iukii* thaukii*” I r< d, pHpmg. 

“/Vm ia Iiu% ^ ’ Ihre my 

br<iith failMl 

In that prwiiifUtHti c uddh . |i,atkd 

hut a dw am lifiw wash! MCtp pre- 
My nuttiiiog so t4) muddii r 

y* J tmlmmif ia Ilunsu It WtW niatlj 

^ plira^ed 

I A» SoiiiiKKiiJiM wlmittHl, 

I A Fri III ilmp. ri I i*t4is/ai | r umhi, 

I Muit he so n - wilted, 

Yit mihl Eipuhliean and Aiiffwrat, 

liiiggingmfruadiyMimirig, 

BiiggCBt that Smuom mmj be t utMlcwi ruC— 
At least in rcilksS' clnuiimag* 

From the Vmle of Uaagolftyn* 
1 )eii Mb, have jiint mm your 

Xumber with the Bong of “itie Golf En- 

thmimtF It oceura to me that no ouo hat 

ovir mentioned the fact that the Roman® 
knew the game, tor diwi not > lEoin 

vmienii JVt diCiimU J 

I have not the book, ft»d thereto 
you the retoaee— -but I know 1 am wf » 
lam A WmsH 0oi«a* 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVAEI - Septembee 17, 1892. 



‘‘PUTTING ON THE HUG!” 


M. LE PuisiEENT {breathlessly). “ J’EM!— BRASSE LA RUSSIE ^ ” 

[“ An interesting incident occmred during the oflicial reception held by M Cahkot at the Mairie. A child dressed in the Russian national costume 
presented the President with a bouquet, at the same time reciting a brief comphmentary speech. M. Cahnot smilingly embraced the child, saying, ‘ I 
embrace Russia.’ ” — Quoted, j) om Daily Dap^s.'] 
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WHY YOUNG MEN DON’T 
MARRY. 

Me. Ptoch, — The 
reason is obvious. It is 
entirely owinff to your ad- 
vice to those about to marry 
— Don’t I I myself have 
been on the brink of pro- 
osing: to several thousand 
elightful girls, a large 
per centage of which, I am 
convinced, would have 

g ladly accepted me. I j 
ave in every case been 
restrained by the recollec- 
tion of your advice. — Your 
obedient and obliged Ser- 
vant, 

Hugh Adolphus 

Latch-Key. 

Sept. 5, 1892. 

Dead Me. Punch, — The 
reason (which I confide to 
your ear, and yours alone, 

IS obvious — the girls don’t, 
and apparently wonH pro- 
pose. Of course they ought 
— what else do we have 
Leap Year for ? Take my 
own case. I am genuinely 
in love with Ethel Tein- 
KEETON, who has just been 
staying with us in the 
country for three weeks. 

She has paid me every kind 
of attention. In our neigh- 
bourhood, if A. carries B.’s 
umbrella, where A. and B. 
are of opposite sexes, it is 
regarded as an informal, 
though perfectly definite 
way of announcing an ap- 
proaching engagement. She 
knew the custom, and car- 
ried mine on no less than 
three occasions. (It is 
entirely beside the point 
that it rained heavily each 
time. ) Y et she left us yes- 
terday without an approach 
to a proposal. She ’s fair enough herself, but is her conduct ? It isn’t 
as if I hadn’t given her enough chances. It cost me a small fortune 
to bribe my small brother to keep away ; and, time after time, I ’ve 
consented to sit alone with her in the summer-house. It isn’t as if 
she couldn’t afford it. They tell me she has at least a thousand 
a-year in her own right (whatever that may be), which would do 
capitally. I happen to be penniless myself ; but, as I heard her 
say, her idea of marriage was the union of ‘'soul to soul,” my 
want of a few paltry pence could hardly matter. It ’s particularly 
humiliating for me, as, after the repeated umbrella-carrying, 
everybody here thinks it ’s all settled. That, Mr. Punch, is the 
reason why, at any rate, one young man doesn’t marry. 

Yours, thoroughly aggrieved, 

Pichleton-in-the-Marsh, Kent. Beetie Cool-Cheek, 

P.S. — If Ethel really didn’t understand her position, and would 
like to reopen the matter, I would not be haughty about it. 
~~B. C-C. 

Deae, Kind, Good Me. Punch, — The reason is obvious— the men 
don’t and won’t propose to the right girls. Take my own case. I ’ve 
just stayed three weeks with the Cool-Cheeks, and felt cLuite certain 
Beetie would have proposed. He had aU the symptoms badly. I 
saw him give his little brother half-a-crown to go indoors for ten 
minutes, and the way he would go in the summer-house and for long 
walks — with me — made it guite clear (as I thought) what was going 
to happen. Yet, he let me come away without a word I I ’m sure I 
don’t want to run after him (or anybody else), but I did think he 
meamt something. We suited one another admirably. In fact, if he 
doesn’t ask me with all the opportunities he had, he ’d ask no one. 

Yours, just-a-little-disappointed, 

The Thorns, Bayswater, Ethel Telnkeeton. 

P.S. — He carried my umbrella almost hourly — and you know what 
that means. If Beetie was only nervous, and would like another 
chance— well, we are always at home on Sunday afternoons. — E. T. 


A HINT TO EDITORS. 

Scene — The Sanctum of a 
Newspaper Office. Editor 
discovered (hy Obtrusive 
Yisitor) hard at work. 
Obtrusive Visitor. I trust 
that I have not come at an 
unfortunate moment ? 

JSditor {looJdng up from 
his desk). Dear me ! You 
here ! Delighted to see you. 
But don’t let me disturb 
you. Good-bye I ^ 

Oh. Vis. {seatmg him- 
self). Ko; I am afraid it 
is the other way. I know 
at this time of the week you 
must be exceptionally busy . 

Kd. {with courteous im- 
patience). Kot at all, but — 
Oh. Vis. Oh! thank you 
so much. Because it is 
the very last thing in the 
world I would like to do — 
to disturb you. And now, 
how are you ? 

JEd. Ouite well, thanks. 
But now, if you don’t 
mind, I will just finish. 
\_Turns to go on with his 
article. 

Oh. Vis. {rejecting the 
hint). I said to myself as 
I came along, Now I will 
look him up. 

JEd. Yery kind of you, 
but 

I Oh. Vis. Oh, not in the 
j least; and you know, my 
dear fellow, how I enjoy a 
chat. 

Kd. Yes, — and I, too. 

But just now 

Oh. Vis. Ouite so. You 
want me to do all the 
talking, as we haven’t met 
for the last three weeks. 
Well, you must know we 
have been to Herne Bay, 
and 

Kd. Yes ; charming place. But just now I am 

Oh. Vis. Ouite^ so. But I didn’t come to tell you about Herne 

Bay, although it is really a delightful spot The air 

Kd. Yes, I know all about it. Eirst-rate, most salubrious, and 

the rest of it. But, my dear friend, you really must 

Oh. Vis. Q,uite so I Yes, everyone knows all about Herne Bay ; 
and I really came to ask you if you had any room for an article. 

Kd. {roused). My dear fellow, I assure you we are quite full for 
months. Any number of excellent things standing over. 

Oh. Vis. Oh, yes, I know you are ^ways full. You told me so 
the last time I called. 

Kd. Q,uite so ! Yery sorry, but it can’t be helped. Have to look 
so far ahead nowadays, you know. 

Oh. Vis. Certainly ; and that is why I thought I would just bring 
a half -finished article and show you what I had done, and complete 
it if you thought it would do. Y ou can put it in whenever you like ; 
so it would not hurt for standing over. 

Kd. [with inspiration). What is it called ? 

Oh. Vis. “ Bussian Wheat and Chinese Tea or Free Trade in 
Australia.” The subject is quite novel, and ought to attract con- 
siderable attention. 

Kd. Kovel I Why, my dear fellow, I do believe I have an article 
somewhere in that heap upon the very subject. 

[Pretends to search pile of MS. 
Oh. Vis, {uneasily). Oh, never mind. I will read you what I have 
written, and 

Kd. {genially). Oh, no, I won’t give you the trouble. I will read 
you what he has written, and then you can see. — Ah, here it is 1 

[Produces enormous pile of MS, 

Oh, Vis. {hesitating). Well, perhaps, if you don’t mind 

[Suddenly remembers an appointment and exit. Editor resumes 
his work with an air of triumph. Curtain, 


The Thief’s Motto. — “T ake things quietly.” 



' ' W I llOD!^50^( , 

A REAL CONVERT. 



Local Preacher [giving an account to the Vicar of the Parish oj a dispute he has 
had with the Leading Lights ofMsSeet). '‘Yes, Sie, aftee Treatment the likes 
o’ that, I says to ’em, * Foe the futuee,’ says I, ‘ I chucks up all Religion, 
AND I GOES to ChUECH { ’ ” 
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Jones. “How is it we see you so seldom at the Club now« 


[Septembbe 17, 1892. 

' TO A PHEASANT. 

A Spoilt bM w LIKE (^) Song ioe 
Si I*TLMBEH. 

Vie — “ You aie Que^n of my Start To- 
myhtY 

I STAND in th.e copses sigliing: 

As the cruel hours creep by, 

And I see you slowly flying: 

Above the trees on high. 

Your wondrous wealth of feather 
Has weaved a subtle spell, 

And 1 softly wonder whether 
You’d really taste as well. 

For my hand is fairly steady 
Though my heart is beating fast, 
Oh, tell me that you too are ready 
To make this hour your last. 

For repentance may come when we’re 
sober. 

Let ’s seize on the chance while we 
may ; ^ her ? 

Then why should we wait till Octo-' 
Oh I Why not be shot to-day ? 

Oh! tell me why, why should I 
remember. 

With a thought of wild alarm, 
That all through the month of 
sweet September 
You should be free from harm. 
Why, why does youx beauty en- 
slave me, [allow. 

As it does, you’re bound to 
Oh! say but the word that will 
save me, | 

And tell me to shoot you now. 

For my heart is wildly beating 
(As it’s often done before), 

And the moments madly Meeting 
Are going to come never more. 

For repentance may come when we ’re 
sober, 

Let ’s seize on the chanee while we 


Old Member, “An, well, you see, I’m not so Young as I was ; and I 've had a good deal J-tten wny snoma 


OE WOKKY LATELY ; AND SO, WHAT WITH ONE THING AND ANOTHER, I ’VE GROWN BATHER FoND 

OP MY Own Society.” Jams, “Epicure !” 


October ? 

Oh ! Why not be shot to-day ? 


^^THE GEATUITOUS OPINION.^^ 

{A Story for the Long Vacation . ) 

The Eminent Lawyer was about to return to his private address, 


would be perfectly safe to commit a murder under the influence of 
dekrimn tremens. 

‘‘I am infinitely obliged to you for the information,” said the 
visitor, “ as now I know what to do.” 

“You are not homicidal, I trust ! ” exclaimed the Lawyer, jump- 


when there was a knock at the door of his Chambers. He attended to in^ up from his chair, and taking protection behind a desk, 
the summons himself, and found facing him an elderly and carefully “ I have the greatest possible objection to homicidal clients.” 
dressed individual, ^ ... “ Be under no apprehension,” was the reply. “I have a strong 

“ That some of my suburban neighbours desire the information, desire to shorten the life of a certain person, but have not the nerve 
must he my excuse for troubling you,” said the visitor. ^ ^ to do it. If I ever succeed, will it be a case deserving capital 
“Nay, do not apologise,” returned the^ Eminent Q,.C., “it is my punishment ? ” 
pleasantest duty to give legal tips or applications to anybody. It is The Lawyer pondered a moment, and then replied, 
not altogether lucrative, as I deliver them for nothing, but then on “I have no wish to offer my counsel ; but, as you have exhausted 
the other hand, they are suitable for insertiou iu the papers, and my time for consideration, I would propose that you should try the 


that is a comforting eonsideration. What can I do for you K ” 
“ihave to ask you on behalf of .r - 

my suburban neighbours,” con- f T 

tinned the visitor, “ whether there ^ • 

; is any principle which is accepted by I - 

judges to regulate their decisions iu j 

cases where drunkenness seems to be J 

the incentive of crime ? ” 

“1 shall only be too glad to find 
a solution to a problem which ap- 
pears one of great difficulty— the \\A 

more especially as certain inhabi- 
tants of the suburbs are so deeply 
interested in the subject. It seems 
to me that some Judges think one 
way and some another.” y 

‘ ‘ That is strange, ’ ’ murmured the , , .i 

visitor. “ Canuot their Lordships 
come to a common conclusion ? ” 

“ I fear not,” replied the Eminent 
Oonnsel, with a mournful smile. “It ^ 
is merely a question of opinion. Wk “ 

However, I take it that one 


1 matter for yourself. 


llv 


Become intoxicated, put yourself within the 
clutches of the law_, and then see 
whether his Lordship will assume 
the black cap.” 

“You are very good,” returned 
the would-be homicide, “ hut I have 
one difficulty. When I make up 
my mind to remove a person by 
uneqnventional means (for choice, a 
carving-knife), and consume the 
necessary amount of alcohol to insure 

intoxication ” 

“Yes,” inteijeeted the Lawyer, 
who had now opened the outer door. 
wlW ** ^ reaching intoxication, 

that I have entirely forgotten the 
identity of the man I have marked 
for my victim. Then I have got to 
grow^ sober before I can remember 
who it is.^ Annoying, isn’t it ? ” 
And, wishing the Eminent Counsel 
a pleasant holiday, the visitor disap- 
peared into the Inner Temple. 



AT THE SOUTH SEA-SIDE. 
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Beflection polislied of Mgli- 
"bred 

And tiiireflectisiig graces, 

I scintillate o’er Steephon’s 
head 

At ^ala, rout or races ; 

Mine is the black but comely 
blend, [touches 

And mine the crowning 
That so demurely recommend 

The dandy to the duchess. 

Out on thee, cruel Parasol, 

Of lace, the pearl, and satin ; 
And glinting hke a fairy doll 

With many a burnished 
patin ; [dame 

Cool, charming as the dainty 

Who twirls thy coromandel ; 
Thou hauntest proudly since 
thy name, [handle ! 

Like hers, can boast its 

The cynosure of wondering 
heauXf 

I boast a soul above thee ; 
Bo fate can mar my calm re- 
pose, [thee ; 

Or make me cease to love 
Supreme above the common 
tile, 

My own affronts miheeding, 
I bow and compliment and 
smUe, 

The Chesterfield of breeding. 


THE HAT TO THE PARASOL. 

{A Scherzo in JSFols and, Sticks . ) 



Out on thee, trinket idly 
swayed ! 

Could any courtier dare see, 
Through such perfections so 
displayed, \jnercz ’ ? 
The mere ‘ ‘ Belle JDame sans 
Could man believe a thing so 
soft, 

So framed for gentle passion, 
Might wound, and wound not 
onee but oft 

The jaunty glass of fashion? 

Y et sooth it is ; and here I stand 
A martyr to my tenets — 
That orthodoxy smooth and 
grand [Bennett’s ; 
Of Lincoln’s fane and 
Unruffled onee and unper- 

S lexcd, 

apsing now like jelly, 
And but a sermon on the text 
Sic transit lax capelU. 

I who have braved our fitful 
climes drenches, 

And laughed when tempest 
And shaken ofE the dust that 
grimes [benches, 

Pews, cushioned stalls and 
Survived the counterblasting 
Bow, [so— 

And Summer gales that roar 
I ne’er imagined such a foe 
Could trounce me to a torso. 


THE POTATO AND THE HEPTARCHY. 

{A Sensible Song for the Silly Season . ) 

the Potato and tke Heptarchy will nol 
leave us perfectly equipped.” — The Daily Hews 
on “ Why Young Mm DonH Marry i'l 

The Tater and the Heptarchy 
Were walking hand-in-hand; 

They wept like “first-night” Stalls to see 
The folly of the land ; 

“If fools would not talk fiddlededee,” 

They said “ it would be grand ! ” 

“ If modest maids with towzled mops 
On you and me were clear, 

Do you suppose,” the Tater said, 

“More men would wed each year ? ” 

“ I doubt it,” said the Heptarchy — 

“ They only mean to sneer ! 

“ * 0 Maidens, come and cook for us ! ’ 

They — shamming love — beseech. 

‘ Oh, tell us about Saxon times ! 

The course of history teach 1 ’ 

But what they really want is ‘ tin ; ’ 

A thumping share for each. 

“ A girl may cook like any chef, 

And know all Hall am through, 

May be a dab at darning socks, 

Or making Irish stew ; 

But what young cubs care for is cash, 

And not for me or you. 

“ They want to lead an easy life, 

And have good weeds and wine. 

Without these luxuries, a wife 
They scornfully decline. 

For Benedicts me of manly strife 
The fops are*far too fine.” 

“ The Season’s come, the Tater said, 

To write of many things : 

Of frocks — and socks — and needle-work — 
And babes — and bonnet-strings ; 

But all the lot talk utter rot. 

Let the fools have their fiings ! 

“Their jibes at girls, their games, their 
curls, 

Their wastefulness, their waist, 


Their yearnings to hook Dukes and Earls, 
Their matrimonial haste, 

Are the crude chat of cubs and churls, 
And in the vilest taste. 

“ But when they prate of you and me, 

As the two gifts they want, 

Say Classic lore and Cookery 
Are things for which they pant ; 

Believe mo, my dear Heptarchy, 

They plumb profoundest Cant I ” 


SEA-SIDE ILLS. 

(By Our Man Over-bored,) 
SEA-SIDYLL— THE PIER BAND. 

’Tis the Band of the Corporation — 
And it plays on that body’s pier ; 



And one knows by the way 
That the instruments play, 

That the talent is not too dear. 
And the trombone is not too clear ; 
When it has to play (quick 
It is moistful and thick. 


For the trombone is fond of beer — 

It is nurtured on pots of beer. 

’Tis the Band of the Corporation — 

And the cornet is fat just here ; 

And he ’s short, and bull- necked. 

When you come to refiect 
How he wastes all his wind, ’tis (queer 
That the man should be stout just here ! 

But the noise of the throat 
In the solos denote 
That the cornet is fond of beer -- 
It ’s been brought up on pots of beer. 

’Tis tbe Band of the Corporation — 

And I know why that Band is cqueer, 

For I see in the face 
Of the trombone a trace 
Of the blackguard who blows it near 
Me in Town, at most times of year I 
And I mark, too, the face 
Of that beastly big -bass — 

(Which has also been reared on beer) — 

And I know, too, the face 
Of that other disgrace, 

The fat cornet ! They ’ ve come down here — 
They Ve been borrowed, and lent new gear ! 

But I know them of old, 

And in spite of the gold 
Bound the hats, with the peaks just here, 

I can see who they are while near. 

They wear bowlers in Town, 

And frock-coats which are brown, 

On account of their age — or beer ! 

For they play to the public for beer ; 

For they stand and they blow 
On the kerb in a row, ^ 

And then go to the public for beer ! 

And so this is the Band down here ! 


“Three Choirs Festival.”— Curious co- 
incidence, if true, that when Miss Jessie HiNa 
was charmingly giving the contralto song, 
“ While my Watch Vm Keeping f a gentle- 
man in the crowded audience suddenly put his 
hand to his waistcoat-pocket and exclaimed, 
“ Good gracious ! it ’s gone ! ” He will never 
forget the title of that song. The watch was 
ofi its guard. 


BOmE.— Rejected Commumcations or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description will 
there be ne^^^cepti^^ accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
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ARRY AT ’ARRYGATE. 

Dear Charlie,— Rum mix this ’ere world Like bad eg 
is, yer never know wot ^11 come next ! hi bilge 

Don’t emagine I’ve sent yer a sermon, and Wy then 1 
treacle this out as my text ; ^ leastwa 

But really life’s turn-ups are twisters. You But for Bl 
lay out for larks, ’ealth, and tin, who ’s ^ 

But whenever you think it’s “a moral,” 

that crock, “ Unexpected,” romps in, ’Arrygj 

Who’d ha’ thought of me jacking up you 

suddent, and giving the Sawbones a mx. 
turn? Tliejr so 8( 

Who’d ha’ pictered me “Taking the p. sq.uirte< 
Waters ” ? Ah ! Charlie, ’twos hodds 
on the Dm 

With Yours Truly, this time, I essure you. They squat 
I fancied as Tot’nam-Court Road of a wa 

Would be trying its ’and on my tombstone At the na] 
I afore the green corn wos full growed, front sc 

JBad^ Charlie? You bet! ’Twas screw- 
' matics and liver, old Pill-box declared. 

I Knocked me slap orf my perch, fair ’eels 
[ uppards. I tell you I felt a bit scared, 

[ And it left me a yaller-skinned skelinton, 

’ weak, and, wot ’s wus, stoney-broke. 

If it hadn’t a bin for my nunky, your pal 
might have jest done a croak, 

Uncle Dobbs, a Cat’s-butcher at Clapton, 

who ’s bin in luck’s way, and struck ^ ^ J 

ile, ( y 

Is dead nuts on Yours Truly. Old josser, and V — ^ 

grumpy, but he ’s made his pile. ^ 

Saw me settin’ about in the garden, jest 

like a old saffron-gill’d ghost ^ L 11 jj | 

A- waiting for cock-crow to ’ook it, and J^llf 
hanxious to ’ear it — a’most. S H n* 

Sez he, “ Wy, the boy is a bone-bag! !|P|®8 
Wot ’s that ? Converlescent ? On, 
fudge! ^ 

He ’s a slipping his cable, and drifting out 
sea- wards, if J’m any judge. 

I was ditto some twenty year back. Bob, and ’Arrygate 
fust set me up. 

Wot saved the old dog, brother Robert, may probably 
suit the young pup. 

Carnot afford it? O’course yer carn’t, Jennt; hut- 

thanks be to ’orse-desh — J can ” 

Well, he tipped us a fifty-quid crisp ’un — and Roosb 
sent me ’ere ; he ’s my Man ! 

Three weeks’ “ treatment ” ! Well, threes into fifty 
means cutting a bit of a dash ; 

Q-ood grub, nobby togs, local doctor, baths, waters, and 
everythink fiash. 

“’Appy ’Arrx!” sez you. But way-oh, kneads 
Charlie ! ’Arrygate isn ’t all jam. Ati /I e>ives 


Where the Primrose Path leads to, my pip- 
pin, I ’m cocksure can’t ’ave a wm smell. 
Like bad eggs, salt, and tenpenny nails biled 
in bilge water. Eugh ! Old Pump Well P 
Wy then let well alone, is my motter, or 
leastways, it would be, I ’m sure, 

But for Black — local doctor, a stunner! — 
who ’s got me in ’and for a cure. 

I ’m not nuts on baths took too reglar ; but 
’Arrygate baths ain’t ’arf bad, 

When you git a bit used to ’em, Charlie. 

I squirmed, though fust ofi, dear old lad ! 
They so soused, and so slapped, and so 
squirted me. Messing a feller about 
Don’t come nicer for calling it massage. 
But there, it’s O.K. I’ve no doubt. 

They squat you upon a low shelf, with a sort 
of a water- can “ rose ” 

At the nape of yer neck, while a feller in 
front squirts yer down with a ’ose. 



ttj. i. T_ slaps you as though you wos batter, he 

’ Appy ’ Arrx ! ” sez you. But ^ way-oh, kneads you as if you wos dough, 

Tir • ^ all jam. gives yer wot for on the spine, till you 

Me jolly ? WeU, mate, if you arsk me, ^ 3 ^ doose of a glow. 

I carn’t ’ardly say as I ham. 

To spread myself out with the toppers is Then you’re popped in a big iron cage, 


proper, no doubt, bonny boy ; 

But — I wish it wos Brighton, or Margit, or 
somewheres a chap could enjb^. 


Oh, them “Waters,” old man ! ! ! 


never ! yer don’t kow wot nastyness ts 
Till you ’ve tried “ Sulphur ’ot and strong,” 
fasting. The Kissmg Oin, taken a-fizz, 
Isn’t wus than ditch-water and sherbet ; but 
Sulphur ! ! ! It’s eased my game leg ; 
But I go with my heart in my mouth, and 
I feel like a blooming bad hegg. 


^ where the ’ose plays upon you like 

Largit, or fun ; 

A lawn, or a house a-fire, Charlie, could 
not be more thoroughly done. 

S elp^ me gez “I’m insured^ dontcher know, mate ; 


so don’t waste the water, d ’ye ’ear ? ” 
But he didn’t appear to arf twig. He 
seemed jest a bit thick in the clear. 


Sulphur ! ! ! It’s eased my game leg ; Then the bars of yer cage busies out like a 
But I go with my heart in my mouth, and lot of scent fountings a-play — 

I feel like a blooming bad hegg. ’Taint oder colong, though, by hodds; 

sulphur strong seems the local oohay. 

B-r-r-r-r! .Beastliness isn’t the word, They call this the “ Needle Bath,” Charlie. 


Charlie. Language seems out of it, 
slap. 

When I took my fust twelve ounces ’ot, from 
a gal with a snowy white cap. 

And cheeks like a blush-rose for bloominess — 
well, I ’m a gent, but, yah-bah ! 


It give me the needle fust off ; 

’Cos the spray would git into my eyes, and 
the squelch made me sputter and cough. 

Then they wrop you well up in ’ot towels, 
and leave yer five minutes to bake. 


I jest did a guy at the double, without even And that ’s the “ -dtzh; as they call 


nodding ta-ta I 


I call it the funniest fake 


In the way of a bath I ’ave met with; hut, ' 
bless yer, it passes the time, 

And I shan’t want a tub for a fortnit when 
back in Old Babbylon’s grime. 

Dull ’ole, this ’ere ’Arrygate, Charlie ! The 
only fair fun I can find 
Is watching the poor sulphur-swiggers, a- 
gargling and going it blind. 

Oh, the sniffs and sour faces, old fellow, the 
shudders and shivers, and sighs ; 

The white lips a- working like rabbits’, the 
sheepish blue-funk in their eyes ! 

Old Pump Room ’s a hoctygon building, rum 
blend like of chapel and bar. 

With a big stained -glass winder one side, 
hallygorical subject ! So far 
As I ’ye yet made it out, it ’s a hangel a- 
stirring up somethink like suds. 
“A-troublmg the waters,” I ’card from a 
party in clerical duds. 

You arsk, like you do at a bar, for the 
speeches of lotion you want. 

Some say you git used to the flaviour, and 
like it ! Bet long hodds 1 shan’t. 

I’ve sampled the lot, my dear Charlie, 
Strong Sulphur and Mild, Cold^wc^ ’Ot ; 
And all I can say is, the jossers who say 
it ain’t beastly talk rot. 

You jest fox their faces ! They enters, looks 
round, gives a shy sort of sniff, 

Seem to contemplate doing a guy, brace 
their legs, keep their hupper lips stiff ; 
Take their tickets, walk up to the counter, 
assumin’ a sham sort of bounce, 

And ask, shame-faced like, for their gargle, 
’as p’r’aps is a ’ot sixteen bounce. 

\ When they git it, a-fume in a tumbler, a- 
;\ smelling like hegg -chests gone wrong, 
n They squirm, ask the snowy-capped guii, 
j “Is this right?” — “Yes, Sir. Sixteen 
' ounce, strong ! ” 

Sez the minx with a cold kind o’ smile. 
“ Ah — h— h ! j^^ercisely ! ” they smirks, 
and walks round, 

With this “Yorkshire Stinko” in their 
’ands — and their ’earts in their mouths 
I ’ll be bound. 

Then— Grulp ! Oh Cewillikins, Charlie I it 
gives yer the ditherums, it do. 

Bad enough if you ’ave to wolf one, hut it 
fair gives yer beans when ’tis two. 

The wictims waltz round, looking white, wish- 
ing someone would just spill their wet, 
And — ^there’s ’ardly a glass “returned 
empty” hut wot shows its ’eel- taps, 
you bet ! 

This is “ Taking the Waters” at ’Arrygate ! 

Well, I shall soon take my ’ook, 

Speshal Scotch, at my favourite pub, from 
that sparkling young dona, Dele Cook, 
Will do me a treat arter this, mate, and 
come most pertikler A 1. 

’Ow I long to be hack in “The Tillage,” 
dear boy, with its bustle and fun ! 

Still, tlie air ’ere’s as fresh as they make 
it, and gives yer a doose of a peck, 

And DiosrsiHa, the Boss at “ The Crown,” 
does yer proper. I came ’ere a wreck ; 
But sulphur, sound sleep, and cool breezes, 
prime prog, and good company tells ; 

So ’ere’s bully for ’Arrygate, Charlie, in 
spite of rum baths and had smells. 

That Fifty is nearly played out, and my 
slap at the Ebor went wrong — 

I’d a Yorkshire tyke’s tip, too, old man ; 
hnt I’m stoney, though still “going 
strong ” 

(As Lord Arthur remarks in the play), so 
no more at “The Ciown” I must 
tarry, 

But if ’Arrygate wants a good word— as to 
’ealth— it shall ’ave it from ’Arry. 


VOL. cur. 




FIGHTING “ FOUDROYANT. 




THE EIGHTING EOUDEO Y ANT 

Being Tugged to its Last Beeth — in a Shipbeeaeee’s Yakd. 

{A Theme from Turner treated m Modern British style^ with Apologies 
to the Patriotic Painter of “ The Fighting ‘ TSmeiairef ") 

“ Mayhap you Lave heard, that as dear as their lives, 

All true-hearted Tars love their ships and their wiyes.’^ 

So Dibdin declared, and he 'spoke for the Tar ; 

He knew Jack so well, both in peace and in war I 
But hang* it ! times change, and ^tis sad to relate, 

The old JDibdinish morals seem quite out of date ; 

Stick close to your ship, lads, like pitch till you die ? — 

That sounds nonsense to-day, and I ’ll tell ye for why. 

The good old Foudroyant — ^how memory dwells on 

Those brave fighting names ^ — was once flag-ship to Nelson. 

But Nelson, you know, ^ed a good while ago, 

And his flag- ship has gone a bit shaky, and so 
John Bull, who ’s now full of low shopkeeping cares, 

And thinks more of the Stocks than of naval affairs, 

Regards not “ Old Memories,” that “ eat off their head.” 

Turn old cracks out to grass ? No, let ’s sell ’em instead ! 

A ship ’s like the high-mettled racer once sung 
By that same dashing Dibdin of patriot tongue. 

Grown aged, used up, is he honoured ? No, zounds ! 

“ The high-mettled racer is sold to the hounds ! ” 

And so with a barky of glorious name, 

(It is business, of course — and a Thundering Shame !) 

Worn out, she is nought but spars, timbers and logs, 

And so, like the horse, should be sold— to the dogsl 

As for'the Foudroyant, the vessel was trim 

When it fought with the Trench, for John Bull, under Ehm, 

The Star of the Nile. Yes, it carried his flag, 

When it captured the Frenchman. There ’s no need to brag. 

Or to say swagger things of a generous foe. 

Besides, things have doosedly altered, you know. 

We ’re no more like Nelson than I to a Merman ; 

We can sell his flag-ship for firewood, to the German I 


Sounds nice, does it not ? If that great one-armed Shade 
Could look down on the bargain he ’d— swear, I ’m afraid 
(If his death-purged bold spirit held yet ought of earth). 

And I fancy ’twill move the gay Frenchman to mirth 

To hear this last story of shop-keeping John 

Or his huckster officials. The Frenchman, the Don, 

The Dutchman, all foes we have licked,— may wax bold 
When they hear that the brave old Foudroyant is — Sold ! ! I 

Great Tuhnee has pictured the old Temeraire 
Tugged to her last berth. Why the sun and the air 
In that soul-stirring canvas, seem fired with the glory 
Of such a brave ship^ with so splendid a story ! 

Well, look on that picture, my lads, and on this ! 

And— no, do not crack out a curse like a hiss, 

But with stout Conan Doyle — he has passion and grip ^ — 
Demand that they give us back Nelson’s old Ship! 

British hands from protecting her who shall debar ? 

Ne’er ingratitude lurked in the heart of a Tar. 

“ (Sings Dibdin) That Ship from the breakers to save ” 

Is the plainest of duties e’er put on the brave. 

While a rag, or a timber, or spar, she can boast, 

A place of prime honour on Albion’s coast 
Should be hers and the Victory‘s s / Let us not say, 

Like the fish-hucksters, “ Memories are cheap. Sir, to-day I ” 

Ecclesiastical Taste. — A condiment not much in favour with 
High Churchmen just now, must be “ Worcester Sauce.” It is 
warranted to neutralise the very highest flavour. 

Impromptu. 

Oe garnered leaves ” Perhaps e’er long 

And “garnered sheaves ” Their simple song 

Sing sentimental donkeys. Willbeof Garnered Monkeys! 

“ARailwat from Joppa to Jerusalem” sounds like a Scriptural 
Line. In future, “going to Jericho” will not imply social banish- 
ment, as the party sent thither will be able to take a return- ticket. 
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OF MALICE AFORETHOUGHT. 

Cheery Official. “All First Class ’ere, please?” 

Degenerate Son of the Vikings (in a feeble 'coice). First Class 1 Kow d© I look it?” 


THE LAY OE THE LAST KHIGHT. 

Mx name and style are Ellis Ashmead Bart— 
Ah ! happy ai^ury. "Would I could 
Leaxe it so. But ’twill not do. 

Like soap of Monkey brand, 

It will not wash clothes, 

Or, in truth, ought else. 

’Tis hut an accident of rhythm 

Born of the imperative mood that makes one 

Start a poem of this kind on ten feet, 

Howe’er it may thereafter crawl or soar. 
What I really was about to remark was that 
My name and style are Ellts Ashmead Bart- 
Lett, Knight ; late Civil Lord of Admiralty 
You know me. I come from Sheffield ; at least 
I did on my return thence 
Upon re-election. 

II. 

A sad world this, my masters, as someone — 
Was it my friend Shakspeare ? — 

Says. The sadness arises upon reflection, not 
That Pm a Knight, but that I am, so to speak, 
A Knight of only two letters. 

As thus— Kt. ’Ti§ but a glimmer of a night, 

If I, though sore at heart, may dally with 
The English tongue 
And make a pensive pun. 

III, 

' Of course I expected different things from 
The Markiss. 

What ’s the use, what ’s the purpose, i 


Of what avail, wherefore, 

That a man should descend from the 
Spacious times of Elizabeth with nothing 
In his hand other than a simple Knighthood ? 
Anyone could do that. 

It might he done to anyone. 

He, him, aU, any, both, certain, few, 

Many, much, none, one, other, another, 

One another, several, some, such and whole. 
Why, he made a Knight 
At the same time, 

In the same manner. 

Of 

Maple 

Blundell I 


Look here, Markiss, you know, 

This won’t do. 

It may pass in a crowd, hut not with 

Ellis Ashmead Bart 

(There it is again. Evidently doesn’t matter 
About the feet) 

Lett. 

T. 

And yet Markiss, mine, 

I shall not despair. 

You are somewhat out of it 
At the present moment. 

And I am not sure — 

Hot gorged with certainty— 

That Mr. &. would be 
Inclined to make amends. 


He is old ; he is aged. 

Prejudice lurks amid 
His scant white locks, 

And forbids the stretch- 
ing forth of generous hand in whose 
Kecesses coyly glint 
The Bart, or K. C. B. 

VT. 

But you are not everyone ; 

Kor is he. Mor do both together 
In the aggregate 
Compose the great globe 
And all that therein is. 

I ’ll wait awhile, possessing my soul in 
Patience. 

Everything comes to the man who waits. 
(Sometimes, ’tis true, ’tis the hobby 
Who asks what he ’s loafing there for, 

And bids him 
Move on. 

That is a chance the brave resolute soul 
Faces.) The pity of it is 
That you, Markiss, having so much to give, 
So Httle gave 

To 

Me. 


Oh, Marrtss ! Markiss ! 

Had I but served my Gladstone 
A s I have served thee, 

He would not have forsak 

But that ’s another story. 


The Hew Hopera op ’Addon ’All. — The 
title finally decided upon for the Suxlivan- 
Grundx Opera is Saddon Hall. Lovely for 
’ArrtI “’Ave you seen ^ Addon 
Then the ’ Arry who ’as only ’eard a portion 
of it, will sajr, “I ^addn^t ’card ’<2//.” As a 
Cockney title, it’s perfect. Successful or not, 
Author and Composer will congratulate them- 
selves that, to deserve, if not command 
success, they ^ad don all they knew. If suc- 
cessful, they ’ll replace the aspirates, and it 
will be some time before they recover the 
exact date when they Had-don Hauling in 
the coin. Drosit I 

Miscarriage op Justice.— Says the Fall \ 
MaU Gazette .—“For knocking over a man ; 
selling watercress, with fatal results, a Ham- j 
mersmith cabman has been committed for 
trial for manslaughter.” If tMs^ is true, the | 
Home Secretary should immediately inter- 1 
pose. The action of knocking a man over is 
hasty, and may be indefensible. But if the | 
Hanimer smith Cabman had just grounds for 
belief that the man was “selling water- 
cresses with fatal results,” he should rather 
be commended than committed for trial. 

“Keeping xrp the Christopher.” — {A 
JSfote from an^ Old Friend ). — “ Christopher 
Columbus” indeed I As years ago I told 
Sairey Gamp about^ her bothering Mrs. 
Harris^ “I don’t believe there’s no sich a 
person.” That ’s what I says, says I, about 
Columbus, wich ain’t like any other sort of 
“ bus” as I see before my blessed eyes every 
day. Yours, Elizabeth Prig. 

P.S.— Edwin Johnson, him as wrote 
to the Times last Saturday, is of my opinion. 
Good Old Johnson I 

“Honoris Causa.”— To Mr. Granville 
Monet, son of the Hector of Wey bridge, 
whose gallant rescue of a lady from drowning 
has recently been recorded, Mr. Punch grants 
the style and title of “ Heady Monet.” 

Question and Antswer. — “ Why don’t I 
write Plays ? ” Why should I ? 
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LETTERS TO ABSTRACTIONS. 

]Sro. XY.— TO SWAGGER. 

Not long ago I reminded you of Chepstowe, tRe incomparaRle poet 
who was at one time supposed to Raye reyolntionised tRe art of yerse. 
Now Re is forgotten, tRe rushligRt wRicR Re neyer attempted to Ride 
under tRe semblance of a busRel, has long since dickered its last, Ris 
boasts, Ris swelling literary port, Ris quarrels, Ris adectations — oyer 
all of tRem tRe dark wayes of oRliyion Raye passed and blotted tRem 
from tRe sand on wRicR Re Rad traced tRem, But in Ris day, as you 
remember, wRile yet Re Reid Ris Read RigR and strutted in Ris 
panoply, ne was a man of no small consequence. Cluite an army of 
satellites moyed witR Rim, and did Ris bidding. To one of tRem Re 
would say, “Praise me tRis autRor,” and straigRtway tRe fire of 
eulogy would begin. To another Re would declare— and this was Ris 
more frequent course—^ So-and-so has dared to hint a fault in one 
of us; Re Ras Resitated an offensiye dislike. Let Rim be scarified,’^ 

I and forthwith the painted and feathered young brayes drew forth 
' their axes and scalping-kniyes, and the work of slaughter went 
1 merrily forward. Youth, modesty, honest eficort, 
genuine merit, a manifest desire to range apart fSH 

from the loud storms of literary contJoyersy, 
these were no protection to the selected yictim. J§||H 

And of course the operations of the Chepstowe- 
ites, like^ the “plucking’’ imagined hj Major 
Fendennis,, were done in public. For they Rad 
their organ. Week by week in The Metropo- 
I Utan Messenger they disburdened themselyes, 
each one of Ris little load of spite and insolence 
and yanity, and with much loud shouting and 
blare of adulatory trumpets called the attention 
of the public to their Reap of purchasable rub- 
bisR. There Ryed at this time a great writer, 
whose name and fame are still reyered by all 
who loye strong, nervous English, yivid des- 
cription, and consummate literary art. He stood 
too RigR for attack. Only in one way could the 
herd of passionate prigs who waited on Chep- 
STOWE do Rim an injury. They could attempt, CM 

and did, to imitate Ris^ style in their own weekly WtIJII f " ^ 
scribblings. Corruptio optzmi pessima» There ||mW|jH+n 
is no other phrase that describes so well the 
result of these imitative efforts. All the little MMfifc-fi 
tricks of the great man’s humour were repro- 
duced and defaced, the clear stream of Ris sen- 
tences was diverted into muddy channels, the WM-r K 

airy creatures of Ris imagination were weighted 
with lead and made to perform hideous antics. WHiTr 

Neyer Rad there been so riotous a jargon of fflfflltHffFT 

distorted affectation and ponderous balderdash. 

Smartness— of a sort— these gentlemen, no doubt, 7{||| h ® ^ ' 

possessed. It is easy to be accounted smart in a -4||| 

certain circle, if only you succeed in being inso- ' 

lent. Merit of this order the band could boast 

5 ne peculiarity, too, must be noted in The 
Metropolitan Messenger. It had a magnetic 
attraction for all the sour and sorry failures 
whose reputation and income, however greatly ^ 

in excess of their deserts, had not equalled their 
expectation. The Cave of AduUam could not 
have been more abundantly stocked with dis- 
content. It is the custom of the rates everywhere to attempt to 
prevent, or, if that be impossible, to decry success in others, in order 
to exalt themselves. TRe “ Metropolitans” followed the example of 
many unillustrious predecessors, though it must, in justice, be 
added, that they would have been shocked to hear anyone impute to 
them a want of originality in their curious methods. In the counsels 
of these literary bravos, Wieliam G-etjblet held a high place. At 
the University, where he had pursued a dull and dingy career of 
modified respectability, not much was thought or spoken of G-bxjb- 
LET. If Re was asked what profession he proposed to adopt, he 
would wink knowingly, and reply, “ Journalism.” It sounded well 
— it gave an impression of influence, and future power, and, more- 
over, it committed Rim to nothing. It is just as easy to say “ Jour- 
nalism,” in answer to the stock question, as it is to deliver yourself 
oyer, by anticipation, to the Bar, the Church, or the Stock Exchange. 
Hundreds of young men at both our ancient Universities look upon 
Journalism as the easiest and most attractive of all the professions. 
In the first place there are no Examinations to bar the way, and 
your ordinary Undergraduate loathes an Examination as a rat may 
be supposed to loathe a terrier. YYhat can be easier— in imagination 
— ^than to dash off a leading^ article, a biting society sketch, a scath- 
ing review, to overturn ancient idols, to inaugurate movements, to 
plan out policies ? All this G-ritblet was confident of being able to 
do, and he determined, on the strength of a few successful College 
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Essaysj and a reputation for smartness, acquired at the expense of 
his dwindling circle of intimates, to do it. He took his degree, and 
plunged into London. There, for a time, Re was lost to public j 
sight. But I know that he went through the usual contest. I 
Rejected manuscripts poured back into Ris room. Polite, but un- i 
accommodating Editors, found that they Rad no use for vapid imita- j 
tions of Addisost, or feeble parodies of Chaeles Lamb. Literary I 
appreciations, that were to have sent the ball of fame spinning up 
the hill of criticism, grew frowsy and dog’s-eared with many 
postages to and fro. 

In this protracted struggle with fate and his own incompetence, 
the nature of Gbtjblet, never a very amiable one, became fatally 
soured, and when Re finally managed to secure a humble post on a 
newspaper, he was a disappointed man with rage in his heart against 
his pecessful rivals and against the Editors who, as he thought, had 
maliciously chOled his glowing aspirations. His vanity, however, — 
and he was always a very vain man — had suffered no diminution, and 
with the first balmy breezes of success his arrogance grew unbounded. 
Shortly afterwards, he chanced to come in the way of Chepstowe ; 

he impressed the poet favourably, and in the 
result he was selected for a place on the staff of 
Ef The Metropolitan Messenger^ then striving by 

II every known method to battle its way into a 

circulation. 

It was at this stage^ in his career that I met 
py Getjblet. He was pointed out to me as a young 

^ man of promise who had a trenchant style, and 

had lately written an article on “ Provincialism 
mV in Literature,” which had caused some stir by 

its bitter and nncompromisiuff attacks upon 
wKKS/tl certain well-known ^authors ana journalists. I 
looked at the man with some interest. I saw a 
pale-faced, sandy-haired little creature with a 
shuffling, weak-kneed gait, who looked as if a 
touch from a moderately vigorous arm would 
swept him altogether out of existence. 
m J His manner was affected and unpleasant, his 

1 conversation the most disagreeable I ever listened 

to. He was coarse, not with an ordinary coarse- 
IHm'\ but with a kind of stale, fly-blown coarse- 

ffitt ^ ness as of the viands in the window of a cheap 

restaurant. He assumed a great reverence for 
\| Rabelais and AEiSTOPHAisrES ; he told shady 

Mmm I stories, void of point and humour, which you 

fmtlm 1 suppose were modelled on the style of 

ImM I these two masters. And all the time he gave yon 

understand, with a blatant self-snfiS.cienoy, 
iJBjl that he himself was one of the greatest and most 

formidable beings in existence. This was 
auKHlk I Gbublet as I first knew him, and so he con- 

llflilJI/ tinned to the end. 

The one thing this puny creature could never 
I 'f/iJlif / 1 forgive was that any of his friends should pass 

I / lEH * race. There was one whom Gbublet 

II / T^l — older of the two — had at one time honoured 

4 patronage and approval. No sooner, 

' however, kad the younger gained a literary 

success, than the sour Getjblet turned upon 
him, and rent him. “ This fellow,” said Gettb- 
LET, “win get too uppish — I must show up his 
trash” ; and accordingly he fulminated against 
his friend in the organ that he had by that time 
come to consider as his own. This baseless sense of proprietorship, 
in fact, it was that wrecked Gettblet. In an evil moment for 
himself he tried to ride rough-shod over Chepstowe, and that tem- 
porary genius dismissed him with a promptitude that should stand 
to his credit against many shortcomings. Gettblet, I Relieve, 
stni exists. Occasionally, in obscure prints, I seem to detect traces 
of his style. But no one now pays any attention to him. His 
claws are clipped, Ms teeth have been filed down. He shouts and 
stmts, unregarded. For we live, of course, in milder and more 
reasonable day;s, and the Geitblets can no longer find a popular 
market for their wares. 

Only one question remains.^ How in the world can even you, oh 
respected Swaggee, have derived any pleasure from witnessing the 
performances that Gettblet went through, after yon had persuaded 
him that he was a man of some importance ? 

I do not expect an answer, and remain as before, 

PlOGEyES RoBEPTSOX. 

In BAnco. — The stability of the concern having been effectually 
proved by the way in which the Birkheckers got out of the fire and 
out of the trying pan-ic, and the ease with wMch they were quite at 
home to the crowds of callers coming to inquire after their health, 
should earn for them the subsidiary title of the Birk-beck-and-call 
Bank, 
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A GOOD BEGINNING. 

UmU Jaelc {UinpiTe), Love all ! ” Momkiw U Baron. “ Love all ? Paebleh 1 Je obois bien I Zey aeb adorablbs, toue Nieces 1 


PAN THE POSTER. (^didl! 

{A Modem Perversion of Mrs. Browning's take all 

^powerful Poemy A Mnsi(xd IrwlrurneTdi.'') 1-^ make h 

[“We are presented just now with two spec- ^ 
taclea, which may help ua to take modest and 

ar.ar>1*«a ^ 1,116 


diffident views of the progress of the species, . . . 
At home there is an utterly unreasonable and_ un- 
accountable financial panic among the depositors 
in the Birkbeck Bank, while in America the free 
and enlightened democracy of a portion of Kew 
York State has suddenly relapsed into primitive 
barbarism under the influence of fear of cholera.’* 
— The Times.] 

"What is he doing, our new god Pan, 

Far from the reeds and the river ? 
Spreading mischief and scattering ban. 
Screening ^neath “ knickers” his shanks of a 
goat, 

And setting the wildest mmonrs afloat, 

To set the f ool-moh a-shiver. 

He frightened the shepherds, the old god 
Him of the reeds by the river ; [Pan,* 
Af eared of his f ann-iaoe, Arcadians ran ; 
TJnsoothed by the pipes he so deftly conld 
play, 

The shepherds and travellers scurried away 
From nis face by forest or river. 

And back to ns, snre, comes the great god 
Pan, [river; 

"With his pipes from the reeds by the 
Startog a scare, as the goat-god can, 

Making a Man a mere wind-swayed reed. 
And moving the moh like a leaf indeed 
By a chill wind set a-qniver. 

* Pan, tbe Arcadian forest and river»god, was 
held to startle travellers by his sudden and terror- 
striking app^rances. Hence sudden fright, with- 
out any visible cause, was ascribed to Pan, and 
called a Panin fear. 


He finds it sport, does our new god Pan 
(As did he of the reeds by the river). 

To take all the pith from the heart of a man, 
To make him a sheep— though a tiger in 
spring,— 

A cruel, remorseless, poor, cowardly thing, 

! With the whitest or cheeks— and hver I 


“Who said I was dead?’’ laughs the new 
god Pan I 

(Laughs tni his fann-cheeks quiver), [plan. 
“I’m stiH at my work, on a new-fangled 
Scare is my business ; I think I succeed, 
When the Mob at my minstrelsy shakes like 
a reed, 

And I mock, as the pale fools shiver.” 

ShriU, shrill, shrill, 0 Pan ! 

"Tour Panic-pipes, far from the river ! 
Deafening shrill, 0 Poster-Pan I 
Turning a man to a timorous brute [flute 
With irrational fear. From your frantic 
Good sense our souls deUver I 

Men rush like the Gadaree swine, 0 Pan ! 

With contagious fear a-sMver, 

They flock like Panurge’s poor sheep, 0 Pan ! 
What, what shall the merest of manhood 
In geese gregarious, panic-stricken [quicken 
nke fnghted fish m the river. 

Yon sneer at the shame of them, Poster- Pan, 
Poltroons of the pigeon-liver. 

Tour placards gibbet them, Poster-Pan, 

"Who crowd like curs in the cowardly crush, 
Who flock like sheep in the brainless rush 
With fear or greed a-shiver. 

Ton are haK a beast, 0 new god Pan I 
To laugh (as yon laughed by the river) 
Making a hrute-heast out of a man : 

The ^e gods sigh for the cost and pain 
Of Civilisation, which seems but vain 
When the prey of your Panic shiver I 


SIR GEORGE AND THE DRAG ON. 

By a Writer of Books. 

[Sir Geoege Teevelyan, speaking to the 
Institute of Journalists, said that “No one was 
under the obligation of writing books, unless he was 
absolutely called to do so by a commanding genius.’ ’] 

Oh I ten me quickly— not if Planet Mars 
Is quite the best for journalistic pars. 

Not if the cholera will play Old Harry, 

Not why to-day young men don’t and won’t 
marry — 

For these I do not care. Not to dissemble. 

My pen is, as they say, “ all of a tremble — 
The pen that once enthralled the myriad 
crowd. 

The pen that critics one and all allowed 
Wrote pleasantly and well, was often funny, 
The pen that brought renown, and — better — 
money. 

My pen is stilled. That happy time is o ’er, 
Like that old English Kvas, I smile no more. 
Now that Sir (Secretary) (iEOHOE has spoken, 
My fortunes (and alas I my heart) are broken; 
For though I may not lack all understanding, 
My “genius” cannot claim to he “com- 
manding.” 

FlOWERX, BBT HOT ME ALT-MOUTHED. —To 
those who suggested that sending troops to 
compel the barbarous Long-Islanders to be 
humane would lose Democratic votes, Gover- 
nor Flower is reported to have repHed, — “ I 

don’t care a for votes. I am going to 

put law-breakers down, and the State in pos- 
session of its property.” There was an old > 
song, of which the refrain was, “I don’t 

care a for the people, But what wiR the 

Governor say?” Now we know what the 
Governor says. ’Tis well said. Henceforth 
he will be known as The Flower of Speech. 
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SEA-SIDE ILLS. 

{By Out Man Over -bored,) 

A Sea S-Idyll on Board and 
Eesidence.” 

That we kurry out of Town 
To the sea, 

To be properly done brown, 

I ^11 a^ree ; 

But of being nicely done, 

There another way than one — 
Yiz., the rays, besides of sun, 

£ s. d, 1 

Now, it may be Yery cheap 
For the chap 

Who is rich, to pay a neap 
For ^ a nap 
On a sofa that is prone 
To a prominence of bone. 

Or a table undergrown, 

With a flap; 

But a man who has not much 
Of the pelf 

To distribute freely, such 
As mvself, 

And who ^s ordered change and rest, 
Doubts the change is for the best 
When he has to lie undress’d 
On a shelf! 

No ; to slumber on a slant 

Till you ’re floor’d, 

Is a luxury I can’t 

Wellaflord; 

And I ’m sad to a degree 
That, in Everywhere- on- Sea, 
‘‘Board and Eesidence ” should be 
Mostly hoard / 

“ Discovert of a New Satel- 
lite TO Jupiter.”— WeU, why 
not ? Why announce it as if a 
noted thief had been arrested? 
“Discovered! Aha! Then this 

to decide” cries the Melo- 

diamatic Satellite. Poor Jupiter 
must be uncommonly tired of his 
old Satellites by this time ! How 
pleased, how delighted, he must 
be to welcome a new one ! 



MOEE LIGHTS! 

When anyone now in town reguires a change from the J)^-lights 
of Home, let him go to See Lights of Rome at the Adelphi. Great scene 

^ of the Wreck not so great perhaps as some 

j previous sensational Adelphi effects. In such 
a piece as “ the Lights,” it is scarcely fair 
that ‘ ‘ the Heavies ” should have it nearly aU 
to themselves, but so it is, and the two Light 
Comedy parts capitally played by Miss Jecks 
, |i| 'll and Mr. Lionel Eionold, do not get much 

1 ' 1 1 ’’^' ' ^ chance against the heartrending sorrows 

fi'l' ’ Eveltn Millard, and of Mrs. 

ill P^^^^cR Campbell, the slighted, or sea- 

1 W Eghted heroine, known as “ Dave’s Daugh- 

must 

® Be of Lave Purvis^ the weakest sentimen- 

4 o7 ~ -ux m. •, talist-accidental-lunatic- criminal that ever 
^ ^ was let ofl scot-free at E. H. first entrance 

Sensation. Curtain), and the 

undaunted heroism and unblushing viEany of Messrs. Charles 
Dalton, Coczburn, Kinoston & Co. The title might well have 
been, Good Lights of Rome, and Wicked Livers all Abroad* 


“ Top-DRBSSiNa.” — Said Mr. G. to a Welsh audience, “ I might as 
well address the top of Snowdon on the subject of the Establishiaent, 
as address you on tne matter.” Flattery ! The top of Snowdon, of 
course, represented the highest intelligence in Wales. 


“I Pitt the poor Investors! ” exclaimed Mrs. E. sympatheticaUy, 
when she saw the heading of a paragraph in the Times — “Bursting 
of a Canal Bank.” 


A Bio Boomlno Chance Lost I— Miss Lottie Collins, according 
to the Standard's report of the proceedings on board the unfortunate 
Cejpheus, said that, on seeing two jeering men rowing out from 
shore, holding up bread to the hungry passengers, she, “had she 
been a man, would have shot them.” She wasn’t a man, and so the 
two brutes escaped. But what another “ te-ray, — Ta, ra, 

raf' &c., &c., this would have been for La Collins ! 

Not Improbable.— Lord Eosebert might have ended his diplo- 
matic reply to Mr. Thomas Gibson Bowles, M.P., who recently sent 
kind inguiries to the Foreign Ofiice, as to the Pamirs and Behring 
Sea, Canadian Government, <&c., &c., with aP.S. to the effect that 
“ his correspondent probably considered him as a Jack (in office), and 
therefore a legitimate object to score off in the game of Bowles.” 

The Prodigal Laughter; or. The Boyne- Water Jump, by 
Druriolanus Maunus and Pettitt Parvus, was produced with 
greatest success, last Saturday, at Old Drury. The general recom- 
mendation to the authors will be, as a matter of course, i,e,, of 
race-course, given in the historic words of Ducrow, “ Cut the cackle 
and come to the ’osses.” When this advice is acted upon, The 
Prodigal Laughter, a very fine young woman, but not particularly 
prodigal, wilL produce receipts beyond all cacklelation, 

Future Legislation for Next Session.— Mr. Gladstone'wlII in- 
troduce a Bill to render criminal the keeping oft^heifers loose in a jfleld. 

Bt a Paragraphic Journalist.— Yery natural that there should 
be “ pars ” about ‘ ‘ Mars.” 

“ Signal Failures,”— Most EaEway Accidents. 
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CULTURE BY THE SEA. 

“Haye yott Browning’s Works?” 

‘‘No, Miss. They’re too difpioitlt. People down here don’t understand them.’ 
*‘Haye you FraebV 

'‘Prayed, Miss ? Oh yes ; we ’ye tried that, but it ’s no use I” 


THE CHATEAU 

The Castle tliat I sing, is not^ 

The stronghold pres Marseilles^ 
Where Monte Christo brewed his plot 
For Dumas’ magic tale : 

It’s one we aU inhabit oft, 

The residence of most, 

And not peculiar to the soft, 
Mediterranean coast. 

The Castle “If” — If pigs had wings, 
If wishes horses were, 

If, rather more substantial things, 

My Castles in the air ; 

If balances but grew on Banks, 

If Brokers hated “bluff ; ” 

If Editors refrained from thanks 
And printed all my stuff. 

If^holidays were not a time 
Beyond a chap’s control, 

When someone else prescribes how I 
To bore my selfish soul ; 

If bags and boxes packed themselYes 
For one who packing loathes ; 

If babes, expensiYe little elves, 

W ere only born with clothes 


If Bradshaw drove me to the train I 
Were mal-de-rner a name ! 

If organ-grinders ground a strain 
That never, never came ; 

If oysters stuck at eighteen pence ; 

If ladies loathed “ The Stores ; ” 

If Tax-collectors had the sense 
To overlook my doors ! 

If sermons stopped themselves to suit 
A congregation’s pain ; 

If everyone who played the flute 
Were seutenccd to be slain ; 

If larks with truffles sang on trees, 

If cooks were made in heaven ; 

And if, at sea-side spots, the seas 
Shut up from nine till seven. 

If / might photograph the fiend 
Who mauls me with his lens, 

If supercilious barbers leaned 
Their heads for me to cleanse ! 

If weather blushed to wreck my plans, 
If tops were never twirled ; 

If “ Ifs and ands were pots and pans,”- 
’T would be a pleasant world! 


LADY GAYS SELECTIONS. 

Mount Street^ Grosvenor Square, 
Dear Mr. Punch, — I got so wet on the 
St. Leger day, that I ’ve been in bed ever since 
—not because I had to wait till my things 
were dry— but because I caught a cold I 
What a day it was!— I am told that in 
addition to the St. Leger, Doncaster is chiefly 
celebratedfor ^’co^c7i— if so, I presume 
they don’t make it out-of-doorSj or it would 
have stood a good chance of being melted— 
(not in the mouth) —on Wednesday fort- 
night I But the excitement of the race 
fully made up for the liquid weather, and we 
all— (except the hackers of Orm<?)— enjoyed 
ourselves. I was told that the Duke of 
Westminster had “ left the Leger at Good- 
wood,” which is simply absurd, as I not only 
saw it run for at Doncaster myself, hut it is 
ridiculous to insinuate that .the Duke went 
fchere, put the Leger in his pocket—(as if a 
^Tobleman ever keiit books) — walked off 
quietly to Goodwood and dleft it there 
deliberately I 

I conclude it can only be an expression 
coined to discount— (another ledger term)— 
the victory of Xa Fleche, — to which not half 
enough attention has been drawn, solely (in 
my opinion) because La Fleche is of the 
gentler sex, and men don’t like the “horse 
of the year ” to be a mare. 

I still maintain she was unlucky to lose 
the Derby, as she won the Oaks two days 
later in two seconds quicker time: — (which 
is an anachronism— as if you win once out 
of twice'—h.o'w can it be two seconds f) 

There was good sport at Yarmouth flast 
week, though owing to the rain the course 
must have been on the soft (roe) side, — by the 
way you can get them now in bottles, and 
very good tbey are. I am glad to see that 
staunch supporter of the turf, Lord Eltham, 
winning races again— as his horses have been 
much out of form lately, at least so I am 
told, but I was not aware that horses were 
in a “form ” at 'all, unless being “ schooled ” 
over hurdles. 

I shall have a word or two to say on the 
Cesarewitch shortly — having had some 
private information calculated to break a 
Rothschild if followed — but for tbe 
moment will ^content myself with scanning 
, the programme of the Leicester and Man- 
chester Meetings. 

There are two races which seem perhaps 
worth picking up— one at each place ; and, 

■ while giving mv selection for the Leicester- 
shire race in the usual verse, I will just 
mention that I should have given Lord Dun- 
raven’s Inverness for the Manchester race, 
but that I see his Lordship has sent it to 
ilmerica— rather foolish, now that winter is 
coming on ; but perhaps he has another, and 
may be doing a kindness to some poor Ameri- 
can Cousin ! St, Angelo might win this race 
without an Inverness, though I presume he 
will appear in some sort of clothing. 

Yours devotedly, Lady Gat. 

Leicestershire Eoyal Handicap 
Selection. 

On seeing an awkward, three-cornered affair, 
Which I heard was a racer from Eingal, 
And hearing him roaring, and whistling an air, 
I said, he ’ll be beaten by Windgall, 

P.S. — This is awful ; but what a horse to 
have to rhyme to ! 


a a"" “ Shut Up ! ” at Barmouth I-Mr. Glad- 

^ and ands were pots and pans, — stone having made up his mind not to utter 
Two uld be a pleasant wo rld . another syllable during his holiday, selects 

T as an appropriate resting-place, a charming 

I buMMART OP Besuxt por Old Catholic sea-side spot where he stops iiimself, and 
1 Congress. — Lucernd Lueellum, where there is a “ Bar ” before the “mou^.” 
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THE FINBING OF PHARAOH, 

Int&i'estxng Discovery in the Dead Season. 


YERY ENTERTAINING. 

Dear Me* Pue'CH, — So much is done hy the organisers of the 
Primrose League in the shape of amusements for the people, that it 
seems strange “the other side” should not follow suit. Without 
having decided political opinions, I like both the G-ovemment and 
Her Majesty’s Opposition to be on equal terms. Hence my sugges- 
tion. I see that, a few days ago, Mr. Gladstone, in speaking to an 
audience at Barmouth, made the following remarks. He sard— He 
belonged to almost every part of the country. A Scotchman by 
blood, born in Lancashire, and resident in London, he had become 
closely attached to Wales by marriage, and had now become too old 
to get rid of that inclination. Surely these admissions conjure up 
the possibility of a really excellent entertainment. To show you 
what I mean, I jot down, in dramatic form, my notion of the manner 
in which the Peemiee’s excellent idea should be worked out : — 

Scene — A Large hally with a platform. On the platform^ Committee 
and Chairman. In front of the Chairman^ large table, with 
cloth reaching to the floor. Water-bottle, and tumbler, and 
lamp. 

Chairman. Ladies and Gentlemen, I have great pleasure in an- 
nouncing that the Right Hon. W. E. Gladstone [cheers), will give 
his entertainment entitled “ The Man of Many Characters” almost 
immediately. The Pbemiee’s train is a little late, but — ah, here come 
his fore-runners. [JSnter two Servants in livery with a large basket- 
box, which they place under the table and then retire.) And now we 
may expect the Peemiee immediately, 

{_Enter Mr. Gladstone in evening dress hurriedly. He is received 
with thunders of opplause. 

Mr. Gladstone. Ladies and Gentlemen ! [Great cheering.') I re- 
gret I have kept you waiting for some quarter of an hour. My ex- 
cuse must he that I caused the train to he pulled up, because I 
noticed at a wayside station a crowd of villagers who, apparently, 
were desirous to hear me speak. Tou must forgive me, for it 
was for the good of the nation. ^ [Cheers.) And now without 
preface, I will appear as my friend Parmer HodGtE, [Loud 
applause, during which the Peemiee dives under the table and re- ap- 
pears in character. Continued applause.) I be mighty glad to see ye. 
And now, I ’ll tell ye what I tmnks about the Eight Hours’ Bill. 
[ Airs his opinions in “ Zomerzetshire ” for some twenty minutes. At 
the conclusion of his performance re-appears in evening dress-coat. 
Applause.) Thank you very much. But although Parmer Ho due 
is a very good feUow, I think Sandlb MacBawbee is even better. 
With your permission, I will appear as Sandie MacBawbee. (Dis- 
under table, and re-appears in Highland Costume. Cheers.) 


inna fash yourselves I Ma gracious I It ’s ma opinion that you ’ll 
just hear a wee bit about Home Rule for Bonnie Scotland. Well, 

ye ken [Airs his opinions upon his chosen subject in broad Scotch, 

After a quarter of an hour he re-appears, and receives the usual ap- 
plause.) Thank you from the bottom of my heart. And now as I 
have shown you Scotland and England, I thank you would be pleased 
with a glimpse of London. [Cheers.) You all like London, do yon 
not? [Applause.) With your kind permission, I will re-appear as 
a noted character in the great tragic comedy of the world’s 
Metropolis. [Lives down and comes up as a Costermonger. Pro- 
longed applause.) What cheer! [Laughter.) Well, you blokes 
what are you grinning at ? I am a ehickaleary cove, that’s what I 
am. But I know what would knock you ! You woiild like to ’ear 
about ’Ome Rule. Eh? What cheer! ’Ere ^oes. [Reveals his 
Home-Rule scheme with a Cockney twang and dialect. Then disap- 
pears and re-appears in his customary evening dressi) Thank you 


most earnestly. [Loud cheers.) And now I am afraid I must bid 
you good-bye. But before leaving, I must confess to you that I have 
never had the honour of appearing before a juster, more intelligent, 
and more appreciative audience. \^Bows and exit. 

Voices. Encore ! Encore ! Encore ! 

Mr. Gladstone [returning). I am deeply touched by this sign of 
public confidence. I would willingly continue my character illus- 
trations indefinitely, but, unfortunately, I am required in another part 
of the country to repeat the same performances. I have^ only just 
time to catch my special train. Thank you again and again. 

[ JExit hurriedly, after hissing his hand. The Footmen reappear, 
and take aioay the large box. Applause, and Curtain. 

There, my dear Mr. Punch, is the rough idea. I feel sure it could 
be carried through with the greatest possible advantage. 

Believe me, yours most truly, 

An Earnest Pateiot. 

THE QUEEN OE MAN-O^ER-BOARD. 

A Novel in Little t'rom a Drama in Full. 

Chaptee I. — Lady Violet Malvern at Home. 

It was a gorgeous entertainment, consisting chiefly of recitations 
and the Intermezzo.^'' Lady Violet Malveen was the life and 
sonl of the party. But there were lesser lights in a Baron PlNOT, an 
old diplomatist, and a Major Gaeeett, an officer in retreak^ Then 
came Aemand Sevaeeo. He was an adventurer, and a friend of 
Baron Finot, and had a solitary anecdote. 

“ I am going to be married to a young lady of the name of 
Doeotbcy Blair, but cannot reveal the secret, because her mother is 
not well enough to hear the news.” 

Then Aemand met Lady Violet. ^ j - 

“ I dreamed years ago of going to the City of Manoa to And its 
dueen. I have found her this evening.” 

“ And she is ?” queried Lady Violet. 

“ You! ” hissed the Brazilian (he was a Brazilian), and departed. 

“ What folly ! ” murmured Lady Violet, in the moonlight. 

And many agreed with her. 

Chapter II. — The Garden of Dorothy Blair. 

Doeotstt was on the Thames. There came to her Aemand. 

“ Will you never publish our contemplated marriage P ” she asked. 

“ How can I, child ? ” he replied. “ How can I reveal the secret 
when your mother is not well enough to hear the news ? ” 

It was his solitary anecdote. 

She sighed, and then came a steam-launch. It contained Lady 
Violet, the other characters, lunch, and (played off) the ''’Intermezzo*^ 

Then Aemand preferred to flirt with Lady Violet to Doeotht. 

“ What nonsense ! ” thought Doeotht. 

And her thoughts found an echo in the breasts of the audienee* 
Chapter III. — Smoke in the Smoking-room. 

And the Right Hon. Richard Malvern, having had suiiper, 
was jealous of his wife. He told Lady Violet that he considered 
Aemand de trop. But he did it so aiimbly that it touched Lady 
Violet deeply. 

“I will send Aemand away,” she replied. Then she told the 
Brazilian that it was his duty to stay away until his engagement 
was announced. 

“But how cau it be announced ? ” he replied, repeating his solitary 
anecdote. “lam engaged to a young lady, hut I cannot reveal the 
secret, because her mother is not well fenougn to hear the news.” 

Then Lady Violet bade him, haughtily, adieu ! He departed, 
but returned, accompanied by the "Intermezzo.'^ Then— probably 
at the suggestion of the music — she hugged him. Then he left her* 

“ This is very wearisome,” murmured Lady Violet. 

And the audience agreed with her. 

Chapter IV.— .^4 Weir on the Thames. 

It being moonlight, Lady Violet walked on a terrace, and 
admired a dangerous weir. There was a shriek, and the Brazilian 
rushed in accompanied by the “ Intermezzo." 

“ Fly with me to any part of the Desert that pleases you most.” 

“I would be most delighted,” replied Lady Violet; “I would 
sacrifice myself to any extent, but I would not annoy my husband.” 

^ “ Then let me kiss you with the aid of Mascaoni,” and he pressed 
his lips to her brow, to the accompaniment of the “ Intermezzo." 

“ I have been to Manoa, and kissed its Q-ueen,” said the Brazilian, 
ashe jumped into the weir, wearily. “It would have been better 
had I died before.” 

“ Yes,” thought Lady Violet, as she leisurely fainted, “ it would 
indeed have been better bad he died in the First Act than in the 
last. Then the piece would have been shorter, more satisfactory, 
and less expensive to produce. Hay, more — a solitary Act might 
have been one too many I ” And yet again the audienee, “ all o’er- 
bored,” entirely agreed with her t 
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“STUMPED!” 

(A would be laudatory Ode. 

By J%ngle Junior . ) 

[The young Indian Gentle- v 

man, Mr. H. Ranjitsinhji, - 

has ‘‘secured his century” at 
Cricket no less than eleven times 

Wielder of willow,* runner-up 

"Wiat ’s in a name ? A name p It 

[CanH finish it, was foolish k 

How many* miles was it you ^ 

(Bowled ou± again. Am sorry j^W 

(A man’were^a imtched fool, 

W^tli a n^e^^to o.ir,% ^ - 

Applause ^haa ^reaiel' you ; 1 

0 Ran-jit-sin-hji ! (Those liVII^UNITlES OF THE SEA“S 

■xxrw Hf+LA “Come under the Umbrella, Jack, It’s begun T( 

CATCH Cold, and Mamma’ll be Vexed'” 

ShirL’t^ohlu w admiration, “^°°= ' ' 

smart young Hindoo ! 

Say, did you smite a sixer through a window, » 

Like Slogger Thornton in his boyish prime, ^45Uyc^v3^. 

0 Ranjitsinhji ? Got it this tinie !^ ( hi the Iiead%ng-TOom of the Bernerhof.) 

That IS, it spelt all right. E’en admiration ' i 

Shan’t tempt me to attempt pronunciation ! Although thy name is wrongly spelt 

Eleven centuries we to Indian skill owe ’ Upon thy case, what joy I felt 

WiU the East lick the West at its own To find a place where thou hast dwelt, 
“Willow?” My^uttfct;! 

Yet Wit and wisdom, eyentlxine, 

EAiT-jiT-siir-siir — How ’s that ! Out ? Can’t supine 

get further ! 8° to bed at half-mst n me ^ 




IWIIVIUNITIES OF THE SEA-SIDE. 

“Come under the Umbrella, Jack, It ’s begun to Eain, and you ’ll 
CATCH Cold, and Mamma ’ll be vexed ' ” 

“Pooh ' As if Salt Water ever gave one Cold 1” 


(In the Reading-room of the Bernerhof , ) 

Although thy name is wrongly spelt 
Upon thy case, what joy I felt 


“Oh Ko, we never Mention It.”— T he 
Kendals have got a Play by a young American 
Author with the very uncompromising name 
of Dam. He, or his Play, may be Dam good, 
or just the reverse : still, if he does turn out 
to be the “big, big D,” then all the Dam 
family, sucb. as Amsterdam, Rotterdam, 
Schiedam, and so forth, will be real proud of 
him. Future Dams will revere him as their 
worthy ancestral sire, and American Dam may 
become naturalised among us (we have a lot of 
English ones quite a specialiU in that line, so 
the French say), and become Dam-nationa- 
lised. What fame if the piece is successful, 
and Dam is on every tongue ! So ^ will it be 
too, if unsuccessful. Englishmen will welcome 
the new American playright with the name 
unmentionable to ears polite, and will re- 
cognise in him, as the Dam par excellence., 
their brother, as one of the uncommon des- 
cendants of A-dam. By the way, the appro- 
priate night for its production would be 
Christmas Eve. Fancy the cries all over the 
Hottse, calling for the successful Author ! ! 


My 3pimfc(j 1 

What art or jokes could entertain. 

Such sleepy people ? True, they feign 
It ’s later, for they say “ haTb zehn,^^ 

My 5punfcT; ' 

My German Runsch^'* what gender thine ? 
They who accept, likewise decline, 

“ Das Weih ” might feminine assign — 
iDte Spiinfcl^ I 

Ho matter which, if I behold 

Thy pages, worth their weight in gold — 

It ’s true they ’re more than three weeks old, 
My ^PuTifc^ ! 


An Odd Fellow Out. — The Church-break- 
ing thief (?j^6Z6 the Standard's provincial news) 
who was arrested at Oswestry (fitting that a 
Church- thief should have been arrested by 
Os- Westry-men — ^which sounds like a body 
of mounted ecclesiastical police), explained 
that he was a ‘ ‘ monumental mason of Dublin.” 
Perhaps the Jury will find him menu- men- 
tally deranged. 


HEALTH AND 
HOPPINESS. 

[It is reported that the latest 
move is for ladies to combine 
^j)leasure by going 

Fair Woman longs for 

l/\ daily ^ask is apt to 

I Lto be 

/rwMI r m pastimes that were wont 

hi mk Diverting now do but 

vO/W/i annoy her. [spent, 
The common joys of life are 
So tired of tennis, shooting, 

r despair to 

And tries her ’prentice 
W hand at^hopping. 

i How girls whom you would 

scarce believe 

m Would not turn up their 

nose at soiling 

Their dainty hands, to dewy 
“ ' eve 

~ From early morn keep ever ’ 

r toiling. [hair, 

There ’s Ethel of the golden 
Who flutters through 
o nv* cN /r existence gaily 

father is amillionnaire) , 
Hops hard and does her 
twelve hours daily. 

Then pretty Maud, with 
I laughing eyes, 

/ fig Who hardly knew what 

daily wage meant, 

. To everybody’s great surprise 

i . Proceeds to cut this, that 

IK, AKD YOU’LL X^^Tef'she daUy 

goes, 

And picks till weary fin- 
gers tingle, 

The sweetest music now she knows 
Is hearing hard-earned sovereigns jingle. 

This latest move, it’s very true,^ 

Appears to he a rather rum thing, 

But yet for idle hands to do 
We know that Someone will find some- 
thing. 

Will fashionable hopping last ? 

Well, this it ’s sate to lay your cash on, 
Before another year has passed 
There ’ll he another female fashion. 


Yive la Rain du Ballet 1 l’ Alhambra ! 
— “Certainly,” says Mr. John Hollings- 
HEAD, “Ye’ve la rain. It comes pouring 
down on the stage, and the people come pour- 
ing in to see it. I supDpose,” says he, “ they T1 
now call me ‘ The W etter’un ? ” The ballet is j 
very effective, not a drop too much, and ‘ ‘ not 
a drop in the hnsiness ” in front of the house, 
though there is, as is evident, on the stage. 
If Manager John liked to quote Shakspeahe 
with a difference, in his advertisements, he 
might say, “ With a hey, ho, the Wind and 
the Rainl For the Rain it raineth every 
night I ” For some time to come this show 
will he the raining favourite at the Alhambra. 
By the way, the Shejfkld Telegraphy describ- 
ing the alterations and improvements in front 
at the Alhambra, wrote — “ The ceiHng has 
been bevelled with porous plasters so as to hide 
the girders.” W e know that hand : — it ’s Onr 
“ Mrs. RaMsbotham,” and she “ comes from 
Sheffield.” However, “porons plasters” 
would be another attraction at the Alhambra, 
or anywhere, as they certainly ought to draw. 
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LADY GATS SELECTIONS. 

Dear Mr. Punch, Mount Street^ Grosvenor Square* 


hiat to the “ Worldl7 Wise” not to miss the October Handicap, or 
the match, for which Buccaneer will be favourite at the * ‘ fall of the 
flag ! ” — (The flag may /a//, but snch a Buccaneer as this is will never 
“strike his flag” I feel sure!) Being absolutely overloaded with 


Unlucky Leicester was even more unlucky than usual— and prophecy, I must also have a word to say on the Eutland Plate, 
when the big race was run last Wednesday, so thick was the rain, which aristocratically-named race could only be won by the aristo- 
that the horses could only be seen for the last half mile ! Of course cratically-named Buchinaham ! — Tours devotedly, Lady Hay. 

XT-* T T _-T--x-j xrr.‘ . 7 .. 77 i 


Brief Interview. 

“THE PERI AT THE ACADEMY OATES." 

“ On July 4th, Lieutenant Peahy, in his great sledge journey, commenced on May 15 th last, in “what did your Lord- 
Grreenland, came on a glader which he named The Academy Olacier.*’— ship reply to the depu- 










this made all the diiference to the horse I selected — Windgall—yrh.o 
finished second; — as he only gives his lest performances inpullic^ 
and as he doubtless ^ 

^ 

ceived^a “ Hcence^to ^ 

Club, and that Ms am- 

bition is to ride the 

winner of the “ Grand '"THE PERI AT THI 

JN ational ” — to which 


Great-Eastern Eailway Handicap Selection : — 

Though good his chance 

to win the prize, 

, “Lord Henry” soon 




detected. 

That greatest danger 
would arise, 

From Colonel ISTorth’s 
“ Selected:^ 






















‘THE PERI AT THE ACADEMY GATES.” 


end he has started ^ “ On July 4th, Lieutenant Peary, in his great sledge journey, commenced on May 15 th last, in “what did your Lord- 

“ schooling ” a well- Greenland, came on a glader which he named The Academy Glacier.*’— ship reply to the depu- 

known chaser over the — — — — tation about Uganda ? ” 

mivate training-ground in Drury Lane, belonging to Sir Auuustus Lord Eosebery at once answered, “ I said little, but I-; — ” 
Harris— i£ he ho^es to escape ohservation by training at night, I MenUmore^'^ interrupted the Private Secretary, sticking a label 
fear his design will he frustrated, as,^ on the evening, I went to on his Lordship’s travelling hag. 
witness tMs ^‘new departure” in training, I found most of the “Quite so,” said Lord Rosebery, and ofl he went. 

London racing-touts present, with the inevitable field-glasses I 
Jfext week sees us once more at our beloved Newmarket First 

October— (tMs is a Jockey-Club joke, as the meeting takes Bad eor would-be “En&lish Wives.”-— It is reported that 


place in September/ Bat what does a little paradox of this kind “Yankee Girls and American Belles were the feature of the Miscel- 
matter to such an August body I)— and I shall append my selection laneous Market.” TMs should put our young men on their mettle 
for the most impOTtant race of Wednesday, but I also wish to give a — of course, for choice. No reasonable oner refused. 
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LAYS OF MODERN HOME. 

No. Y.— MY BUTTONS ! 

It wasn’t that he blacked the plate 
And rouged the boots, and breathed, half- 
choking, 





Half-snorting, when he leaned to wait ; ' I 

Although these habits are provoking. 

It wasn’t that he sang his fiU, 

Although his mouth with food was giving ; 


This latter, as a feat of skill. 

Might have procured the lad a living. 

It wasn’t that he ’d purchase hosts 
Of sq^uibs and sweets to mess the pantry ; 

That horrid boy, and broomstick-ghosts 
On timid Jane would oft, and Ann try. 

These petty peccadilloes might 
Have all improved with careful training. — 

It was his shameless appetite 
That gave us cause for most complaining. 

He swiUed and stuffed as never mere 
Adult voracity can own to ; 

He was a “ growing boy,” I fear ; 

I wonder much what he has grown to ! 

He wore away our forks asid spoons 
With hard, incessant gormandizing ; 

The Baker’s, and, for some blue moons, ^ 

The Milkman’s bill were quite surprising. 

He cost us more in Butcher’s meat 
And Grocer’s tea, and things from Cutlers, 

He cost, I solemnly repeat, 

Far more than two or three big Butlers. 

And thus his fat increased until’t 
Became a show that sight bewilders ; 

We trembled for our mansion built, 

You see, by noted Jerry-builders. 

At length (you ’E scarce the fact believe) I 
One evening, as we sat at dinner, i 

And strove our senses to deceive 
By just imagining him thinner ; 

We heard a crack, a burst, a groan, 

We felt a broadside round us battered, 


We sate his buttons fiercely blown 
About our heads, and piecemeal scat- 


The suit had split ; the boy was bare 
Of clothes designed to last for ages ; 





We gave him notice then and there — 

TMs vohcme^ so to speak, of pages I 

Song to be sung in Hatiiajrket Oechestua 
DURING Overture. — “ Oh, why should we 
wait tin to-morrow ? See Queen of Manoa 
to-night!” 
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ON A GUERNSEY EXCURSION CAR, 

The car^ drawn hi/ four horses^ and crowded with Excursionists on 
pleasure henty is toiling up the steep streets of Peter Porty 
when it comes to a sudden halt* 

Excursionists {impatiently)* Now then, what’s this? "What are 
we stopping here for ? 


are Chemical works for extracting iodine from seaweed. The sea- 
weed, after being dried, is then boiled, and from the ash ^ 

\E[&re the Mild Man, who has been listening with much inter esty 
is startled by receiving a folded piece of paper, which is 
passed up to him from behind. 

The M, M, [to himself y as he reads the message), “Keep the 
Driver quiet. He is drunk.” Good Gracious ! I never noticed — 


The Enver, Ladies and Gentlemen, you will thoroughly under- and yet— dear me, I hope they don’t expect me to interfere ! 
stand that it is customary for the ear to stop here, in order that the The Timid Lady {to the Driver). For goodness^ sake never mind 
party may be photographed, thus providing an agreeable souvenir of about iodine now — sit down and attend to your driving, like a good 
the trip, and a useful means of identification at Scotland Yard, man!^ 

{A Photographer appears in the road with a camera, and the party Driver, You will thoroughly understand, my horses require no 
prepare themselves for perpetuation %n a pleased futter,) P’raps, Sir attention. {Sleepily,) No attention whatever. I assure you I am 
— {to a Mild Man on the box~seat)--YO'o. ’d like to be taken ’andling perfectly competent to drive this car and give you information going 
the ribbons? Most of our Gentlemen do. along at the same time. {The car takes another corner rather 

\The Mild Man accepts the reins, and endeavours to assume a abruptly.) Simply matter of habit. {Gravely,) Matter ’f habit ! 
knowing and horsey expression, A Serious Exc, {in an undertone,) A very bad habit, I’m afraid. 

A Timid Laay {behind), I do hope no Gentleman will take the It ’s really time somebody else took the reins from him ! 
reins, unless he is^ thoroughly accustomed to driving four-in-hand. The M, M, {overhearing), I ’m afraid they mean me — I wish now 
Suppose they took it into their heads to run away suddenly ! I’d never touched the reins at all I 






m. 






Driver {solemnly). Don’t you Driver, The Church we are 

alarm yourself about that, , I /i, now coming to, is St. Martin’s, 

Ma’am, in the very slightest v //ftil |{ 1 / 4 Aril* (j built in the year eleven ’undred. 

degree. These ’osses take that \\ A Female Exc, {critically). It 

g ride in themselves, they ’d stop old-fashioned look 

ere all day rather than spoil ^ about it, certainly, 

their own likenesses ! ”” Male Exc, There ’s nothing 

[The M. M. intimates that he inside of ^ these old 

is no novice in the art of £ L/ 1 churches. I went in one the 

driving, which is fairly true other day, and I was looking up 

as regards a pony-^trap — \\ rafters, and I saw a sort 

and the feai's of the T. L. there, and I ^aid, 

Photographer, Now, steady tising Pears’ Soap here, or 

all, please, those at the further something.” But when I looked 

ends of the seats stand up so as again, it was only an old fresco, 

to come into the picture, a little I was so little interested I 

more to the right, please, the j walked out without tipping the 

gentleman in the straw ’at, Merger! 

turn your ’ead a trifle more The Female Exc, Th.2i,tChm(h 

towards the ^camera, the^lady ' ili I we went to on Sunday evening 

better.^ ^ke ^ofl your I® 

A Comic Exc, ’Old on a bit ^ \ was covered with ^its of fluff 

—I ’ve a fly on my nose. \ ^ t f W ^ out of the hassock ! 

[Some of the party giggle ; the \\ JA / f/ fjij/ij/fj I \ . Driver, The carved stone 

photograph is successfully ^ ^ figure you see by the gate, is 

taken, and the car proceeds, 'f supposed to be a portrait of 

The Driver, On your left, JuLms Cesar’s Grandmother, 

Ladies and ^ Gentlemen, you , andvery like the old lady. (YAe 

have the Prison— the cheapest ^ Excursionists nearest him smile 

Hotel in the Island for parties in a sickly w.ay, to avoid hurt’* 

who intend making a protracted ing his feetings, as the car moves 

stay here. On our right we are 'iV X on--to halt once more at Icart 

now passing “ Paradise.” You A Point.) It is customary to 

mU observe that someone has \ \ alight here and go round the 

ung his ’at and coat up at the " A point, and I can assure you, 

entrance, not being certain of W i j [ Ladies and Gentlemen, the 

^etting^m.^ Notice the yI' I I'lj scenery is worth your in- 
island of the good old Guernsey ' " Island is, 

^ 7 , . A , . “ Endeavours to assume a knowing and horsey expression.” Excursionists {taking adoan- 

[Me keeps^ turning from time ^ ^ ^ tage of the opportunity to discuss 

to time to^ address these instructive remarks to the passengers the situation), I noticed it the minute I set eyes on him — he never 
behind him, ^ ought to have heeu sent out like this. . , He ’s been to a wedding this 

The Timid Lady, I wish he wouldn’t talk so much, and look more morning, so I heard, and it’s upset bim a little, that’s all. . . TJp- 
where he is goin^ — ^we ’re much too near the hedge I set Mm — ^we ’re lucky if he doesn’t upset us, What a fidget you are! 

Driver {standing up, and turning his back on the horses, as they I shan’t take you into Switzerland next year, if you ’re like this. , . 
trot on). Ladies and Gentlemen, you wiU all thoroughly understand If Switzerland’s full of a lot of drunken men, I don’t want to go. . . 
that the roads in this Island are narrow. Consequently, you must Well, what had we better do about it ? Perhaps this gentleman 
look after the branches and briars yourselves. I ’ve enough to do to would Oh, no, I couldn’t take the responsibility, reahy, not with- 

look after mV ’orses. T assiirA Vf>n 1 +; Innlra f.n OAA ^af.a onrl nnf. IrTinxcnnop fTia tb-o'ct -nr/i /»<»».>+ 


Driver {solemnly). Don’t you 
alarm yourself about that, 
Ma’am, in the very slightest 
degree. These ’osses take that 

g ride in themselves, they ’d stop 
ere all day rather than spoil 
their own likenesses I 
[The M. M. intimates that he 
is no novice in the art of 
driving, which is fairly true 
as regards a pony-^trap — 
and the fears of the T. L. 
are allayed. 

Photographer, Now, steady 
all, please, those at the further 
ends of the seats stand up so as 
to come into the picture, a little 
more to the right, please, the 
gentleman in the straw ’at, 
turn your ’ead a trifle more 
towards the camera, the lady 
in the pink shirt, — that ’s 
better. Better take off your 
spectacles, Sir. Now then— are 
you ready ? 

A Comic Exc, ’Old on a bit 
— I ’ve a fly on my nose. 

[Some of the party giggle ; the 
photograph is successfully 
taken, and the car proceeds. 
The Driver, On your left, 
Ladies and Gentlemen, you 
have the Prison— the cheapest 
Hotel in the Island for parties 
who intend making a protracted 
stay here. On our right we are 
now passing “Paradise.” You 
will observe that someone has 
’nng his ’at and coat up at the 
entrance, not being certain of 
getting in. Notice the tree in 
front — the finest specimen on the 
island of the good old Guernsey 
hoak. 

[^<2 keeps^ turning from time 






Endeavours to assume a knowing and horsey expression.” 


look after the branches and briars yourselves. I ’ve enough to do to would Oh, no, I C( 

look after my ’qrses, I assure you, and it looks bad to see ’ats and out knowing the way, 


Well, we can’t walk back, that’s certain- 


tonets decorating the edges after the car has passed. {Some of the we must trust to luck, that’s aU! Pretty bit of the coast you get 
Exoursiomsts look at one another uneasily,) The glass-’ouses you here. . . Oh, don’t talk about the scenery now, when, for all we 
see in such quantities, are employed in the production of early grapes know ! &c., &c. 


and tomators for the London Market. This Island alone exports 
annually 

[Sere the car rounds a corner rather sharply, and he sits down 
again. 

The Mild Man {with a Mild Man’s thirst for information). What 
are those buildings over there with the chimney ? 

r Z ...L* 1 *'f •* -r • .7 1 7 7 . 


r rj* Z * - r , n ^ ^vuwAja uaJL.u. a.U bJULLO VU1JJ.U J. Oli-ClXi. KjJi.jJXa.Lll. 

[Mere he IS conscious of being furtively prodded in the back—Lmt scenery. {The TimidLlMdiY protests that she is content to leave the 


[The car starts again, and presently arrives at a winding and 
precipitous road leading down to Petit Pot Pay, where the 
Driver again rises with hu back to the horses, and proceeds 
to address the Excursionists, as they sit paralysed with 
horror. 

Driver, Ladies and Gentlemen, at this point I shall explain the 

/ /yrz ^ nr* in ^ jt . 


decides to take no notice. 

Driver {rising as before). Those buildings, Ladies and Gentlemen, 


scenery unexplained,) Pardon me, this is a portion of the scenery — 
{Mere his eyes close and reopen with an effort ) — a portion of the 
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scenery that can only he properly enjoyed coming out on one of these 
cars. If you go out with ordinary drivers, they take you along the 
main roads, and you come away fancying you ’ve seen the Island. 

Now the advantage of coming along with me [His eyes close once 

more — the Excursionists implore him to attend to his team,) You 
will thoroughly understand there is not the slightest cause to appre- 
hend any danger. I ’ve driven this car fifteen years without least 
accident — up to present. So you can devote your whole attention to 
the scenery, without needing to keep an eye upon the Driver, [He 
points to the abyss ) That is the shortest waj down — on this occasion, 
however, I shall endeavour not to take it. {He whips up his horses^ 
and accomplishes the descent at a brisk vace.) There, didn’t I tell 
you there wouldn’t he no accident ? Very well^ then. P’rhaps 
you ’U believe me_ another time ! 

Mild Man {alighting at Hotel for luncheon). We’ve had a re- 
markably lucky escape — I never felt more thankful in my life ! 

A Gloomy JExc, Don’t you be in too great a hurry, Sir ! We ’ve 
got to get back — and he ’s bound to be worse after he ’s had his 
lunch ! 

[The M. M.’s appetite for lobster is entirely destroyed by this sinis- 
ter prediction ; but whether the Driver has been unjustly ma- 
ligned^ or whether he has sobered himself in the interval — he 
reappears in a more sedentary^ and less discursive mood^ and the 
jmrney home proves agreeably devoid of sensation. 


SIMPLE STORIES. 

“ Be always kiad to animals wherever you may be.” 

RUBY AND THE ROOK. 

Ruby, although she was something of a tomboy, was a pretty and 
clever girl. 

But, like many pretty and clever little ladies, she was sometimes 
very naughty. When she was good, she was as good as gold, but 
when she was naughty, she was as naughty as pinchbeck. 

The other day, when her dear Mamma was away for the morning, 
it happened to be one of her pinchbeck times. Nothing would please 
her— she was cross with her governess at breakfast, she quarrelled 

with her bread -and - 
milk ; and even when her 
favourite tame Rook, 
Cawous, came hopping 
on her shoulder, she 
refused to give it anjr- 
thing to eat, but hit it 
on the beat with her 
spoon. 

Miss Dumbell was 
very much grieved at 
the way in which her 
pupil lolled in her chair, 
gave sullen answers, 
and put files in the 
ndlk-jug, and pinched 
the cat ’s tail. “ Mmd, 
Rubx,” said MissDujw;- 
BELL, ‘ ‘ at eleven o’clock 
1 shall expect you in 
the school-room with 
that page of Drench 
phrases quite perfect.” 
Ruby’s eyes flashed as 
she went out of the room; she pouted, she swung her skirts, and 
shook her shoulders, so that even Miss Dumbell, the most patient 
and kindest of governesses, quite longed to slap her. 

Ruby went to the school-room ; she immediately flung the Drench 
phrase-book from one end of the room to the other. She took some 
story-books, and a httle basket full of apples, bath-buns and “three- 
corners,” and ran down to a little plantation called the Wilderness, 
at the bottom of the garden. She selected one of the tallest elnas, 
and as she could climb hke a kitten, she was soon at the top of it, 
quite hidden from view among the leaves. 

“So much for old Dummy and her Drench phrases! ’’said the 
naughty girl, as she settled herself in a comfortable position and 
brought out her story-book. The stable-clock had strack twelve, 
and she heard her name called in all directions, by Joroins, the 
gardener, Brulit, the buttons, and long-suflering Miss Dumbell. 
They could not find her anywhere, and her Most Serene Naughtiness 
sat screened by the leaves and shook with laughter. 

Presently “ Cawcus, ” her pet Rook, came fluttering amid the 
leaves, and began to caw. Ruby offered him bits of Bath bun, and 
even a whole tnree- corner, in order to keep him quiet. 

But he remembered his treatment at breakfast, and retoed all 
these bribes with scorn. He declined to be petted, he continued to 
hover over the tree, and circle around it, giving vent to the most 
discordant shrieks. Presently she heard the clear measured tones of 


her Mamma’s voice saying, “Ruby, come down at once. I know 
you are up in the elm.” Cawous, whom she had maltreated, had 
betrayed ber hiding-place. 

Ruby dared not disobey. Quite subdued, and with garments 
grievously greened, she descended. Mamma took her little daughter 
indoors, and improved the occasion. Ruby eventually appeared, 
with tears in her eyes, and subsequently apologised to her governess, 
recited the page of Drench phrases without a mistake, and promised 
to he a good girl. Though she sometimes forgot herself, and was 
rude to Miss Dumbell afterwards, she never failed to treat Cawcus 
the Rook with most profound consideration and reverence. 


TO MELENDA. 

(A Set of Verses accompanying a Photograph . ) 

I REMEMBER — do you ? — the remarkable sky light 
That flooded the heavens one evening in May, 

How together we talked tete-d-tHe in the twilight, 

When the glow of the sunset had faded away. 

Then you showed me your album. I looked at its pages. 

With yourself as my guide and companion went through 
Its contents — there were people of ah sorts and ages, 
But_the portrait I fancied the most was — of you. 



And you saw that 1 did. Which perhaps was the reason 
Of your “ No I ” when I asked “May I have it ? ” You swore 
You were going to he shot at the close of the season. 

And you couldn’t spare that, as there weren’t any more. 

But at length I prevailed, or at least you relented, 

After ever so many excuses — in fine 
We agreed to a compact, you only consented 
On condition I gave you a portrait of mine. 

Well, I promised, of course. And I write yon these verses 
With your face — you ’ll forgive me— quite close to my own. 
There ’s a charm in your look that completely disperses 
All my cares in a way that is yours, dear, alone. 

And although I am pleased, since I won in the end — a 
More ridiculous bargain has never, I vow. 

Been arranged than a picture of pretty Melenda, 

In exchange for the photograph sent to you now. 

We did not meet again through some horrible blunder, 

Which a merciless Date must he asked to explain, 

And I sometimes sit smoking, and wearily wonder 
If I ever am destined to see you again. 

Yet wherever the future may possibly find you, 

To this final request do not answer me Nay, 

When I ask that this gift of myself may remind you 
Of the friend who was with you that evening in May. 
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BREAKING THE ICE. 

Scene — Piilhc Drmuing room of Hotel %n the JEmgad'ine 

The Hon Snohhington {to Fair Stranger) “English People aee so unsociable, and never speak to each other without 
AN Introduction. I always make a point of being friendly with People staying at the same Hotel One need neaer 

KNOW THEM AFTERWARDS » 


ADYANCING YEARS. 

{How %t strikes a Contemporary,) 

[“ Owin^ to advancmg years, Mr lias been 

compelled to resign bus position as Fzto act 

from any Daily Taper ] 

Advancing years I It cannot be. 

Wiiat, Jack, the boy I Ve known— God 
Wby yes, it was in ’43 ^ [bless me ^ 

Tnat first we met, and — since yon press 
That ’s close on fifty years ago , [me — 

Tlie time has sped without my knowledge, 
Like some deep river’s silent flow, 

Since Jack and I first met at College 

’Twas on a cloudy Autumn day. 

Fast fading into misty twihght, 

The freshmen, as they trooped to pray. 
Stepped bolder in the evening’s shy light. 
As yet we did not break the rules 
In which the College deans immesh men, 
We fledglings from a score of schools. 

That far October’s brood of freshmen. 

Like one who starts upon a race, 

The Chaplain through the service scurried 
From prayer to prayer he sped apace ; 

I marked him less the more he hurried. 

My prayer-book fell — ^my neighbour smiled ; 

Reversing Hewton with the apple, 

I, by that neighbour’s eye begmled, 

Ouite lost my gravity in chapel. 

And so we smiled. I see him still, 

Blue eyes, where darting gleams of fun 
shine, 


A smile like some translucent nil 
That sparkles in the summer sunshine, 

A manly mien, and unafraid, 

Crisp hair, fair face, and square-set 
shoulders, 

That made him on the King’s Parade 
The cynosure of all beholders. 

And from this alight irreverence, 

Too small, I hope, to waste your blame on. 

We grew, in quite a Cambridge sense, 

A sort of Pythias and Damon. 

Together “ kept,” together broke 
Laws framed by elderly Draconians, 

And I was six, and Jack was stroke, 

That famous night we humped the 
Johmans. 

How strong he was, how fleet of foot, 

Ye hnll-dogs witness, and ye Proctors ; 

How bright his jests, how aptly put 
His scorn of duns, and Dons, and Doctors. 

We laughed at care, read now and then — 
Though vexed by Euclid on the same 
bridge— 

Ah, men in those CTeat days were men 
When J ACK and I wore gowns at Cambridge. 

We paid our fines, we paid our fees, 

And, though the Dons seemed stony-hearted, 

We both got very fair degrees, 

And then, like other friends, we parted. 

And when we said good-bye at last 
I vowed through life to be his brother — 

And more than forty years have passed 
Since each set eyes upon the otner. 


And so through all these changing years 
With all their thousand changing faces, 
Their failures, hopes, successes, fears, 

In half a hundred different places, 

Jack still has been the same to me, 

As bright within my memory’s fair hook 
As when we met in ’43, 

And smiled about that fallen prayer-book. 

Ah well, the moments swiftly stream 
Unheeded through the upturned hour 


I ’ve lived my life, and dreamed my dream, 
And quaffed the sweet, as now the sour glass. 
But old and spent my mind strays back 
To pleasant paths fresh-strewn with roses. 
And I would see my old friend Jack 
Once more before the curtain closes. 


Announcement. — The Fail of Lathom 
(who, being quite six feet or more, cannot be 
described as Small and Earl-y) is to lay the 
foundation-stone of “ The Cross Deaf and 
Dumb School for H. and E. Lancashire.” 
How the Deaf and Dumb are, as a rule, 
exceptionally cheerful and good-tempered. 
It IS quite right, therefore, that exceptions 
to this rule should be treated in a separate 
establishment, and that the “ Cross Deaf and 
Dumb ” ones should have a house to them- 
selves, JProstt ' 

A Highlt-Polish’d Performance. — 
Henry Irvlng as Ze Juif Pohnais in The 
Belle, 
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A FRIEND TAKES ME FOR A 


QUIET 


DRIVE. 



1. “Don’t be alarmed, Jack — ^it’s only lier way. She always 
does this at starting, Neyer knew her to come over.” 


2. “ May as well get out. She always makes me walk 
up here.” 





' Ilf, 






3. “ Look sharp, Jack, and get the reins from under her tail 
or we ’ll have an accident I ” 


4. “ Curious thing how she hates trains I ” 



I - > 

jip.' 


ii ^ 




5. “ Better he on the look-out for a soft spot, old chap ! ” 





6. “Now this is the second time she has turned me out 
just here I ” 


His listening ears, did 
Jacko of the forest 
So “slate/^ a foeman 
when his head was 
sorest. 

Strange that to rave 
and rant, hke senllion 
storm, 

Like low virago scold, 
should seem ‘ ‘ good 
form’' 

To our Society Simians, 
when one name 
Makes vulgar spite 
oblivious of its shame ! 
“Yoluntary and deli- 
berate/’ their speech, 
“ Articulate too ” — 
those Apes ! Then 
could they teach 
Their — say descendants^ 
— much. Does Club 
or cage 

Hear most of rabid and 
unreasoned rage ? 

‘ ‘ Apes’ manner of deli- 
very shows ” (they 
say) 

“They’re conscious of 
the meaning they ’d 
convey ! ” 

Then pardon, Gabnee ! 
Apes, though found 
in clans. 

Are not^ of course, poli- 
tical partisans. 

Tired of the Club-room’s 
incoherent rage, 

One pines for the 
Gaboon, and Gae- 
nee’s cage. 

For what arboreal ape 
could rage and rail 
Like him, with fierce 
Gladstonophobia pale, 
That Smoke-room Sim- 
ian, though without 
a tail I 


IN THE MONKEY-HOUSE ; 

Or, Cage mrsus Club, 

Peopessoe Gaenee goes to the Gaboon 
To garner Monkey talk ; a dubious boon ! 
Stucco PhiHstia shows in many shapes 
The babble of baboons, the chat of apes. 

Why hang, Sir, up a tree, in a big cage, 

To study Simian speech, which in our age 
May be o’erheard on Platform or in Pub, 

And studied ’mid the comforts of a Club ? 
And yet perchance your forest apes would 
shrink [think. 

From Smoke-room chat of apes who never 


But cackle imitatively all round, 

TUI their speech hath an automatic sound. 
Put the dread name of Gl-dst-ne in the slot 
SMELEUNaus calls his mouth, and rabid rot 
Will gurgle forth in a swift sewer-like gush 
Of coarse abuse would make a bargee blush. 
Smelftjngus is a soldier, and a swell, 

But— the Gaboon can scarce surpass Pall- 
MaU 

In vicious, gibbering vulgarity 
Of coarse vituperation. Decency, 

Courtesy, common-sense, aU cast aside I 
Pheugh ! Gaenee, in his cage, would open 
wide 


THE PICK OF THE 
BASKETS. 

^ I The Daily Graphic 

' ' published a specific 

agamst cholera, alleged 
to have been invented 
by Doctor Pick, a Ger- 
man. Evidently “Our 
pick’d man of coun- 
tries.” As it is some- 
thing to drink, and not 
to eat, the inventor is 
under no necessity to be 
known henceforth as 
Dr. Pick -and -CHEWS. 
His remedy is to treat 
the hactlli to E-hine 
Wine. The result of 
experiments has been 
‘ ‘ so much the worse for 
• the hacilliJ^ Substi- 
tute for the first vowel in “grapes ” the third 
of the vowels, and it is of that the poor ba- 
cillus suffers, and dies. As the poet Geos- 
SMiTH sings of the German Ehine, — 

“ That of the Fatherland, 

The happy Fatherland, 

Gives the greatest pain mside.” 
However, the Bacillus is an enemy, and i£ 
he can be got rid of by grape-shot, pour it in 
and spare not. 

New Publication. — “ The Dumb py 
Musical Novel. Companion to The Silent 
Sea, by Mrs. Macleod. 
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INNS AND OUTS. 

No. IV.— THE WINDO-W-SHUTTERS. 

“ And efeiy time he gif a shoomp, he make de winders sound.” 


looks with, peremptory encouragement towards the Teuton; Ach^ 
grdsglich! ^ rattles out Donneewitz, and strikes again ; the cobra- 
like guttnrality of that **Ach^^ is heart-rending; still no Adole ; 
at a gold-franght glance from my companions, he has ordered another 
detachment to the front ; a] fresh current of air invades the room. 


I no not allude to the white wooden Venetian work that shades Donneewitz’s knife is now brandishing peas ; his offended napkin 
the Grand Hotel windows. It is of the clique who insist on shutting chokes him ; with the yell and spring of a corpulent hyena, he rises 


the windows that I write. ■ 
Briefly speaking, the in- 
mates of the Grand Hotel 
may be divided into two 
classes — the window- 
openers and the window- 
shutters. The former are 
all^ British. The same 
Britons who at the Club 
scowl at a suspicion of 
draught, and luxuriate in 
an asphyxiating atmo- 
sphere, band against “the 
foreigners ” in this respect. 
We have a national reputa- 
tion to keep up. We are 
the nation oi soap, of fresh 
air, of Hcondescendmg dis- 
content ; and when we are 
on the Continent every one 
else, including the native, 
is “a foreigner;” we 
carry our nationahty about 
with us hke a camp-stool ; 
we squat on it j we are jea- 
lous of it , it is a case of 
* ‘ HegardeZy mats ne touchez 
pas J ” 

This patriotic obtrusive- 
ness culminates in the Battle 
o± the Windows. It is an 
oppressive evening. The 
liable JIote-Toom is seeth- 
ing like a caldron; a few 
chosen conspirators and 
myself open the campaign 
early; we “tip” An ole 
“the wink. ” That diplo- 
matist orders the great 
wmdow to he half-opened. 
If things go smoothly, he 
will gradually open out 
other sources of ventilation. 
The Hoah’s Ark procession 
files in— all shapes and all 
languages, like the repast 
itself ; Donneewitz, Tae- 
TAEIN, ShIETSOPF, ScAM- 
PELiin:; there is nothing 
in common between them — 
save the paper collar ; they 
would hail international 
declarations of war to- 
morrow; but the sight of 
ns, and that speck of air 
leagues them. ‘ ‘ Mein Gott, 
Die Engldnder J ” coughs 
Donneewitz ; “ Ce sont 

de fanatiques enrhumes ! ” 
hisses Taetaein; Sherts- 
OEE sneezes the sneeze of 
All the Hnssias ; “ Corpo 
di BaccoP'* cries Scampa- 
LINI; still nothing is done ; 
the “ JPotage d la reiney ^^ — 
so called from the predomi- 
nance of rain-water — ebbs 
away in the commingled 


rin\^Qn 


N 1 Xl' 






T ' '/a 


'iP I 


WmM 




Jit A 111 






:e.h. 


dn 

COMMERCIAL INSTINCT. 


and rushes to the windows. 
The timid ^ penstonnaire 
and her shrinking sister- 
hood follow him, under the 
misconception that he is 
summoning them to ad- 
mire the sunset ; the sun- 
set is their evening ex- 
^ citement, and Donnee- 
I WITZ can he sentimental 
in his calmer moments ; 
but no “ Wie wundeTy 
wunderschon J ” escapes 
him ; a Saxon word, that 
even they can understand, 
is on his lips ; the ring 
on his forefinger gleams 
luridly ; bang, bang, 
bang ; he opens fire ; 
down go the windows, 
and Donneewitz resumes 
his seat of war, his napkin 
waving like a standard 
before him. It is now my 
turn ; I don’t like it ; 
but my CO- conspirators 
expect me to maintain the 
honour of our country ; 
Apolf cannot be trusted 
further ; I advance fur- 
tively ; the eyes of Europe 
are upon me ; one by one 
I open them again and 
subside ; a terrible silence 
supervenes. What next ? 
— ^that is the question 1 

But Donneew'itz is not 
only a Moltke, he is also 
a Bismaeck ; flushed and 
moist with exertion, he 
has foreseen this move ; it 
is the hour of that inevit- 
able “ ; the 

fork has succeeded to the 
knife ; his mouth is at 
last free to confabulate 
with his neighbour — the 
Lady from Chicago. 

“ Wal, I call that slap- 
up rude,” I hear her re- 
mark. “In Amur’ca we 
should just hev^ him re- 
moved ; but Englishmen 
are built that way ; they 
fancy, I s’pose, they dis- 
covered Co-lembus ; ” and 
then Donneewitz leans 
over the table and, grasp- 
ing the united weapons of 
fork, knife, and spoon, 
addresses me with efier- 
vescent deliberation. 
‘ * Pardon, — Mister, — but 
— dis — ^leddy, — haf — 
gatarrh; in a Sherman 
shentleman’s house — ^most 
— keep — ^first — de — leddy 


Original Genius [soliloquising). “Lor, it *ip bin A CROOL Shame to miss an zimmer; soP 


smacKs ana gulps pt tne Opportunity like this ’eee. The Gov’noe oughtee lbmme ’aye Ten Bob on fhlly understand, hut I 

TnTnTmrorl PA'ro'Ck-t.o • •• iV/y«/_ ... j?. .x .t. * i 


infuriated Powers ; “ Sau- 
mon du Ithtn^ sauce Tar-- 


I THAT Job 1 


feel that my chivalry is 
impugned.^ My confe- 


tme ^ 3^8 being apportioned to the knives of all nations ; it is perhaps derates, too, round upon me ; “ Of course,” they whisper, “ had no 
tne ggnt oi ms kniie, from which soup only is sacred, that nerves idea the lady was an invalid.” The brutes ! I stutter an apology, 
the xuni^ing Doni^rwitz to lead the attack. “Hst!”he shouts to and “climb down; ” the windows are again hermetically sealed; 
the studiously unheeding Adolf ; “’nother bottil Pellell— ver’ well and, as I sHnk away, I hear “ “HbcA.'” and clinking 

sare, chirrups Adolf reassuringly to me ; Donneewitz raises his glasses. Then Adolf nurries up surreptitiously, and whiners, “ Teu 
i: n X down with a clang yon vat, Sare : to-morrer you shoost dme on de terass ; dere, plenty 

on the hardened tumbler of the Grand Hotel; the timid pension^ breeze, hein ? ” **PlentybreezeP^— and you pay three foancs extra, 

I natre oi numberless summers starts and grows pale ; Shultsofp and catch a cold. 
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SIGH NO MORE, LOTTIE. 

[“ The disinfecting process 
has ruined all the dresses of 
Miss Collins.” — New York 
Telegram 

Sigh no more, Lottie, sigh 
no more, 

Those gowns have gone for 
ever ; 

YonVe cut some capers on 
that shore 

That you expected never ; 
Then sigh not so, but let 
them go, 

And be you blithe and 
bonny, 

Converting all your sounds 
of woe 

To Tarara - boom - de 
nonny. 

Sing that vile ditty yet once 
more, 

And win almighty dollars 
From Yankees who have 
spoilt your store 

Of frocks, frUls, cuffs and 
coUars \ 

The air will run in their 
heads like one 

O’clock, till it makes the 
same ache. 

While on you shines pros- 
perity’s sun. 

Your Tarara-boom-de hay 
make ! 

At the Pattenmakers’ 
Banq,uet. — At the Court 
Danner of the Pattenmakers, 
held at the Metropole. the 
eulogies of the Worshipful 
Master, Sir Augustus Dru- 
RiOLANUS (now Master of 
Horse at Drury Lane), were 
plentiful, and he had a con- 
siderable amount of patten 
on the back from all his 
guests. The great dish of 
the evening was Partridge 
au Patten^ an English sub- 
stitute for Perdrtx au chou. 


FANCY PORTRAIT. 



OUR GRAND YOUNG GARDNER (HERBERT II.), 
In his New Character of The Minister of Agriculture. 
( With Song) — Sere's to tke Sealih of tTie Barley Mow / ” 


SONNET ON CHILLON. 

( Where the elects %c light is now 
installed in the dungeon of 
Bonivard.) 

Electric lighting, dear to 
modem mind, 

Bright in this dungeon! 

Switzerland, thou art 
Too mad for things quite 
fin^de-stecle smart ! 
Surely the trains, that rum- 
ble just behind, 

And Tevey tramcars, in my 
thoughts consigned 
To even hotter place, had 
been enough 

To scare Sand, Hugo, 
Shelley, in a huff ; 
Make Byron cast his poem 
to the wind ! 

Chillon, thy prison may be- 
come a place 

With little marble tables 
in a row, 

Where tourists, dressed with 
artless English grace, 
May drink their hock or 
cafe down below, 

And foreign penknives 
rapidly efface 
The boasted names this 
light is meant to show. 

Musical Note. — The most 
tranqnillising, or even som- 
niferous melodies ever com- 
posed, must have been those 
written by the celebrated 
Lulli. The first thing by 
Lulli was a Lulliby, 

New Words to an Old 
Tune (and a Sellable to 
spare). — Song for the 
Secretary for Ireland : — 
“ ’TVs all for good luch^ quoth 
hould Sory O' Mor-leyP 

All the Diteerence— 
between “ Sir G. 0. M.” 
and “ The G. 0. M.” 



EXAMINATION PAPER FOR A PRESS CANDIDATE. 

( With a View to Carrying out the Suggestion of the Institute oj 
JournalutSt ) 

1. What are the principal duties of an Editor ? State what you 
would do if you were visited by bores of the following kinds : — (1), 
a friend ; (2), an enemy ; (3), a proprietor. 

2. Show how a political article may he written, saying as httle as 
possible in the greatest amount of space ? Give specimens of 

writing round a subject” without offending susceptibilities. 

3. What are the duties of a Dramatic Critic ? Show, by a specimen 
article, how a critique of a bad play, indifferently performed, can yet 
be made to give satisfaction to the Author, the Manager, the 
Company, and the Public ? 

4o What are the duties of a Special Correspondent at a Seat of 
War ? Give a short descriptive article of a battle written in such a 
manner that the readers of your paper may learn everything without 
your getting shot as a spy, or drummed out of camp as an informer. 

5. What are the duties of a Reviewer ? Describe the process of 
log-rolling, and give specimen of notices of books : — (IL when the 
Author is your friend, but you object to the Publisher ; (2), when you 
hate the writer, but must not offend the gentleman whose name 
appears as the distributor, and (3), when you know nothing of the 
volume and its producer, hut suspect that the Author reviews for 
another periodical, and that you may possibly get an order from his 
hterary introducer, 

6. What are the duties of a Musical Critic? Show how it is 
feasible to write a most scientific notice without being able to distin- 
guish the National Anthem, Mascagni’s “ Jn^ermesso,” or “ TAe 
Wedding March from “ The Blue Bells (S Scotland^ 

7. Distinguish the difference between “ Onr Own Commissioner ” 
and “Our Own Correspondent,” and “ Our Special Reporter” and 


“An Occasional Contributor.” Give the rates of rumuneration (if 
any) attaching to each office. 

8. What is “ City IntelHgenoe ? ” Is it affected by the rise and 
fall of the advertisement columns ? State the difference between 
“News Specially Communicated” and a puff paragraph. 

9. Give the statistics (if you are able) of the number of aspirants 
to Journalism who have risen and fallen. Show that a small certainty 
in the City is better than an occasional ten-pound note earned in 
Fleet Street, 

10. Write an essay upon the subject that Journalism is better as a 
stick than a crutch, and show that it is useless to take up your pen 
if you have not already provided (from other sources) for the pay- 
ment of your butcher’s book. 


TO FOOTBALL. 

Such warnings are vain, 

For thy rites we prepare, 

Youth is yearning again 
In thy perils to share. 

Broken hmhs and black eyes, 
May, perchance, be our lot; 
But grant goals and ties 
And we care not a jot. 

Hail ! Goddess of battle, Too sacred to name 

Yet hated of Ma(r)s, With thy posts, ball, and field, 

How ceaseless their tattle There is no vsunter game 

Of tumbles and scars I To which thou canst yield. 

New Translation—'^ Very choice Italian .” — '' Sottovoce 
e.e., in a drunken tone of voice. 


Farewell to thee, Cricket, 
Thy last match is o’er ; 
Thy bat, ball, and wicket, 
Are needed no more. 

To thy sister we turn. 

For her coming we pray : 
Her worshippers burn 
For the heat of the fray. 
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AN EN-NOBBLING SPECTACLE! 

Being some accoimt of the Prodigal Daughter of Drury Lane, 
Chapter I. — The Tea-urn of the Haunter, 

Sir Jobch Hbhet I^eyitle WooparERE was the most conside- 
rate of men, and he had a yery considerate family, and a large 

-C X- ‘—JL Tr„ rs'kl lno + 


circle of considerate acquaintances. 

/ 


He was obliging to the last 



Voluptuary, canjing weight, winning the Great Hetropohtan Drury 
Lane Stakes. Everybody up. 

degree. Among those he knew, and to whom he owed a deep debt 
of gratitude (for they had furnished him with an old family mansion, 
a stud of racers, and passes for himself and circle to Paris) were 
ATJOtrsTE LE GrRAHi), and Henri le Pettiti. 

“My good friend, said Henri, “your daughter is charming. 
She has been well brought up, and has the finest sentiments ; but 
it is necessary that she shomd run away to Paris, and dodge 
the parson. Otherwise, how could she be called The Prodigal 
Daughter ? ” 

Sir John saw the force of this reasoning, and consented. 

“ And stay,” said Atjouste. “we must really have a good set, and 
you must go a fox-hunting. You must have armour, and a breakfast, 
and all of you must wear hunting-coats. And look here, we can’t 
do without flowers, aud coats- of- arms, and open windows,” 

“ But,” objected Sir John, “ if I am going a fox-hunting, surely 
it should be in the winter or spring. And how about the fiowers.? ” 

“ You have got them from l^ice,” replied Ahghste. 

So it was thus arranged. Sir John’s daughter, who was called 
Bose Millwarp Woopmere, eloped and broke her father’s heart. 

“But,” exclaimed her bereaved parent, preparing to mount ahorse 
that was waiting for him on the lawn amongst the fiower-beds, 
“ although my heart is breaking, I will show the world I am a true 
English gentleman by starting ofi to head the chace ! ” 

And he said this out of consideration for Apgxjste and Henri, 
because he^ knew they wanted what is technically known as a Curtain. 
And by this means he gave them one. And a good one too. 

Chapter II. — A little Trip to Paris. 

Anp then Sir John and all his considerate family and acquain- 
tances went to Paris to stay at the Grand Hotel, which seemed to 
have been surrendered to them (at convenient times) for their special 
use. Sir J ohn was accompanied by a most useful villain, who showed 
the depth of his ^ depravity by wearing a moustache of the deepest 
dye. So that this depth might be better known, he caDed himself 
Deepwater. 

“Sir John,” said this villain, “ your daughter has come to Paris 
with Captain Harry Vernon, and you should trounce him.” 

“I will,” replied Sir John, heartily ; “ hut surely I have seen my 
daughter, and my niece, and Captain Harry Boyne Ternon, and 
the Hon. Julian Bnight Beleorp, and Lord Harry Hicholps 
Banberry (a comic Peer), and his wife (a converted (Quakeress), and 
Dudley J . L. Shine Boper, a wicked but amusing Hebrew, hanging 
about. Cannot we meet for two minutes, and set everything to- 
rights ? ” 


then I am distinctly under the impression that Auguste le Granp 
and Henri le Pettitt would he confoundedly annoyed.” 

“ Oh,” exclaimed Sir John, ‘‘ if you think thexj would be annoyed, 
do not say another word about it ! ” 

So the various characters gave one another a clear berth, and 
missed each other at the nick of time. . , , „ _ 

But after awhile Bose was left alone with the Hon. Julian 
Beleorp. , 

“ It is not very clear to me why we haven’t married,” said he. 

‘ ‘ Nor to me either I ” she replied. “We dawdled a bit, and I dare- 
say put it ofi because what one knows can be done at any moment 
is often not done at all.” 

“ Well, hadn’t we better go to the British Embassy r ’ 

“Why, yes,” she replied, with some hesitation ; “ but I really 
think you had better say you will marry my cousin. I fancy it 
would please Auguste and Henri.” 

“Anything to oblige them,” returned the Hon. Julian.^ 

“ That being settled, please leave me, as I have to fall in a dead 
faint — must get an efiective Curtain, you know ! ” ^ 

The Hon. Julian Knight Beleorp nodded his head, and then 
Bose Mill warp Woopmere fainted — with the desired result. 

Chapter III. — Cackle v. ^ Osses. The Favourite wins. 

Anp now Sir John and his considerate circle had come to England, 
and were close to Liverpool. 

“ My dear people,” said Henri, “ never mind your love-making, 
never mind your plot, leave it to Auguste, and he will pull you 
through.” 

And Henri was quite right. Auguste went to work with a will, 
and did pull them through. He took them to the Grand National 
Steeple Chace, and showed them and all the world a sight the like 
of which they had never seen before. There were real horses, real 
touts, and a real winner. Oh, how it went ! It was magnificent I 
And, before this great race, Auguste (helped hy Henri this time) 
showed a training-stable, and how a favourite can be nobbled. It 
didn’t in the least matter why it was done, or where it was done. 
It was a lovely sight to see somebody or other giving the wrong horse 
beans. And the horse liked them, and eat ftiem with a zest, and 
felt none the worse for them. On the contrary, the beans seemed 
to give the creature sufficient vigour to carry on the running until 


for two minutes in a j^oom, the whole thing would be settled. But 



Oss-tcutatioB ; or, '' Giving him Beans.” 


Christmas at Drury Lane, with a trot to Covent Garden to foRow, 
and then back again, perhaps to the old quarters, up to Easter. 

“Ah, that wRl make aU things right!” cried Auguste. 
“ Voluptuary wiR carry the whole of us —Authors, Managers, and 
Actors — to victory!’’ And he was right — VolupAuary did carry 
them to success — a gigantic one. 

Chapter IY. — The Means Justify the Fnd. 

And Sir John and his considerate circle acted up to their principles 
to the very end. 

“Bose, come to my arms ! ” said he, to his chRd ; ‘ ‘ you have been 
prodigal enough, it is now time for your reformation and conciliation.” 

“ Then may we marry ? ” asked the Hon. Julian. 

“ Certainly ! ” was the reply. 

And the other couples were also satisfactorily accounted for. 

“ Are you contented ? ’’ asked Sir John, of Auguste and Henri. 

“How does it end?’” was the answer, taking the shape of a 
question. 

“ HappRy for aR. Not only for us, hut for you and the Pubhe 
generaRy.*’ 

And Auguste, Henri, Box and Cox^ and in fact everybody whe 
was anybody, were satisfied. As indeed they shotild be. 


UOTICB. — Bejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., J?rinted Hatter, Drawings, or Pictures of any descripcion, will 
ih ne case be returned, not even wh^en accompanied hy a Stamped and Addressed Bnvelope, Cover, or Wrapper, To this rule 
^ere will be no exception. 



AT A HYPfMOTfC SEANCE ^yp- "bad water — taste it again. 

. ^ . . • 7 fin -rr • tasfes^ and efects it with every symptom of extreme disapp7'oval . 

SCENE—^ FuUic Mall in a provincial town. Ihe Hypnotist— a Jim's Friend. Try hinL with, a drop o' Scotch in it—'e'U get it 
tail, graceful, and handsome young man, in well^- fitting evening down! 

clothes— has already succeeded in putting most of his subjects to Hyp. {to Jim). There is no water in that glass— it’s full of 
sleep, and is going round and inspecting them critically, as they sovereigns, don’t you see ? (JlM agrees that this is so, and testifies 
droop limply on a semicircle of chairs, in avarietyof unpictu- his conviction by promptly emptying the contents of the glass info 

resque attitudes. The only Lady on the platform is evidently as his trousers' pochetl!) "What have you got in your pocket ? 
yet in full possession of her senses. Jifn {chuckling with satisfaction). Q,uids— golden sovereigns! 

First Female Spectator {to Second). Maeia ManGtLES do take a Syp. Wake up! Now what do you find in your pocket — any 
time sending off, don’t she ? ^ sovereigns ? 

Second F. S, {also a friend 0 / Miss Maitg-les). Yes, that she do — ^ Jim {surprised). Sovereigns? Xo, Sir! {After putting his hand 
it gives her such a silly look, sitting there, the on’y one with her in his pocket, bringing it out dripping, and dolefully regarding the 
senses about her! ^ stream of wader issuing from hishg.) More like water, Sir. 


senses about her! ^ stream of water issuing from hishg.) More like water, Sir. 

First F. S. It’s all affectation — she could shut her eyes fast \_He makes dismal efforts to dry himself, amidst roars of laughter. 
enough if she liked! ^ His Friend. Old Jim didn’t come best out o’ that ! 

Second F. S. The ’Ipnotiser’s coming round to her now— she ’ll Hyp. {to Jim). You don’t feel comfortable? {Emphatic assent 
have to gooff now. {With a not unpUasurahle anticipation.) I /rom Jim.) Yes, you do, you feel no discomfort whatever, 
expect he ’ll make her do all manner o’ ridic’lous things 1 [Jim resumes his seat with a satisfied e 

First F. S. Well, it will be a lesson to An Open-minded Sped. Mir 


her against making herself so conspicuous 
another time. I shan’t pity her. 

The Hyp. {after a brief colloquy with 
Miss Maistgles). I see I am not likely to 
succeed with this Lady; so, with many 
thanks to her on behalf of myself and the 
audience for coming forward, I will detain 
her no longer. 

[^Applause, amidst which Miss M. descends 
to her seat in the body of the hall, with 
a smile of conscious triumph. 

First F. S. {disappointed). I don’t see 
what she ’s done to clap their hands about, 
myself ! 

Second F. S. ISTor I neither — taking up 
his time all for nothing— depend upon it 
she wouldn’t have gone up if he hadn’t been 
so nice-looking ! 

First F. S. I wouldn’t like to think that 
of her myself ; but, anyhow, she didn’t get 
much by it, did she? He soon sent her 
packing I 

Male Spectator {to a Woman in front of 
him). Evening, Mrs. Midg-elly — I see 
they ’ve got your good man up on the plat- 
form. 

Mrs. M. He will go, Mr. Buekxn* ! He ’s 

g one up every night the ’Ipnotiser’s been 
ere, and says he feels it ’s going to do 
him good. So this evening I said I ’d come 
in too, and judge for myself. What good 
he expects to get, laying there like a damp 
djshclout, I don’t know 
[Meanwhile the Hypnotist has borrowed a 
silver-handled umbrella from the audi- 
ence, and thrust it before the faces of one 
or two loutish Aooking youths, who imme- 
diately begin to squint horribly and follow 
the Sliver-top with their noses, till they 
knock their heads together. 

Mr. Budkin {to Mrs. Midgeixt). He’s 


/ / / 

/ ///// 
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[Jim resumes his seat with a satisfied expression. 
An Open-minded Sped. Mind yer, if 
this yere ’Ipnotism can prevent water from 
being wet, there must be something in it ! 

Hyp. I will now give you an illustration 
of the manner in which, by hypnotic inffu- j 
enee, a subject can be affected with an 
entirely imaginary pain. Take this gentle- 
man. {Indicating the unfortunate Mr. Min- 
GELIY, who is slumbering peacefully.) How, * 
what pain shall we give him ? 

A Voice. Stomach-ache I 
[This suggestion, however, is so coyly ad- 

► vanced that it fortunately escapes notice. 

Hyp. Tooth-ache? Very good — ^we will 
give him tooth- ache. 

[The Audience receive this with enthusiasm, 
which increases to rapturous delight 
when Mr. Midgelly’s cheek begins to 
twitch violently, and he nurses his Jaw 
in acute agony ; the tooth- ache is then 
transferred to another victim,^ who writhes 
I in an even more entertaining manner, 

until the unhappy couple are finally 
i relieved from torment, 

i A Sped. Well, it’s better nor any play, 

II this is — but he ought to ha’ passed the 
^ toothache round the lot of ’em, just for the 
fun 0 ’ the thing ! 

Mrs. Midgelly. I should ha’ thought 
there was toothache enough without coming 
here to get more of it, hut so long as Med- 
GEEEY ’s enjoyin’ himself, I shan’t interfere ! 
[The Hypnot. has impressed his subjects with 
the idea that there is an Angel at the other 
end of the hall, and ^ ih^y are variously 
affected by the celestial apparition, some 
gazing with a rapt grin, while others 
invoke her stiffly, or hail her like a cab. 
Mr. Midgelly alone exhibits no interest. 
Mr. Budkin {to Mrs. M.), Your ’usband 
don’t seem to be putting himself out, Angel 
or no Angel. 


going to give your husband a turn of it now. ' Mrs. M. {complacently). He knows too 

[The umbrella-handle is applied to Mr. M., «I do. Lovely creature !” 'weM what’s due to me, Mr. Budeot. I^m 

a feeble-loohing little man with a sandy * Angel enough for him ! 

top-knot ; he grovels after the silver-top when it is depressed, and 1 Hyp. I shall now persuade this Grentleman that there is a beauti- 
makes futile attempts to clamber up the umbrella after it when it ful young lady in green at the door of this hall. {To Mr. M.) Bo 


is held ahft. 

Mrs. M. {severely). I haven’t patience to look at him. A Kitten 
’ud have had more sense ! 

The Hyp. {calling up^ one of the heavy youths). Can you whistle, 
Sir ? ^ Yes ? Then wMstle something, (TAc Youth a popu- 

lar air in a lugubrious tone.) How you can't whistle — try. {The 
Youth tries — and produces nothing but a close imitation of an air- 
cushion that is being unscrewed.) How, if I were not to wake him 


you see her, Sir ? 

Mr. M. {rising with alacrity). I do. Lovely creature ! 

[He suddenly snatches up a decanter of water, and invites his invisible 
charmer, in passionate pantomime, to come up and share ^ it with 
him — to the infinite delight of the Audience, and disgust of his Wife. 

Aftee the Peeeobmae-ce. 

Mr. Midgelly {as he rejoins his Wife). I felt the influence more 


up, this young gentleman’s friends would never enjoy the benefit of strongly to-night than what I have yet and the Professor says, if I 
r 1 j^eep on coming np everv night while he’s here, I shall soon be 


his whistle again I 


Voice from a Back Bow, Don’ ^ wake him, Guv’nor, we can hear it ! completely snsceptible to Why, whatever ’s the matter,^ my dear ? 


Hyp. {after restoring the lost talent, and calling up another Yo^x^!h., Mrs. M. Matter ! You ’re quite susceptible enough as it is; and, 
someichat smartly attired). How, Sir, what do you drink ? now I know how you can go on, you don’t catch me letting you get 

The Youth {with a sleepy candour). Beer when I can get ’old of it. ’ipnotised again. You and your young lady in green indeed! 

A Friend of his in Audience. Jim’s ’aving a lark with him— he Mr. 31. {utterly mystified). Me and my — I don’t know what 
said as ’ow he meant to kid him like— Ae ain’t ’ipnotised, bless yer ! you ’re alluding to. It ’s the first I've heard of it I 

But you like water, too, don’t you? {im. admits this— in A/rs. Af. (pVnjZ?/). Well, it won’t be the last by a long way. Oh, 
moderation.) Try this. {He gives him a tumbler of water.) Is that the insight I’ve had into your character this eyening, Midgelly ! 


good water ? 

Jim {sniacking his lips). That ’s good water enough, Sir. 


[Mr. M. is taken home, to realise that Hgpnottsm is not altogether 
without its dangers. 
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THUNDERS FROM SNOWDON. 

“KotMng could liave served my purpose better, tlxan. to have drawn this illuminatmg flash, out of the thuudeis,” &o., &e. — jD«7v<s of AigylVs 
Letter to The Times, and his Letter to Somebody who had drawn his ace's attention to Mr, Gladstone's Snowdon Speech, 


Mem. fkom Whitbkeadpoedshxre.— Sir 
Blundell Maple is reported to kave said, 
“ I '11 grve you. a good tip. Back Duke — and 
my horses for the Cambridgeshire.” New 
Carpet Knight not successful as a sporting 
tipster, seeing that Colonel Duke, though he 
fought well, was beaten. Perhaps Sir Blun- 
dell meant the Duke, who races every night 
at Drury Lane. That's a very good tip, as 
safe as houses —Drury Lane houses, of course. 


A CITY PARADOX. 

OuK City Aldermanic lights 
Who talk (and live) a trifle high. 

In stern defence of civic rights 
Profess themselves prepared to die 
And yet the Aldermanic crowd — 

It's amply true, say what you wfll- 
With open eyes have just allowed 
The Mayoralty to come to Knill ! 


“ Habitual Deunkabds Committee.”— 
An awful-looking heading to a paragraph I 
What a picture the imagination may conjure 
up of a Committee of Habitual Drunkards ! 
There would be the Honble. Tom Topee, 
Lord SoTT, Sam Sokee, Marquis of Mopps 
and Beooms, Captain Fuddle, Dick Swizzlee, 
R.N., Feank Faeoone (of the Daily Booze\ 
with Tite Asa Deumm in the Chair, or if 
not, under the table with the others. 
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CONVERSATIONAL HINTS FOB. YOUNG SHOOTERS. He jvffl talk of tMs moident as another man 

/ -D 75 /V • 41 , n \ might talk oi the loss ot a inend or a fortnne. Here you may 

{By Mr. Pumhsown Grouse m the Gun-room.) say,— “By gad, -what frightful Inok! What did you doP ” He 

Many manuals have been published for the edification of beginners will then narrate his comminatory interview with his gun-maker; 
in the art of shooting. It that art can indeed be acquired by read- others will burst in, and defend ejectors, or praise their own^gun- 
ing, there is no reason why any youth, whose education^ has been makers, and the ball, once set rolling, will not be stopped until 
properly attended to, should not be perfectly proficient in it without you take your places for the first beat of the afternoon, just as 
having fired a single shot. But, Mr. Funch has noticed in aE these Mareham is telling you that his old Governor never shoots with 
volumes a grave defect. In none of them is any instruction given anything but an old muzzle-loader by Manton, and makes deuced 
which shall enable a man to obtain a conversational as well as a good practice with it too. 

merely shooting success. Every pursuit has its proper conversational “Choke” is not a very good topic; it doesn’t last long. After 
complement. The Farmer must know how to speak of crops and the you have asked your neighbour if iiis gun is choked, and told him 


complement. ^ The Farmer must know how to speak of crops and the | 

weather in picturesque and infiam- 

matory language ; the Barrister must 
note, tor use at the dinner-table, the 
subtle jests of his C 9 lleagues, the 
perplexity of stumbling witnesses, 
and the soul- stirring j okes of J udges ; 
the Clergyman must babble of 

Sunday-schools and Choir-practices. \ 

Similarly, a Shooter must be able W 

to speak of his sport and its varied 

incidents. To be merely a good shot ^ 

is nothing. Many dull men can be 

that. The great thing, surely, is to 

be both a good shot ^and a cheerful 

light-hearted companion, with a fund 1 

of anecdotes and a rich store of allu- | "^=^8 

sions ^ appropriate to every phase of 
shooting. Mr, Funch ventures to 

hope that the hints he has here put 

together, may be of value to all who - 
I propose “kill some- 

No subject ofiers a greater variety Sb llfyr 

of conversation than this. But, of ^ j 
course, the occasion counts for a good i l i l 
deal. It would be foolish to dis- 
charge it (metaphorically speaking) a 

at the head of the first comer. You 111 H\ n 

must watch for your opportunity. H 

For instance, guns ought not to be J 1 Tf 

talked about directly after break- n 1 vil 

fast, before a shot has been fired. 

Better wait tiE after the shooting- 

lunch, when a fresh start is being I ifn m mliiill ii M 

made, say for the High Covert half 
a mile away. You can then begin v 
after this fashion to your host: — . 

“ That ’s a nice gun of yours, Chal- IuMunotB 

MEES. I saw you doing rare work 

with it at the corner of the new plan- wwi ImW \ i® 

tation this morning.” Chalmers is W ||f 1 1 \\ \ I Wi lllBillllWM 

sure to be pleased. You not only caE ''yMI \1 

attention to his skEl, but you praise lulllli fBIwilira 

his gun, and a man’s gun is, as a \ m W 

rule, as sacred to him as his pipe, his \ U \ \ Wmi 

political prej udices, his taste in wine , . 11 \ 1 \ \ 

or his wife’ s j ewels. Therefore, Chal- ' 

MERS is pleased. He snules in a 

deprecating way, and says, “Yes, 

it^s not a bad gun, one of a pair! m 

bought last year.” 

“ Would you mind letting me feel A PIS“ 

it ? ” 

“ Certainly not, my dear feEow— __ “ Niggers 

here you areP’ Mammib ? “ No, dear ; r 

You then interchange guns, hav- “Oh, then I may as weli 
ing, of course, assured one another 

that they are not loaded. Having received Chalmers’s gun, you 






ills gTm, ana a mau-s gun IS, as a I IIIM !/M I M BT-AND-BT LAWS FOR TEA- 

r,““wy™v- , 

orhiswife’sje'Hrels. Therefore, CHiX- {WUuMea^ri^s arshtUyii‘^ of 

itEES is pleased. He smiles in a ^ u | i.M « Political or Somal Orms. ) 

deprecating way, and says, “Yes, ]} f Cabs, omnibuses, carriages, and 
it^s not a bad gun, one of a pair! pedestrians wiE be expected to keep 

bought last year.” clear of the space occupied by the 

“ Would you mind letting me feel A PIS“ALLER. Demonstrators, 

it?” ,, , __ _ 2. To prevent destruction of glass 

“ Certainly not, my dear feEow— there aot Niggers on the Beach this Morning, ^nd removal of property from shop 

here you are.” Mammib ? “No, dear ; it Sunday morning.” windows, tradesmen wEl be expected 

You then interchange gnns, hav- “Oh, then I may as well go to Church with yohI” to put up their shutters several hours 
ing, of course, assured one another ‘ heiqre the holding of the meeting, 

that they are not loaded. Having received Chalmers’s gnn, you 3. No particular notice wEl be paid to the transference of property 
first appear to weigh it criticaEy. ' Then, with an air of great from one leader of labour to another. If done by stealth, it wEl be 
resolution, you bring it to your shoulder two or three times accepted as a proof of secret SociaEsm. 

in rapid succession, and fire imaginary shots at a cloud, or a tuft 4. No objection wiE he raised to combats amongst the Demon- 
of grass. You now hand it hack to Chalmers, observing, “By strators, with the restriction that no Government property is iujured. 


that your left barrel has a modified 1 
choke, the subject is pretty weE ex- 
hausted. 

“Cast-off.” Not to he recom- 
mended. There is very Ettle to he 
made of it. 

Something may he done with the 
price of gnns. There’s sure to he 
someone who has done aE his best and 
straightest shooting with a gnn that 
cost him only £15. Everybody^ else 
wEl say, “It’s perfect rot giving 
such high prices for guns. You only 
pay for the name. Mere robbery.” 
But there isn’t one of them who 
would consent not to he robbed. 

It sometimes creates a pretty effect 
to caE your gun “My old fire-iron,” 
or “ my hnndook,” or “ this old gas- 
pipe of mine.” 

“ Bore.” Never pnn on this word. 
It is never done in reaEy good sport- 
ing society. But you can make a few 
remarks, here and there, about the 
comparative merits of twelve -bore 
and sixteen-hore. Choose a good 
opening for telEng your story of the 
man who shot with a fourteen-bore 
gun, ran short of cartridges on a big 
day, and was, of course, unable to 
borrow from anyone else. Hence 
you can deduce the superiority of 
twelve-bores, as being the more 
common size. 

AE these subjects, like aE others 
connected with shooting, can he re- 
sumed and continued after dinner, 
and in the smoking-room. Talk oi 
the staleness of smoke I It ’s nothing 
to the staleness of the stories to which, 
four self-respecting smoking-room 
waEs have to Esten in the oonrse 
of an evening. 

(To he continued^ 


A PIS-ALLER. 

“ Are there any Niggers on the Beach this Morning, 
Mammib?” “No, dear; it's Sunday morning.” 

“Oh, then I MAY AS WELL GO TO ChURCH WITH YOU 1” 


Jove, old chap, it’s beautifully balanced! 
Suits me better than my own.” Chalmi 


danced I It comes up splendidly. 5. As the maintaining of the road is a matter ot contract, Demon- 
Chalmers, who will have been strators wishing to emphasise their opinions, must bring their own 


going through a similar pantomime with your gun, wiE make sorae stones. 


decently compEmentary remark about it, and each of you wiE 
think the other a deviEsh knowing and agreeable fellow. 


6. As a good deal of property is expected to change hands during 
the various proceedings, an application with a description of lost 


From this point you can diverge into a discussion of the latest goods, and photograph of supposed thief, can he addressed to the 
improvements, as, e.^., “Are ejectors reaEy valuable ? ” This is sure Chief Inspector of Police, Scotland Yard. 

to bring out the man who has tried ejectors, and has given them 7. These regulations (which are tentative) wOl he in force untE 
up, because last year, at one of the hottest corners he ever knew, after the next General Election, when a fresh series wEl he pub- 
when the sky was simply black with pheasants, the ejectors of both Eshed, to he foEowed by others as occasion may require. 
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A POOE HOAD TO 
LEAHlS'IISrO-. 

ScETSTE — Inferior of a 
School Board Office. 
Official dtscovered 
hard at work, doing 
single-handed in Lon- 
don what is done hg 
nearly a thousand 
officials ^ combined in 
^'"Bonnie Seotlanddf 
Bnter Female Appli- 
cant, with infant. 

Applicant. Please, 
Sir, nere’sinyl) 07 . Can 
you take him ? 

Official. Certainly. 
Has he had any educa- 
tion ? 

App. Well, as he 
rising- five, not much. 

Off. But does he 
know anything- ? For 
instance, has he learned 
any English history ? 

App. Hot that I know 
of. 

Off. Has he dipped 
into geography ? 

App. Well, I don’t 
think he has. 

Off. Can he cipher at 
aH? 

App. Hot yery well. 
Off. Does he know 
what two and two 
make ? 

App. Well, he has 
never said he does. 

Off. Can he write ? 
App. Well, no, he 
doesn’t write. 

Off. But I suppose he 
can read ? Come, he at 
least can read ? 

App. Well, DO, Sir, 
I am afraid he ’s not 
much of a scholar. I 
don’t think he can 

Off Then he is ahso- 


KNILL NISI BONURfl. 

The good common sense of the Common Councilmen and Liverymen of the City, — 
Liverymen not to be led astray by any false lights, — coupled with their truly English 
love of f airplay, prevailed, and the City Fathers on Hoose Day were prevented from 

following in the goose-steps of that Un- 
common Councilman who, bearing the 
honoured names of Beatteot (a fine 
old Horman-Baron title!) and of 
Moore (shade of Sir Thomas!!), 
made so extraordinary a display of 
bigotry and ig- 
norance as, it is 
to be hoped, is 
rare, and be- 
coming rarer 
every day, 
among our 
worthy Johh 
G-iLPinrs of cre- 
dit and renown 
East of the 
Driffin. 



Lord Mayor Elect Khill and the liveiy Goose. 

But in spite of this nonsensical hot-gospelling rant, Alderman and Sheriff Stuart 
Knill was elected Lord Mayor, while Beaueoy Moore was, so to speak, no Moore, and, 
in fact, very much against his will and wish, was reduced to Hn,. WiLLY-KniLEr he 
had to cave in. Mr, Bunch congratulates the Lord Mayor Elect, but stdl more does 
he congratulate the City Fathers on rising above paltrjr sectarianism, so utterly 
unworthy of time, place, and persons, and for standing up, in true*English fashion, for 
freedom of worship coupled with absolute Liberty of Conscience. 


lutely ignorant — miser- 
ably ignorant. 

App. Yery likely. Sir, 
— you know best. 

Off. Wed, now, my 
good woman, I will tell 
you what we will do with 
him. We will teach 
him to read, write, and 
cipher, and give him an 
excellent education. 

App. And you will 
take care of him, Sir ? 

Off. Of course we 
will take care of him; 
and as for his education, 

we will 

App. Oh, Sir, so long 
as you looks after him, 
never you mind about 
his education I 

[^Exit infantless. 


TO MAUD. 

A Fenitent Moundel. 

I CALLER you Maude. I 
only meant to tease, 

But somehow, ere I 
ended, came to laud 

Your charms in my 
I>oor verses. So in 
these 

I called you 
Maude. 

“My name is Mavd. 
And 1 am over- 
awed. 

Forgive the indiscre- 
tion if you please. 

The spirit Truth, they 
tell me, is abroad, 

And since she so- 
journs stiU across the 
seas, 

I swear I knew the final 
e a fraud — 

So that you suffered 
from no lack of e’s 
I called you 
Maude! 


THE PRIDE OF THE EMPIRE. 

At this moment there is really a very excellent extertainment 
at the Empire Theatre of Yarieties, something, or rather many 

things of which 
the Management 
may, and should 
be proud. A capi- 
tal troupe of Bi- 
cyclists, a Spanish 
Dancer and singer 
— ^whose gestures 
to the multitude 
are more intelli- 
gible than her 
language — a 
graceful, serpen- 
tine dancer, and 
“a very peculiar 
American Come- 
dian ” — aH these 
are a part of the 
programme. But 
the best item in 
this HberalbiH of 
fare is Bound the 
Town., a eharac- 
teristic BaUet, in 
five tableaux. The 
composers of this 
pleasing piece are 
As the lady 



A "Warde with you,” 

Madame Eattl Laidoir, and Mr. Georoe Edwabdes, 


is weH known for her admirable dances, it may be safely pre- 
sumed that the gentlemau is solely responsible for the plot, or 
rather “the argument.” It runs as follows : — “Dr. Burch newly 
arrived in London with his pupils, 
wishes to show them the sights. 

What better to begin with than 
Covent Garden Market in the early 
morning?” Quite so, the more es- 
peciaHy as the lads must be very 
backward boys. There are six of 
them, and the youngest seems about 
thirty, and the oldest about double 
that age. The Doctor must have 
rescued them from Epsom Hace 
Course, and apparently is attempting 
to give them an education fitting 
them to follow what seems to be his 
own calling — the profession of an 
undertaker. These elderly pupils 
foHow their ^ kind preceptor (for, al- 
thongh he is called DwrcA, tWe is 
not the slightest suggestion of the 
rod about him, and, moreover, his 
charges are ^ really too elderly to re- 
ceive chastisement) to the Royal 
Exchange, the Thames Embankment, 
and, lastly, to the Empire. During 
their travels, they meet Mr. Hapless^ 
known as “the Oofiess SweU,” (a Stock Exchange Swell (Empire 
part amusingly played by Mr. W. Period). 

Warde), and John Brough., a carpenter with a taste for baUet 
costumes and drink, the carpenter’s wife, and the carpenter’s 
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WRITTEN A HUNDRED 
YEARS HENCE. 

(From a Collection of Com-- 
mumccbtiom supplied hy 
our Prophetic Compiler . ) 

Deab Mr. Punch, — 
Porgiye me for addressing 
yon, but the urgency of 
the occasion warrants the 
intrusion. A hundred years 
since, the old Fighting 
Foudroyant was sold by 
the Admiralty to be broken 
up. The moment the 
Public of the Period learned 
the cruel fact througk the 
customary sources of infor- 
mation, they flew to the 
rescue. Headed by the then 
Lord MiLTOR, they raised a 
fund to bring back the dis- 
carded Tessel, and yet in 
those distant days there 
were they who denied that 
the Foudroyant had ever 
done anything in particu- 
lar. And now we propose 
doing the same thing. On 
the^ Thames there is an 
ancient steamboat called 
Citizen Z, that once be- 
longed to the Company that 
started penny river lifts. 
It is certainly rather out of 
date, but is full of histo- 
rical memories. It is said 
that the Cabinet travelled 
to Greenwich on its vener- 
able boards, where they 
feasted on the half-for- 
gotten Whitebait, and the 
entirely, superseded Cham- 
pagne. It has carried, at 
one time or another, all 
the nobility to Rosherville, 
there to spend (as the old 
saying went) “ a happy 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 



OVERHEARD IN THE HIGHLANDS, 


First Chieftain. “ I sAY, Old Chap, what a Doose op a Bore these G-ames 
ARE !” Second Chieftain. “Ah, but, my dear Boy, it is this Sort op Thing 

THAT HAS MADE US SCOTCHMEN WHAT WE ARE f I ” 


day,” and yet it is pro- 
posed to break it up ! Out 
upon the thought I Have 
we no veneration for our 
relics of the past ? Cannot 
we appreciate a boat that 
should have had an 
honoured place in the 
Museum at w oolwich ? Do 
not let this act of Tan- 
dalism be done. Save the 
steamer for the sake of its 
past. Yours truly, 

A Hear- Admiral. 
K.M.S. Flectric- 
Balloon^ Shye, 

Dear Mr. Punch, —I 
apiieal to you, and I know I 
shall not appeal in vain. 
The picturesque Cabman’s 
Shelter in the middle of 
Piccadilly is threatened ! I 
hope you will exert ^ your 
influence to preserve it. It 
absolutely teems with his- 
torical associations. Lord 
Randolph Churchill is 
supposed to have used it for 
writing his famous letter on 
the Poor-Laws, and to this 
day is shown the initials of 
Charles Stuart Parnell 
which were carved by that 
celebrated statesman on one 
of its benches about the 
middle of the last century 
—probably in 1854. And 
why is it to be removed? 
Simply because it is said to 
impede the traffic I Could 
anything be more absurd ? 
Do, pray, save it from the 
hand of the ruthless “ im- 
prover,” Yours truly, 
One who Respects 
THE Past. 

Tumhledowns^ West^ Ken-- 
sington [late Reading)^ 


child. Dr. Burch, who is evidently easy-going, but good-hearted, 
after flirting with a lady who has her boots cleaned before the Royal ' 
Exchange, suddenly developes into a philanthropist, not to say a 
divine. On the carpenter’s wife and child 
appearing on the Thames Embankment in 
the characters of would-he suicides, the 
worthy pedagogue convinces them (to quote 
the programme) “ That they have no right 
to take away the lives which the Alndghty 
has placed in their hands.” Mother and 
child are quickly convinced, and the neat 
but drunken father (Signorina Malvina 
Cavalazzi) appearing on the scene, the good 
man informs him that his wife and child are 
dead, “ driven to an untimely grave by bis 
(the intemperate hut natty artisan’s) deser- 
tion and cruelty.” The efleot of this in- 
accurate statement is startling. To quote 
once more from the argument, “inconti- 
nently the now penitent ruffian falls f aint- 
ing to the ground.” But he is brought 
back to himself, his better seH, by Ms cmld 
wMspering “Father I” The situation is 
full of pathos, even when witnessed from 
the Stalls. Recovering Ms senses, the con- 
verted carpenter promptly borrows money 
from the good old Doctor, and when that 
estimable gentleman is about j to enter the 
Empire Theatre of Yarieties (accompanied 
by his school), a little later he has the ‘‘sa- 
tisfaction of seeing Ms protege Mortimer 
. nr. -n • (thc ox-ruffian), retuTning contentcdly foom 

Jolly Tar A.B. Hip, Bip, Ms work,” This is the simple hut pathetic 

Hooray I Edwardes touchingly 

tells with the assistance of a full corps de hallet^ flve tableaux, and 
last, hut certainly not least, the hints of Madame Katti Banner. 



There are many remarkable persons in Round the Town. FTotably 
an effeminate hut substantial stock-broker,^ who looks like a stock- 
jobber’s maiden- aunt in disguise. Another important personage is a 
representative of the Havy, whose figure suggests as an appropriate 
greeting, “ Hip, hip, hip, hooray!” jBoth these characters are well- 
j^ayed, and although subordinate parts, make their mark, or rather. 



Dramatic Situation on the Embankment, as seen from Empire Stalls, 
we should say, score heavily. Altogether, the ballet is excellent both 
in dances and plot. The first is a testimony of the good head of 
Madame Katti Banner, and the last of the equally good heart of 
I Mr. George Edwardes. There is no doubt that Round the Town 
' will draw all Loudon to see (in its realistic scenes) all London drawn I 
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A NUISANCE. 

Mm pTiscilla. “Yes; it ’s a beautiful View. But Toxtbists are m the habit of Bathing on the opposite Shore, and 

that’s rather a Drawback.” Fair Visitor. “Dear me* But at such a Distance as that— surely ” 

Mm FnsciUa. “Ah, but with a Telescope, you know!” 


AT LIST! , 

[Jeremiad hy a Middle-aged Martyr to the great Seaside Superstition,) 

[“ To naiddle-aged people, at all events, nothing can be more trying and 
deleterious than holidays .” — Daily Newst] 

Oh, thanks to th.ee, thanks to thee, sage unconventional I 
Heaven be blest, the truth ’s out, then, at last I 
Holiday woes — ’twould take volumes to mention all I — 

How, in the lump, meet a shrewd counterblast. 

Trying f Of course they are ! 3Iost deUterimis ^ 

Scribe, let me clasp thee, in thought, to this breast ^ 
Holiday-hunting is Man ’s most mysterious, 

Maddening quest ! 

Quixote, I swear, was a model of sanity, 

When with the Holiday- seeker compared. 

Fidgety folly, and tussy inanity, 

These be the figments by which we are snared. I 

Soon as you ’re drawn from your own cosy drawing-room, 

Far over flood, field, or foam — ^for your sins — 

Then, when your breast makes for vulturine gnawing room, 
Bother begins ! 

Bother, that bugbear of bnfierish Middle-Age ! 

Swift “ scurry-funging ” may do for the young, 

The “ hey-diddle-did^e, the Cat-and-the-fiddle ” age. 

Over the moon ’’ I myself once had sprung, 

Thirty years syne, in sheer fervour athletioal— 

How, like the dog, I would laugh, and look on. 

Once, with sheer “drive,” I ’d a sense sympathetical— 

How I have none ! 

Friday ? Term, Sir, is simply a synonym 
^or— waste of tissue I What doctor will dare 
Tell his poor patients so ? J’H put my tin on him ! 

Rest ? ^ Recreation ? Pick-up ? Change of air ? 

All question-begging fudge-phrases of sophistry ! 

Let city-toilers who ’re fagged or “ run down,” 

Automnal quiet (in home or in office), try ; 

Mot “ out of tnwn.” 


Out of town ? Where is the term that ’s claptrappier ? 

Means out of temper, or out of your mind. 
Boot-black or old orossmg- sweeper ’s far happier, 

Tied to his task in the town — as yon ’U find. 

Picking np coppers far better than picking np 
Shells hy the sea, or sham friends on the snore. 

Bah ! What have buffers to do with such kickmg-up 
Heels ^ It’s a bore! 

Who ’n start a League to he called Anti-Holiday ? 

Bet half the middle-aged men-folk will join ! 

Then we might get an occasional 3 oily day, 

Free from the pests who perplex and purloin. 
Health-Resort” quackery, portmanteau-packery, 
Cheat-brigade charges and chills I might miss, 
Dear-bought jimcrackery, female knicknaokery ^ — 

Oh I ’twere pure bliss I 


BRAYO, 

[ ‘ The Brighton Police have received c 

Bless yon, Brighton Bobby, bless 
you, 

Boldly bringing balmy bliss ! 
Barrel - organ barred — I guess 
you 

Banish blatant bands with this 

Brazen blasts, by boobies blow- 

Bad as barrel ’s buzz can be. 

Bid them budge I I’d vote for 
throwing 

Beggars hke these in the sea. 


BOBBY I 

orders to move on all organ-grinders.”] 

Battered bands from Bremen, 
Berlin ; 

Bearded bandits, born between 

Ban and Bergamo, hurl in ! 

Bathed — that’s what they’ve 
never been I 

Britons all, oh, be not laggards, 

But, like Brighton, move them 
ou ! 

Bad, baoteria-bearing black- 
guards, 

Beastly, blatant brutes, begone ! 


Another about the Hew Lord Mayor Elect, It ’s a KnUl 
wind that blows nobody any good.” Signed, Bogie Moore. 
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THE OLD SPIBIT. 


[“ GeyitUmm of the Life Gkmrds, — Forward —March ' ” — Sir 'VValteh Scott. “ Old Mortality,'''] 

L’Esprit de Coeps [ hq ,], “ SHAME ! SHAME !~IS IT THUS YOU USE ^YOUH S WORDS ? WHATEYER MAY 
HAVE HAPPENED, ARE WE NOT STILL ‘ GENTLEMEN OF THE LIFE GUARDS ’ ? ” 

“ It IS stated that Lord Methuen, after censuritig the conduct of the regiment, requested the men who had cut the saddle-panels to step forward and 
own the act, which would in that case be dealt with simply as a case of msubordination. He gave them a few minutes to consider, but as none of them 
made any admission, he intimated that he should have to report the matter to the Commander-in-Chief as a mutiny /* — Daily Taper ^ BepU^ 1892. 
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AN ABSENT AUDIENCE. 


Socialist “Ah'— it’s all vert well ter all Looking at ME^ with ter Smiles 
AND ter Jeers . . . 


DE COEONA. 


[“The shape of the hat is anothei token in 
which individuality asserts itself, and the angle at 
which it IS worn. There are men who vary this 
angle with their diiferent moods.” — Article on 
Men! s Dress,’ ^ Daily News, Sept 10.] 

You ask why I gaze with devotion 
At Algernon’s features, my love P 
Nay, you are astray in your notion, 

My glance is directed above ; 

His hair may be yellow or ruddy, 

Ko longer I ’m anxious for that. 

But now I incessantly study 
The tilt of his hat. 

At times it mil carelessly dangle 
With an air of sesthetic repose, 

At others will point to an angle 
Inclined to the tip of his nose ; 

When it rests on the side of his head, he 
Will smile at whatever befalls, 

When pushed o’er his brow, we make ready 
Bor numerous squalls ! 

When he starts for his train to the City 
It is put on exactly upright, 

And who would not view it with pity 
Eeturn, mud-bespattered, at ni^ht ? 
When early, so polished and glowing. 
Jammed on at haphazard when late ; 

It forms a barometer, showing 
His mood up to date. 

And you, who are young and unmarried. 
Give heed to my counsel, I pray ; 

Bo not, I entreat you, be carried 
By wealth or affection away ; 

The heroine, novelists mention, 

* ‘ Eyes fondly his features.” Instead, 
Observe, for your part, with attention 
The hat on his head ! 


A l^EW Collection of Mims, Ancient and 
Modern. — The Church Congress atEolkestone. 


LADY GAT^S SELECTIONS. 

Mount Street, Grosvenor Square* 

Dear Mr. Punch, 

We were not overcrowded last week 
at Newmarket, and ready the more one takes 
racing from a business point of view, the 
more attractive it becomes !~-at least, I have 
found it so myself ever since it has been my 
duty to acquire information for the benefit 
of my readers. 

There was only one thing that annoyed me 
during the week, and that was the incon- 
siderate behaviour of Wxndgall in winning 
the October Handicap, although it was a 
most extraordinary confirmation of my re- 
marks anent his performance in the Leicester 
Handicap, in my last letter ; hut it is annoy- 
ing that, when you select a horse to wm a 
race, he runs second, and directly after wins 
a race for which he is not selected, beating 
the horse chosen by a length ! — ^it puzzles 
me completely, as it is impossible in this case 
to put It down to want of good breeding ! 
We were sorry not to have the Buccaneer- 
Orvieto match decided, as it would have been 
the event of the meeting; hut, as the old 
proverb runs, “a wise owner is merciful to 
his beast,” so Orvieto had an afternoon’s rest 
at the price of £100 1—rather more than some 
people might he inclined to pay for a game 
of forfeits I 

The time is not yet ripe— (has anyone ever 
seen time get ripe, I wonder ?) — for disclosing 
what I know about the Cesarewitch — (I never 
know whether I’ve spelt that correctly or not ! 
— and the more you look at it the “ wronger” 
it seems I) — ^but I may mention that 1 ’ve 
heard great accounts of Kinghneel* who was 
bought the other day for Sir Greenash 
Burnley (the latest favourite of fortune, and 
beloved of the ring] — and had he not earned 
a penalty — (this e:^ression ought to he 
changed, as it implies, to my mmd, which 


is an excellent average sample ; a misde- 
meanor) — by winning a paltry thousand 
pounds race somewhere ; I really believe the 
Cesare — no ! — ^not again ! — was at his mercy — 
but now, as the turf -writer puts it — “ I shall 
look elsewhere ! ” — as if that would make any 
difference ! — but of this race, more anon, and 
meantime, those who are fond of the “good 
things ” of tMs life must not miss my selec- 
tion for the big race of next week at Kempton 
— on the Jubilee Course, which said course, 
I am told, is by no means a Jubilee for the 
jockeys, owing to the danger in “racing for 
the bend.” 

There are several horses entered who seem 
to have great chances, making the race as 
difficidt as^ a problem in jEudid—\>Mt my 
selection will most certainly he “there, or 
thereabouts,” which is a comforting, if some- 
what vague reflection. 

Yours truly, Ladx Gay. 

Duke op York Stakes Selection. 

The muse is dull !— the day is dead ! 

And vain is all endeavour 

To light afresh the poet’s spark ^ 

I canH find a rhyme for the winner, 
Iddesleigh, 

P.S. — BeaUy it’s most thoughtless of 
owners to harass one with such names ! 


THIS STYLE, TWO-AND-SIX ” 

(In the Pound). 

Sir, — I have been much struck with the 
suggestion to do without hats, aud have made 
trial of the system. It has also made trial 
of me, in the way of colds in the head, bron- 
chial catarrh, &c , but I still persevere. It ’s 
so much cheaper ! I have sold my stock of 
old hats for half- a- crown, and calculate that 
I shall save quite three shillings per annum 
by not buying new ones. Surely anybody can 
see that this is well worth doing ! I am now 
seriousl;^ contemplating the possibility of 
doing without hoots ! Yours truly, 

Save the Saxpences. 

See, — Talk about hair growing if you leave 
off hats ! My hair was falling off in handfuls 
a little time ago. Did I abjure hats alto- 
gether ? Hot being a born idiot, I did not. 
But I saw that what was needed was proper 
ventilation aloft. So I had a specially- con- 
structed top-hat made, with holes all round it. 
In fact there were more holes than hat, and 
the hatter scornfully referred to it as a 
“ sieve.” The invention answered splen- 
didly. There was a thorough draught con- 
stantly rushing across the top of my head, 
with the speed and violence of a first-class 
tornado. My locks, before so scanty, at once 
began to grow in such profusion that it now 
seems impossible to stop them, except by 
liberal applications of “ Crinifioatrix,” the 
Patent Hair Bestorer. That checks the 
growth effectually. My general name among 
chance acquaintances is “ Old Doormat.’^ 
You can judge how thick my hair must be 
and I ascribe it entirely to the beneficent 
action of the draught, as before, 

Yours, Well-Covered. 

Dear Sir, — ^Why would it be a mistake to 
say that a Negro was “ as black as my hat? ” 
Because I never wear om. The only incon- 
venience resulting is ia wet weather — ^but, 
even then, I am prepared for all emergencies. 
I keep in my pocket a little square of black 
waterproof, to cover my head when it rains. 

: In an Assize town, the other day, I was fol- 
lowed by an angry crowd, who imagined that 
I was;;X)De of the Judges, and that 1 had gone 
mad, and was walking about the streets with 
the black cap on I But all true reformers are 
treated in this way, even in England, the 
land of Liberty. Yours, Hatzopp, 
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‘ Beware the Jabberwoek, my son! 

The jaws that bite, the claws that catchF^ — 
Ah, Carroll I it is not in f nn 

Your song^s light Hit we snatch. 

Our Jabber wook ’s a real brute, 

With mighty maw, and ruthless hand, 
Who ravage makes beyond compute 
In Ciyio Blunderland. 

Look at the ogre’s hideous mouth ! 

His tiger-teeth, his dragon-tail I 
O’er Town, East, West, and North and South, 
He leaves his slimy trail. 


And where he comes all Beauty dies, 

And where he halts all Greenery fades. 
Pleasantness flies where’er he plies 
His gruesomest of trades. 

He blights the field, he blasts the wood, 
With breath as fierce as prairie flame ; 
And where sweet works of Nature stood, 
He leaves us — slums of shame. 

The locust and the canker-worm 
Are not more ruinous than he. 

“ I ’U take this Eden— for a term 1 ” 

He cries, and howls with glee. 


“ Beauty? Mere bosh ! Charm ? Titter rot I 
What boots your ‘ Earthly Paradise,’ 

Until ’tis made ‘ A Building Plot ’ ? 

Then it indeed looks nice ! 

“ 0 Jerry Street ! 0 Jerry Park ! 

0 Jerry Gardens, Jerry Square I — 

You won’t discover — ^what a lark I — 

One ‘ touch of Nature ’ there I 

‘ ‘ ‘ This handsome Yilla Eesidence ’ [walks ; 

Means mud-built walls and clay-clogged 
And drains ofiensive to the sense, 

And swamps whence fever stalks. 




















METAMORPHOSIS. 

(“ TVe know what we are^ hut we know not what we may he,^*) 

Conductor, “Take ter to the Circus, and there tout’ll change into a Hblephant.” 

Master Kenneth. “Oh, Mother, what a jolly Circus I May we go and see the Old Gentleman change into an Elephant?’ 


“ Beauty’s best friends I drive away, 
Artists who sketch, ramblers who rove, 

Lovers who spoon, children who play, — 

All, all who JSTature love. 

“ Nor do I give them wholesome homes 
For verdant meads— no, there ’s the fun I 

Stuccodom, frail and sickly, comes 
After ‘ Lot Twenty- One ! ’ 

“ I make a clearing, dig a trench. 

Run up a shell of rotten bricks. 

And thus the rule of sham and stench 
Upon the ‘ site ’ I fix. 

“ The ugly and unhealthy still 
Associate with the name of J erry ; 

And thus I work my wicked will, 

And flourish, and make merry ! ” 

’Twas so the Jerry-Jabberwock 
Sang in a suburb, void of shame, 

Blimderland’s civic will to mock, 

And put its sense to shame. 

This ogre of our towns to slay, 

Where is the urban “ Beamish Boy” 

Carroll, when comes that “frabjous day,” 
We ’U “ chortle in our joy.” 

Young County Council, are you one ? 

’Tis said you ’re but a Bumble-batch ! 

Beware the Jobjob Bird, and shun 
The Bigot-Bandersnatch ! 


We ’ll pardon much that seems absurd. 
Excuse some blunders that bewilder. 

If you ’ll but “ draw your vorpal sword ” 
And slay — the Jerry -Builder ! 


THE MODEEN IVIEECUEY. 



Behold that urchin, occupied 
In counting with an honest pride 
The marbles he has won ! 


0 tardy messenger of fate. 

Without distinction, small and great, 
Their telegrams, perforce, await 

Until your game is done. 

Perchance a philosophic strain ^ 

Makes you regard as wholly vain 
Our human bliss and woes ; 

What matters, whether State affairs, 

Or news of good, or weighty carts, 

Or tidings relative to shares 
Within your bag repose ? 

Well, not by me will you be blamed ; 

1 like to see you not ashamed 
To dawdle for awhile ; 

You furnish, by example sage, 

A moral for our busy age ; 

And so, though others fume and rage, 

I watch you with a smile. 

He moves at length, and now we’ll see 
Which way . . . This telegram for me r* 
Oh, worst of human crimes 
Is such delay !— it ’s monstrous quite ! 

I ’ll forward a complaint to-night I 
Here, pen and paper— let me write 
A letter to the Times I 


Mrs. Ram was heard to remark that she 
“didn’t know a finer body of men than the 
Yokel Loamanry.” Probably the old lady 
meant the Local Yeomanry. 
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LETTERS TO ABSTRACTIOIMS. 

No. XYI— TO YOUTHFULNESS. 

Yotj are mucli misunderstood. Eor it is supposed that those who 
in this world bear your stamp upon them are to be recognised 
without trouble by the mere calculation of their 
years of life. No notion can be further from 
the truth. Mere absence of wrinkles, the pre- 
sence or colour of the hair on the head, the 
elasticity of limbs, these do not of themselves, 

I protest, testify to youthfulness. I knew a lad 
of twenty, who, in the judgment of the world, 
was young. In mine he was one of the hoariest 
as he was one of the least scrupulous of men. 

No veteran that I ever met could have put him 
up to any trick, or added any experience to his 
store. ^ He seemed to have a marvellous and 
intuitive experience of the ways of life, and of 
the^ tricks of men. No shady society came 
amiss to him. He gambled, in his way, as 
coolly, and with as careful a precision, as Barry 
Lyndon; he met the keen frequenters of the 
betting-ring on equal terms, and contrived, 
amid that vortex to keep his head above water. 

He had a faultless taste in wine — he knew a 
good cigar by an instinct. It is hardly necessary 
to add that, with all these accomplishments, he 
held and expressed the meanest opinion of human 
nature in general. Not even Sir Hobebt Wal- 
pole could have more cynically estimated the 
price at which men might be bought. As for 
women, this precocious paragon despised them, 
and women, as is their wont, repaid him by 
admiration, and, here and there, by genuine 
affection. I shudder to think how he might 
have developed in the course of years. It hap- 
ened, however, that a shipwreck — a form of 
isaster against which cynicism and precocity 
afford no protection — removed him from the 
world before he had come of age. Now, to call 
this infant young, would have been a mockery. 

To all outward appearance, indeed, he was a 
boy, but his mind was that of a selfish and used- 
up roui of sixty, without illusions, and without 
hope. 

Let me pass to a more pleasant subject, and 
one with which you, my dear boy, are more 
closely connected. I refer to my old friend, 

General Yafgabd, the kindest and best-natnred man that ever drew 
half-pay. Seventy years have passed over his head, and turned his 
hair to silver, but his heart remains pure gold without alloy. In 
vain do his whiskers and moustache attempt to give a touch of fierce- 
ness to his face. The kindly eyes smile it away in a moment. He 
stands six feet and an inch, his back his broad, his step springy ; he 
carries his head erect on his massive shoulders with a leonine air of 
good-humoured defiance. To hear him greet you, to feel his hand- 
shake, is to get a lesson in geniality. I never knew a man who had 
so whole-hearted a contempt for insincerity and affectation. It was 
only the other day that I saw httle Tom Tittektoit, of the Diplo- 
matic Service, introduced to him. Tom is a devil of a fellow in 
Society. ^ He warbles little^ songs of his own composition at afternoon 
teas, he insinuates himself into the elderly affections of stony-hearted 
dowagers, he can lead a cotillon to perfection, and is universally 
acknowledged as an authority on gloves and handkerchiefs. It was 
at a shooting-party that he and the General met. The little fellow 
advanced simpering, and raised a limp and dangling hand to about 
the height of his eyes. ^ The General had extended his in his usual 
bluff and unceremonions manner. Naturally enough the hands 
failed to meet, A puzzled look came over the General’s face. In a 
moment, however, ne had grasped the situation, and Tittebton’s 
hand, and shaken the latter with a ferocious heartiness. “OwJ” 
screamed Tom. It was a short exclamation, but a world of agony 
was concentrated into it, “The old bear has spoilt my shooting for 
the day,” said TiTTEETOisr to me afterwards, as he missed bis tenth 
partridge. That very evening, I remember, there was a great dis- 
cussion in the smoking-room on the subject of wrestling. One of 
the party, a burly youth of twenty-six, boasted somewhat loudly of 
the tricks that a Cornishman had lately taught him. Eor a long 
time the General sat silently puffing his cigar, hut at length the 
would-he wrestler said something that roused him. “Would you 
mind showing me how that’s done?” he said; “I seem to re- 
member something about it, but it was done differently in my 
time. No doubt your notion’s ap. improvement.” Nothing loth 
j the burly one stood np. I dou’t quite know what happened. The 
Genei?al seemed to stoop with outslietched hands and then raise him- 


self with a spring as he met his opponent. A large body hurtled 
through the air, and in a moment the younger man was lying flat 
on the carpet amidst the shouts of the company. “It’s the old 
‘flying mare’ my boy,” said the General to me, “a very useful 
dodge. I learnt it fifty years ago.” 

In the company of young men the General is at his very best. 

He knows all tbeir little weaknesses, and chaffs 
them with delightful point and humour, though 
he would not, for all the world, give them pain. 
It is a pleasant sight to ^ see the old fellow with 
a party of his young friends, poking sly fnn at 
them, laughing with them, taking all their jests 
in good part, and thoroughly enjoying himself. 
He can walk most of them off their legs stiU, 
can row with them on the broad reaches of the 
Thames, and keep his form with the best of 
them; he can hold his gnn straight at driven 
birds, and revel like a boy in a rattling run to 
honnds across country. All the youngsters 
respect him by instinct, and love the cheery old 
fellow, whose heart is as soft as his muscles are 
hard. They talk to him as to an elder brother, 
come to him for his advice, and, which is per- 
haps even more strange, like it, and follow it. 
/ Withal, the General is the most modest of men. 
^ In his youth he was a mighty mau of war. It 
was only the other day that I heard (not from 
his own lips, you may he sure) the thrilling 
stories of nis hand-to-hand conflict with two 
/ / gigantic Russians in the fog of Inkermann, and 
of his rescue of a wounded Sergeant at the 
attack in the Redan. With women, old or 
/ young, the General uses an old-fashioned and 
chivalrous courtesy, as far removed from latter- 
day smartness as was Bataep from Botjlangee. 
^ The younger ones adore him. They all seem to 
be his nieces, for they all call him Uncle J oot. 

A year or two a^o the General fell ill, and the 
doctors shook their heads. It was touching to 
see the concern of all his young friends. Chablib 
Chibpeb, a gay little butterfly of a fellow, who 
never seemed to treat life as anything but a 
huge joke, became gloomy with anxiety. Twice 
every day he called, to make inquiries, and, as 
the bulletins got worse, Chablxe became visibly 
thinner. I saw him at the Club one evening, 
sitting moodily in a corner. “What’s np, 
Chablie?” I said to him. “You look as if 
you’d been refused by an heiress.” “The Old 
General’s worse to-day,” said Chablie, simply. “They’re very 
anxious about him. No, dash it all!” he went on, “it’s too had. 
I can’t hear to think of it. Such an old ripper as the General ! 
Why must they take him ? Why can’t they take a useless chap 
like me, who never did anyone any good ? ” And the unaccustomed 
tears came into the lad’s eyes as he turned his head away. But 
the old General battled through, and, thank Heaven, I can still 
write of him in the present tense. 

Yours as always, my dear boy, Diogehes Robinsoh. 


“ANECDOTAGE.” 

{Companion Volume to other Worlcs of the same hind . ) 

A Tbavelleb in Italy during the middle ages knew a Chemist very 
well indeed. One day a rather stylish Lady, with a shifty look about 
the eyes, entered the shop and asked for some poison. “I cannot 
furnish yon, Madam, with wbat you require. I have quarrelled 
with the undertaker.” The Traveller subsequently ascertained that 
the name of the lady was Lijcbezia Bobgia. 


Just before the Battle of Waterloo, Eoitche met Bohapabte, 
who was then in command of the French Army. He said, “You 
will find that, before this campaign is over, I shall have on one foot 
a Blecheb, and on the other a Wellutgtoh. It is fortunate for 
me I cannot find pairs of both I ” This is a proof (if one is needed) 
of the Embebob’s fear of fate. 


Chbistopheb Collmbits was (as a lad) very fond of exploration. 
One day he went over to America, and, arriving at Ms destination, 
christened it Columbia, The laud of the Yankees, even now, is 
occasionally known by this appellation. 


_ Mr, Bunch one day was invited to listen to Someone’s Recollec- 
tions or Reminiscences. All went well for five minutes, when the 
Autobiographist, looking np from his Autobiography, found that 
Mr. Bunch was fast asleep. The Sage slumbered as the Represen- 
tative of the Public* 


23[OTICtE.^Eejected C oannuni catians or Contribuiiona^ whether MS., Printed Matter, Brawings, or Pictures of Any description, will 
if * hht Whfit aohompanied hV % Addressed PJnvelope, Cover, or Wrapper* To this rule 

there wul oe ne exception, 
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’ARRY AT ’ARRYGATE. 

(Second Letter , ) 

Deae CHAELiE,-“Tlie post-mark, no doubt, 

■will surprise you. I ’m still at the 
Crown, ^ 

TbougK I said in my last — wot wos true — 

I was jest on the mizzle for town. 

Ad a letter from nunky, old man, with 
another small cheque. Grood old nunk ! 

So I’m in for a fortnit’ more sulphur and 
slosh, afore doing a bunk. 

Ah ! I ’ve worked it, my pippin, I ’ye worked 
it ; gone in for hezcursions all round, 

To Knaresborough, Bolton, and Fountains, 

You know, dear old pal, I ’ll be bound. 

As hantiquities isn’t my ’obby, and ruins 
don’t fetch me, not much ! 

I can’t see their “ beauty,” no more than the 
charms of some dowdy old Dutch. 

A Castle, all chunnicks of stone, or a 
Habbey, much out of repair, 

A skelinton Banquetting ’All, and a bit 
of a broken-down stair, 

May appear most perticular “precious ” 
to them as the picteresk cops ; 

But give me the sububs and stucco, 
smart yillas, and spick-and-span 
shops. 

“Up to date” is our siney quay non in 
these days. Fang der sickle^ yer 
know, 

Wioh is French for the same, I persoom, 
and them phrases is now all the 
go. 

Find ’em sprinkled all over the papers ; 
in politics, fashion, or art. 

If you carnt turn ’em slick round yer 
tongue, you ain’t modern, or know- 
ing, or smart. 

Still a houting to Bolton ain’t bad when the charry- 
hang ’s well loaded up 

With swell seven-and-sixpence-a-headers. I felt like 
a tarrier-pup 

On the scoop arter six weeks of kennel ,and drench in 
the ’ands of a vet ; 

I ’d got free of the brimstoney fLaviour and went it 
accordin’, you bet ! 

’Ad a day at a village called Birstwith. The most too- 
ralooralest scene, 

’OUer down among ’ills, dontcher know, ancient trees 
and a jolly big green. 

Reglar old Rip-van-Winkleish spot, sech as Caldecott 
ought to ha’ sketched. 

ThoimE I ain’t noways nuts on the pasteral, even Yours 
Truly wos fetched. 


Bit sick of “ Ta-ra-ra ” and “ Knocked ^em ; ” 
“ Carissimar ” gives me the ’unip. 

For I ’ear it some six times per morning ; and 
then there ’s a footy old pump 
Blows staggery toons on a post-’orn for full 
aif a-hour each day. 

To muster the mugs for a coach-drive. My 
heye and a bandbox, it ’s gay ! 

At the “ Crown” we git up little barnies, to 
eke out the ’Arrygate lot, 

For even the Spa ’s a bit samesome for six 
times a week when it ’s ’ot ; 

Though they do go it pooty permiskus with 
pickter- shows, concerts, and such 
Yus, I must say they ladles it out fair and 
free, for a sixpenny touch. 

But even yer Fancy Dress Balls, and yer 
lectures by Annie Besant, 

All about Hastral Bodies and Hether, seems 
not always quite wot yer want 



Pooty sight and no error, old pal ! ’Twos a 
grand “ Aughticultural Show,” 

So the “ Progrum of Sports ” told the public. 
Fruit, nowers, and live poultry, yer 
know. 

Big markee and a range of old ’en- coops, 
sports, niggers, a smart local band, 
Cottage gardenin’, cheese, roosters, and races t 
Rum mix, but I gave it a ’and. 

I do like to hencourage the joskins. One thing 
though, wos fiddle-de-dee, 

They ’ad a “Refreshment Tent,” Chablie. 

Oh my ! Ginger- ale and weak tea I 
Nothink stronger, old pal, s’elp me bob ! Fancy 
me fiopping down on a form 
A-munching plum- putty, and lapping Bohea 
as wos not even warm I 

This ’ere ’Arrygate ’s short of amusements. 
There’s niggers and bands on the 
^ “Stray” 

(Big lumpy old field in a ’ole, wich if properly 
managed might pay.) 

Mysterious Minstrels with masks on, a 
bleating contralto in black. 

With a oriul tremoler, my pippin! — ^yus, 
these are the pick of the pack. 


To wile away time arter dinner. So thanks 
to that gent — six-foot-four ! — 

Who fair cuts the record as Droring-Room 
M.C. — of course hammytoor. 

Then we ’ve conjurors, worblers, phreno- 
logists I One ’ad a go at my 
chump. 

’E touzled my ’air up tremenjus, and said I ’d 
no hend of a bump 

Of somethinkhe called “ Happrybativeness.” 
Feller meant well, I suppose, ^ 

But I didn’t quite relish his sroile, nor his 
rummy remarks on my nose. 

When a taU gurl as pooty as paint, and 
with cheeks like a blush - rose in 
bloom, 

’As ’er lamps all a-larf on yer face, and a 
giggle goes round the whole room, 

’Tisn’t nice to sit square on a chair, with a 
feller a-sharpening ’is wit 

On your nob, and a rumpling your '’air till 
it ’s like a birch-broom in a fit I 

One caper we ’ad, on the lawn, wos a spree, 
and no error, old man. 

They caR it a “ Soap-Bubble Toumyment.” 
Soapsuds, a pipe, knd a fan, 


Four six-foot posts stuck in the giound 
with a tape run around — them ’s the 
“ props,” 

And lawn-'tennis ain’t in it for larks. Oh, 
the ladies did larf, though tip-tops I 

Bit sniffy fust off. “Oh!” sez they, “wot 
a most hintellectual game I ” 

But 1 noticed that them as sneered most wos 
most anxious to win, all the same. 

The gent he stands slap in the middle, and 
tries to blow bubbles like fun, 

Wich his pardner fans over the tape ; don’t 
it jest keep the girls on the run I 

Every bubble as crosses the tape afore bust- 
ing counts one to that pair. 

And the pair as counts most wins the prize. 
They are timed by a hegg - boiler. 
There 1 

It wos aU a pantermime, Chaelie, to see ’ow 
them gurls scooted round, 

Jest like Japanese jugglers, a-fanning the 
bubbles, as would ’ug the ground. 

Some gents wos fair frosts at the bizness; 

one good-’earted trim little toff 
Would blow with the bowl wrong end 
uppards. His pardner went pink and 
flounced off. 

He gurgled away like a babe with a pap- 
bottle, guggle— gug—gug ! 

And I ’eard ’er a-giving ’im beans as ’e 
mizzled, much down in the mug. 

’Owsomever, it ain't for amusements as 
’Arrygate lays itself hout ; 

No, dear boy, it ’s for doses and douches ; 

and there it scores freely, no doubt. 

Wy, there’s thirty-two Springs in the Bog 
Field— a place like a graveyard gone 
wrong — 

Besides Starbeck, the Tewit, and others, aR 
narsty, and most on ’em strong. 

Since Sir Slinosby discovered the first one, 
now close on three cent’ries ago, 

Wot a lush of naixed mineral muck these 
’ere Arrygate Springs ’ave let flow ! 

WeR, ere’s bully for Brimstone, my bloater, 
and ’ooray for ’Arrygate air ! 

Wich ’as done me most good I don’t know, 
and I ’m scorched if I very much care ! 

I know ’Arrygate girls cop the biscuit for 
beauty. They ’ve cheeks like the rose, 
Their skin is jest strorberries and cream; 

it’s the sulphur, dear boy, I suppose. 

As for me, I look yaRer as taRer alongside 
’em Chaelie, wus luck ! 

I ’card one call me saffron-faced sparrer, 
and jest as I thought ’er fair struck. 

I ’d naR ’em, in time, I ’ve no doubt, when I 
once got the ’ang of their style. 

There’s a gal at the MontpelRer Baths. 

Scissoree I ’ow I ’ve tried for a smRe, 
When she tips me my tannersworth ! Shucks I 
she ’s as orty and stiff as yer please. 
Primrose Dames isn’t in it lor snubs with 
these arrygant ’Arrygatese ! 

But I reckon my “Douche” is now due. 
Doctor Black ’s that pertikler, old 
man. 

These ’Arrygate doctors ’ave ^ progrums — 
you ’ve got to pan out to their plan. 

Up early, two swigs afore breakfast, and 
tubs when they tell yer ’s the rule. 

WeR, the feRer as flies to a Sawbones, and 
don't toe the line is a fool. 

Reglar Doctor-Shop, ’Arrygate is; see their 
photos aR over the town. 

Mine is doing me doRups of good ; I ’m quite 
peckish, and jest a bit brown. 

I ’m making the most of my time, and 
a-laying in aR I can carry. 

So ’ere ends this budget of brimstone and 
baths from your sulphur-Ebaked 

’Aeet. 
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A FROG HE WOULD A-ROWING GO 

A Sad Song op the Intern ational Boat Race. 

( With 3fr, Punch's cordial Compliments to the victor%ous French Eight.) Air — “ A Frog he would a- Wooing go." 



A Feoggie woTild a-rowing go, 

^ Heiglio f or Eowing'I 

To see u Big Btilije could lick Mm or uo j 
With Ms boating form that ’s all gammon and spinach. 
Heigho for British Bowing ^ 

So off he set with Ms boating-cap, 

Hei^o for Bowing I 

And swore at Big Bull he would just have a slap ! 
WMch Bull declared was all gammon and spinach ! 
Heigho for British Bowing 1 
“ Pray, Mr. Bull, will you race with me ? ” 

Heigho for Bowing ! 

Says Bull, “If you Hke, but ^tis ffddle-de-dee 1 
For Frog against Bull is all gammon and spinach/^ 
Heigho for British Buwing I 


When they came to Andresy upon^the Seine, 

Heigho for Bowing ! 

Big Bull pulled Ms hardest, but pulled in vain. 

For he found Ms boasts were all gammon and spinach. 
Heigho for British Bowing ! 

For in spite of the brag, and the bounce, and the chaff, 
Heigho for Bowing ! 

The Frog beat the Bull by a length and a half, 

With your Mossop and James, linked by Boudir' and CuziR, 
Heigho, says B. 0. Lehmarn I 


** Pray, Mr. Bull, do you^relish the spin ? ” 

Heigho for Bowing I 

(Said Fboggxe.) “ And were you cocksure you would win, 
With your forty- one strokes all sheer gammon and spinach 
Heigho for British Bowing I 
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“ Humpli ! Eegular take-down ! ” said Bi^ Mr. Btjil — 

Heigho for Rowing ! 

But, Frocgie or not, by the lord yon can pull. 

With your mnch-decried ^hang,’ — ’twas all gammon and 
spinach ! Heigho for British Rowing ! ’’ 

“Hal Ha ! ” cried the Esoc, “the old fable, thought true 
Heigho for Rowing ! 

“ Is out of date now. ^ I ’m as big, Bull, as you, 

As an oarsman, which is not all gammon and spinach ! ” 
Heigho for British Rowing. 

So that in the end (for the present), you see, 

Heigho for Rowing ! 

Of the race between Big and Little FEoaeiE. ^ 

Bull’s fame, in a boat, seems all gammon and spinach. 

Heigho for British Rowing I 

Mr. Chaujstcet Depew, the well-known American lawyer, won- 
ders why on earth the British Oovernment has not long ago given 
Home Rule to Ireland. He encourages Mr. O.’s Ministry to do their 
best in this direction, and chaunce-y it. We ’re always delighted to 
wdcome Mr. CHA.uircET Depew in England, so let him come over 
with a Depewtation to Mr. G-. on the subject. 

EQUESTRiiLn Fruit, — At the Horticultural Show the Baroness 
Bue^ett-Coutts exhibited a “ Cob of Adam’s Early Maize,” Ho 
particulars are given. Was it 14*1 and a weight- carrier ? Being 
Adam’s, it must be about the oldest in the world. “Maize ’’may 
be a misprint for “ Mews.” Hext time the Baroness must send a 
pear. 

I Probable DEDUCTioisr. — A pertinacious Salvation Army Captain 
1 was worrying a Scotch farmer, whom he had met in the train, 
with perpetual inquiries as to whether “he had been born again of 
Water and the Spirit?” At last, McSajstdx replied, “Aweel, I 
dinna reetly ken how that may be, but my' good old f eyther and 
mither took their toddy releegiously every mcht, the noo.” i 


THE AUSTRO-GERMAH OFFICER’S TADE-MECHM:. 

Q, You have heard of the Ride from Berlin to Yienna, and^7^ce versd f 

A, Yes ; and of the mishaps that befell many of the competitors. 

Q, You mean their horses ? 

A, What applies to the one applies to the other. 

Q. Some of the poor steeds died on the journey ? 

A, I daresay — of course, it was hard work. 

Q. And vou have read that, even when the poor horses were 
fainting and refusing food, the riders still went on ? 

A, Of course. The riders had magnificent pluck and nerve. 

Q. What, to observe the anguish of their chargers without emotion ? 

Hoi The idea! I mean they had pluck and nerve in spite 
of all disconragement to push on to the winning-post. 

Q, And what do youthmk this breaking down of the horses proved ? 

A . That, after all, the creatures were brutes— only brutes ! 

Q. Does not the suffering of these brutes suggest 

A, That the riders were brutes too ? — Ah ! 

\No further question put, the Answerer having mastered the suhjecL 

Ilf Excelsis.— H o better example of the methods employed by 
Yiviseetionists could he given than was presented at the Church 
Congress last week, where in debate on this subject they were all 
engaged in cutting up one another.^ The Bishop of EDrErBURO-H, 
denouncing the mor^ty of the Bishop of Maistchester and of 
Bishop Baeet, was a rare sight. His Lordship said that the mora- 
lity of these two Bishops was “ up in a balloon.” Well, surely this 
is morality of the most elevated description. These Bishops are not 
“ tn but in nuhibus. 


Ik Water Colours. — The East London Waterworks Company 
had a very successful meeting the other day. Inter alia the Chair- 
man said, that “the Waltham Well is a complete success.” Ergo let 
Well alone. That from this source they still supplied “ 36 gallons 
per head.” The heads must be uncommonly hard to stand all this 
water on the brain. A dividend of eight per cent, is, after all, a 
very pleasant draught. 
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-rucr /'uinkC ?» GreentheG. {with perfect good-humour), I sliall be bappy to do 

iaHctlM Inc iaUiUt. man, Sir, — if you ^11 help me by doing* the dumb. ^ ( The Mor. 

{A Sketch on u Royal Blue^* Car at Jersey.) M. begins to feel that he had better leave Q-reen the Gruide alone.) 

^ ^ -ciij 1 J .1 • 4 . n r j. Well, Ladies and (Gentlemen, I’ll sing you a good old-fashioned 

On the Car is, among others, an EMerly Gentleman, tn a tall hat, Kunting-song, and I ’ll ask you to join me in the Chorus. 

with a quantity of wraps a Stout Shopkeeper, with a stouter rjjg << WeUl all go out hunting to-day 


GUIDE/’ 

' Car at Jersey . ) 


Wife ; a Serious Commercial Traveller, and a couple of young 
“ Shop-ladies ” ; a Morose Young Man, who has “ got out of bed })a,dly. 
the wrong side ” that morning, and another, who has begun his 
potations rather early, and is in the muzzily talkative mood, 

The Car is one of a long string of similar vehicles, and is 
proceeding at a rapid rate along one of the winding roads. 


The Mor. M. {after the First Verse). The beggar don’t sing so 
badly. I will say that for him I {After the Third.) Capital voice 
he has’ Rattling good Chorus, too! “Join the glad throng that 
goes laughing along, and we ’ll all go a-hunting to-day I ” {At the 
end.) Bravo ! encore ! encore ! 

[Mis good-humour is suddenly and miraculously restored. 
Green the G. {in a tone of instruction). You will notice that the 


The Muzzy Man. Frivolous, am I? Well, we came ’ere to be Green the G. {in a tone of instruction). You will notice that the 
frivolous— to a certain extent. Am I out of the way in anything thistle is very abundant just here, Ladies and Gentlemen.^ The 
I ’ve said ? Because I woke this morning with a dry mouth, and I reason of that, is that some years ago a vessel was wrecked on this part 
dnn’t TYiind antrino* T ’-cfi a littlA rlrnn brnridv sinAA. nf thft Aoast which was sailine* from Scotland with a cararo of thistle- 


don’t mind saying I ’ve had a little drop o’ brandy since. 

Mis Neighbour. You might let people find out that for them- 
selves, I should think ! 

The Muzzy M. Ro— I like to he honest and straightforward, I do. 
I don’t want to he out of the way, you 

understand. ^ M 

The Shopkeepers Wife {to her Neigh- 
hour). This is a pretty part of the road 
we’re on now— but, lor! there’s nothing 
’ere to come up to the Isle of Man. Doug- 
las, now — that is a nice place, with all 
them Music Halls! And the scenery — ^why, 

I ’m sure I felt sometimes as if I must stop, 

just to look at it ! ^ 

The Muzzy Man. I consider scenery 
we ’re coming to most beautiful I ’ve seen 
for — ioi miles around. [Me goes to sleep. 

: ^ The Shopkeeper {to the Elderly G., tpho 
is shifting ana turning about uneasily). 

: Lost anything, Sir ? J 

The F. G. Ho— thank you, no. I was 
looking to see whether Green the Guide 
was on the car. {Shouts of laughter are 
heard from the car behind.) Ah, thaVs ( 

Green the Guide! I wish he’d come on (I mjK, 

our car— very amusing fellow, Sir- capital i ' I mKi 

company! 

The Morose M. {to the Young Lady [on ' 1 |( Jjv|fi| W 

hi8left\. Who ’ 8 Green the Guide P ' ''i! l| 

The Y. L. Oh, don’t yon know? He ii I ' 

comes with the cars and makes jokes and nil Um/l/l In I 

all that. I hope he ’ll come to us. ^ -4^^ | I 

The Mor. M. I don’t. I can do that IfM 

sort of thing for my self Jf I want , to, I '^1 p] I 

hope. [ With a scowh 

^ The Y, L. Well, there ’s , no harm in 

The Serious Comm. T. {to his neighbour y y 

— one of the Shop-ladies), So you come rr / 

from Birmingham r Dear me, now. I used 
to be there very often on business at one 

time. Do yon know the Rev. Mr. Podger L— ^ 

there? A good old gentleman, he is. I ^ 

used to attend his Chapel regular — most 
improving discourses he used to give us. I 

am fond of a good Sermon, aren’t you ? &c. 

[He imagines— not altogether correctly— „ , , ,,, . 


of the coast which was sailing from Scotland with a cargo of thistle- 
down. {Outcry of incredulity.) If you don’t believe me, ask the 
Coachman. 

The Coachman {stolidly). It ’s a fact, Gentlemen, I assure you. 

G. the G. The soil of Jersey is remark- 
^ ably productive ; if you plant a sixpence, 

it wiU come np a shilling in no time. The 
1^^ cabbages on this island grow to an extra- 

ordinary height, f re(inently attaining twenty 
^ feet— (ow^ory) — ^yes, if you measure up one 

side, and down the other. {They pass a 
couple of sheep on a slope.) The finest fiock 
of sheep in the island. The dark one is 
not black, only a Httle^ sunburnt. The 
house you see on that MR over there was 
formerly slept in by Charles the Second. 
He left a pair of slippers^ beMnd him — 
which have since grown into top-boots. 
There you see the only windmRl in this 
m /A island — there used to be three, 

found there was not enough 
^1 wind for them aU. From here you have a 

^ f I J clear view of the coast of France ; and, 

1 1 rfW^l when the wind is blowing in tMs direction, 

I f y wS[ exceUent opportunity of ac- 

a ^ quiring the French accent in aR its purity. 

m {This siring of somewhat hoary^ chestnuts 

pm £ljf^ f'lhj I ^ ^^^ts with a success beyond their intrinsic 

\ ^ j I ll II 1 1 merits, the Morose Man being as much enter- 

^ gU0/)'||Hl[l |l tained as anybody.) On your right is an 

r ftBw/ inland lake of fresh water 

m Muzzy Man {waking up with sudden 

r interest). ^Can you drink it with perfect 

^ G. the G. Depends"^ how far you "are 

accustomed to it as a beverage, Sir. ( The 
^ car stops at an hotel.) We stop here two 

fe=-“ — — hours. Ladies and Gentlemen, to enable you 

& f (j) to luuch, and examine the oaves afterwards, 

nji leave anything you Rke on the 

J except five-pound notes— and they 

might get blown away ! 

Wat Home. 

^ The Shopkeeper's Wife {to her Mushand). 

^ Ah, Tom, it’s just as well you stayed be- 

a taU hat, mth a quantity liin'i-you ’d never have got throngh those 
y , ^ ^ ^ caves ! You wouldn t believe I could ha’ 


^ . Gentleman, in a tall hat, with a quantity ^ i . ,Tl 

that he is producing an agreeable ^ of maps. » caves! You wouldn’t believe I could ha’ 

impression, * done it unless you’d seen me — clambering 

A Young Man in a Frock-coat, Canvas-shoes, and Cloth-cap. Scar- down iron ladders, and jumping on to rocks, and squeezing through 
borough? Yes, I ’ve there— but I don’t care about it much. You tunnels, and then up a elm Rke the side of a house. I Jewish 

have to dress such a lot there, y’ know, and I like to come out just you could ha’ seen me, Tom ! 


as I am! 


Tom {philosophically). Ah, weR, I was very comfortable where I 


[The conversation, notwithstanding its brilliancy, is beginning to flag was, settin’ in the hotel room there, smoking my pipe. Green the 
— when the car is boarded by a stalwart good-looking man, Guide gave us, “ Nocked in the Cradle of the Deep,^^ in first-rate 
carrying a banjo, and wearing a leather shoulder-belt with style— he is a singer, and no mistake I 

“Green the Guide” in brass letters upon it; the Elderly Mis Wife. Lor, I wish I ’d known he was going to sing — I’d ha’ 
Gentleman, and most of the Ladies welcome him with effusion, stayed too ! But here he is, waiting by the road tor us— I do hope 


while the Younger Men appear to resent his appearance. 

The Mor. M, {sotto voce). It he’s going to play that oldj instru- 
ment of torture, 1 shall howl, that’s ail I 

Green the Guide {in a deep baritone voice). WeR, Ladies and 


he ’s going to sing again ! 

Green the G. {mounting the car). I fear I am an unwelcome 
visitor. 

The Eld. G, {graciously). It would be the first time in your life 


Gentlemen, I congratulate you upon ha^g a fine day for our ex- then, Green I 

oursion. My glass went up three feet tMs morning. G. the G. WeR, the fact is, I come to levy a Rfctle contribution on 

The Morose Man {aggressively), Was there wMskey inside it ? behalf of myself and the Coachman. Times are hard, Gentlemen, 
Green the Guide. No, Sir, it would have gone down suddenly if and both of us have large famihes to support. If you don’t believe 
there had been. {^The Elderly G. asks for a ^ng.) I shaR be de- me, ask the Coachman. {The Elderly G. explains that his wrappings 
lighted to entertain you to the best of my ability. Wha<t would you prevent him from getting at his purse Just then, while the others 
like to have ? contribute with more or less readiness and liberality.) Many thanks, 

TJw Mor. M. None of your songs— give us an imitation— of a deaf Ladies and Gentlemen, on behalf of myself and the Coachman, and 
and dumb man. to express my sense of your generosity, I wRl sing you the great 
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Jersey National Song, composed^ by myself, before leaying. {He 
sings a ditty with the following spirited Chorus ) : — 

There the streets are paved -with granite. So neat and clean 
And lots of pretty, witty girls, are always to he seen ! 

"With the brave old Mi-litia, Our foes to defy ! 

And there they grow the Cabba-ges — ^Ten feet high ! 

{All together^ Gentlemen, please /) Yes, there they grow the Cabbages, there 
they grow the Cabbages, there they grow the Cabbages — Ten feet high ’ 

Thank you. Gentlemen, 1 Ve sung that song a number of times, and 
I never remember hearing the chorus better sung. If you don’t 
believe me, ask the Coachman. ^ 

Coachman, Pve never ’card it better sung, Ladies and Gentlemen, 
I assure you. 

[Greek the Guide descends in a Haze of popularity, and the 
‘ ‘ Royal Blue ” rolls on in excellent spirits. 


POLITICAL TRAINING. 

Monday, Mr. Chamberlaik’s remarks on abstinence from 
bodily exercise. Sold my bicycle, and gave away all my rackets, 
bats, &c. Resolved to follow the latest system. Shall doubtless, by 
these means, reach Mr. C.’s high position as a statesman and orator. ' 
Went out in a Bath-chair. Pive minutes after starting, man said 
he was not accustomed to drag so heavy an invalid, and must rest a 
little. Tried a speech — ^my maiden one — on the Disadvantages of 
Bodily Exercise. He listened respectfully, and, when at last I had 
finished, said he quite agreed with me, and that the fare was seven 
shillings. 

Tuesday, — Have decided that exercise in a Bath-chair is g^uite 
superfluous. Resolved to take exercise, for the future, in a 
hammock, just outside the garden-door. Must practise speech- 
making to the gardener. Good idea— Orchids. Asked him what he 
thought about the new Orchid. Miserable fool answered, “ Awkud, 
zur ? Dunno waht thaht be.^^ I said that was “ awkud,” and had to 
laugh at the highly original side-splitter myself, as he never saw it. 

Wednesday, — Must really give up this long walk to the garden- 
door. ShaU never become a great statesman unless I do. Resolved 
to take exercise in arm-chair in library. The children’s governess 
came in to fetch a book. Addressed her at some length on Eree Edu- 
cation, Afterwards, thought this subject was somewhat ill-chosen, 
as her salary is so smaR. 

Thursday, — Really cannot stand this walking up and down stairs. 
Shall remain for the future in my bed-room and take exercise on 
sofa by fireside, as I feel chilly. Page came in with coals. Re- 
minded me of Policy of Scuttle. Spoke of this at some length, and 
woke him up with difficulty when I had finished. Pelt rather 
unwell. 

Friday, — Dressing and^ undressing is certainly needless fatigue, 
and evidently causes this headache and general seedmess. Shall 
take exercise in bed. Felt worse. Female relatives anxious, and 
insist on medical attendance. Assured them I was following the 
best system, and answered their persistent demands by a short address 
on Home Rule. 

Saturday, — Felt so bad at five this morning, that Doctor was 
fetched. Tried feebly to address him on the Eight Hours’ (Question, 
when he said he never had any time to think how long he worked. 
Explained my new system to iiim. He said I should myself want a 
new system to stand such a course of treatment. Then he puRed me 
out of bed, and insisted on my walking ten mRes as soon as I was 
dressed. Felt much better. Shall abandon poRtics and become a 
farmer, having just heard of an infallible system for growing wheat 
profitably. 


The “Restoration- ” Period.— WiR the Chairmen of the L.C. & D. 
and the S.E. Lines unite their forces ? After the meetirff on this 
subject last week, Sir Edward wlR have lots of reason to listen to. 
But apart from every consideration of mal de mer, and “ From Calais 
to Dover,” as the poet sings “’Tis soonest over,” there is not any- 
where a better, and we, who have suffered as greatly as the muon- 
enduring Dlysses, venture to assert not anywhere as good a luncheon 
as at the “ Restauration ” (weR it deserves the title!) of the Calais 
Station. Every patriotic travelling Englishman must be delighted 
to think that some few centuries ago we gave up Calais. Had it been 
nowadays in EngRsh hands, why it might even now be^ possessed 
of a “ Refreshment Room” no better than— any on our side of the 
Channel, for there is no necessity to particularise. From Dover to 
Calais is the shortest and best restorative ’d route for the traveRer, 
whether iR or weR, at sea. 


Mottoes for the new Lord Mayor. “ Nil ohstet,^^ “ Nil fortius 
and, from Horace, “ Nil amplius oro.” This, in answer to thousands 
of correspondents, is our last word on the subject ; so after this 
(except on the 9th of November), we say— 


SUCH A LIGHT OPERA 

Had Sir Arthitr written the music for The Mountebanks, and 
Sir Brian- de Bois Gilbert the book of Haddon Hall, both might 

have been big successes 
So, however, it was not to 
be^ and Sir Arthur chose 
this book by Mr. Grundy, 
which labours under tbe 
disadvantages of being 
original, and of not owing 
almost everything to a 
French source. It isn’t 
every day of the week that 
Mr. Grundy tumbles upon 
A Pair of^ i^ectacles in a 
volume of French plays. 
The period to which the very 
sRght and uninteresting 
story of Haddon Hall be- 
longs is just before the 
Restoration, but the dia- 
logue of “the hook” is 
spiced with modem slang, 
both “ up to date ” (the date 
being this present year of 
Grace, not sixteen hundred 
and sixty) and out of date. 
The “out-of-date” slang, 
which is, “J’ve goVem on^^ 
— alluding to the Scotch- 
man’s trousers — has by far 
the best of it, as it comes 
at tbe end of the piece, and 
enjoys the honour of hav- 
ing been set to music by 
the variously-gifted CJom- 
poser: so that “J’tje got^em o?^,”with its enthusiasticaRy treble- 
encored whiskey fling capitaRy danced by Miss Nita Cole as Nance, 
with Mr. Denny as The McCrankie, may he considered as the real 
hit of the evening, having 
in itself about as much to 
do with whatever there is 
of the plot as would have 
the entrance of Mr. Joey 
Grimaldi, in full Clown’s 
costume, with “Here we 
are again ! ” Of the music, 
as there was very little to 
oatoh and take away, one 
had to leave it. Of course 
this^ seriously comic or 
comicaRy serious Opera is 
drawing' — [“ Music,'’^ ob- 
serves Mr. Wagg, paren- 
thetieaRy, “ cannot be 
drawing '^'*'\ — and wiR con- 
tinue to do so for some little 
time, long enough at aR 
events to reimburse Mr. 

D’Oyly Carte for his more 
than usuaRy lavish outlay 
on the mise-en-scene. 

In the Second Act, the 
mechanical change from the 
exterior of Haddon HaR to 
the interior, must be 
reckoned as among the most 
effective transformations 
ever seen on any stage. It 
would be stiR more so^ if 
the time occupied in making 
it were reduced one-half, 
and the storm in the or- 
chestra, and the lightning seen through black gauze on stage were 
omitted. The Rghtning frightens nobody, only amuses a few, and 
in itself is no very great attraction. Even if these flashes were a 
very striking -performance, no danger to the audience need be 
apprehended from it, seeing that Mr. Cellier is in front as 
*^Conduotor.” Perhaps Mr. D’Otly Carte, noticing that 
Mr, Grundy oaRs his piece “a Rght Opera,” thought that, as it 
wasn’t quite up to this description, it would he as weR the 
required Rght’ning” were brought in somewhere, and so he intro- 
duced it here. If this he so, it is about the only flash of genius in 
the performance. 





Christmas is comm’ ! ” 

The M‘Clown of M‘Clowii dancing. 
The Beel Hit of the Opera. 
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POST-PRANDIAL PESSIMISTS. 

Scene — The Smohing-room at the Decadents, 

First Decadent {M, A, Oxon), “After all, Smtthe, what wotjli) Life be without Coffee?” 

Second Decadent {B. A, Oamb.), “True, Jeohnes, true 1 And yet, after all, what is Life with Coffee ?” 


CROSSING THE BAR/^ i 

IK MEMOKIAM. 

fflrb CemtysoK. 

Born, August 5, 1809. Died, October 6, 1892. 

“ Taliessen is our fullest throat of son^.” 

The Holy Grail, 

OiJR fullest throat of song: is silent, hushed 

In Autumn, when the songless woods are 
still, 

And with October’s boding hectic fushed 

Slowly the year disrobes. A passionate 
thrill 

Of strange proud sorrow pulses through the 
land, 

His land, his England, which he loved so 
well j 

And brows bend low, as slow from strand to 
strand 

The Poet’s passing bell 

Sends forth its solemn note, and every heart 

Chills, and sad tears to many an eyelid start. 

Sad tears in sooth ! And yet not wholly so. 

Exquisite echoes of his own swan-soHg 

Eorbid mere murmuring mournfuhiess ; the 
glow 

Of its great hope illumes us. Sleep, thou 
strong 

Pull tide, as over the unmo^ing bar 

Pares this unfaltering darer oi the deep, 

Beaconed by a Great Light, the pilot-star 
Of valiant souls, who keep 

Through the long strife of thought-life free 
from scathe 

The luminous guidance of the larger faith. 


Ko sadness of farewell? Great Singer, 
crowned 

"With lustrous laurel, facing that far light. 

In whose white radiance dark seems whelmed 
and drowned, 

And death a passing shade, of meaning 
slight \ 

Sunset, and evening star, and that clear call, 
The twilight shadow, and the evening hell, 

Bring naught of gloom for thee. Whate’er 
befall 

Thou must indeed fare well. 

But we— we have hut memories now, and love 

The plaint of fond regret will scarce reprove. 

Great singer, he, and great among the great, 
Or greatness hath no sure abiding test. 

The poet’s splendid pomp, the shining state 
Of royal singing robes, were his, con- 
fest. 

By slowly growing certitude of fame, 

Since tost, a youth, he fouud fresh-opening 
portms 

To Beauty’s Pleasure-House. Ranked with 
acclaim 

Amidst the true Immortals, 

The amaranth fields with native ease he trod, 

Authentic son of the lyre-hearing god. 

Presh portals, nntrod pleasaunees, new ways 
In Ait’s great Palace, shrined in Nature’s 
heart, 

Sought the young singer, and his limpid 
lays, 

O’er sweet, perchance, yet made the <iuick 
blood start 

To many a cheek mere glittering rhymes left 
cold. 

But through the gates of Ivory or of Horn 


His vivid vision flocked, and who so hold 
As to repulse with scorn 
The shining troop because of shadowy birth, 
Of bodiless passion, or light tinkling mirth ? 

But the true god-gift grows. Sweet, sweet, 
still sweet 

As great Apollo’s lyre, or Pan’s plain reed, 
His music flowed, hut slowly he out-heat 
His song to flner issues. Fingers fleet, 
That trifled with the pipe-stops, shook grand 
sound 

From the great organ’s golden mouths 
anon. 

A meUow-measured might, a beauty bound 
(As Yenus with her zone) 

By that which shaped from chaos Earth, Air, 
Skyj 

The unhampenng restraint of Harmony. 

Hysteric ecstasy, now fierce, now faint, 

But ever fever-sick, shook not his lyre 
With epileptic fervours. Sensual taint 
Of satyr neat, or bacchanal desire, 

Polluted not the passion of his song ; 

Ho coryhantio clangor clamoured through 
Its manly harmonies, as sane as strong ; 

So that the captious few 
Found sickliness in pure Elysian halm, 

And coldness in such high Olympian calm. 

Impassioned purity, high minister 
Of spirit’s joys, was his, reserved, re- 
strained. 

His song was like the sword Excalihur 
Of his symbolic knight; trenchant, un- 
stained. 

It shook the world of wordly baseness, smote 
The Ohristless heathendom ®f huckstmng 
days. 
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There is no harshness in that mellow note, 

No blot upon those bays ; 

For loyal love and knightly valour rang 
Through rich immortal music when he 
sang. 

Arthur, his friend, the Modern G-entleman, ■ 
Arthur, the hero, his ideal Kmght, 
Inspired his strains. From fount to flood 
they ran 

A flawless course of melody and light. 

A Christian chivalry shone in his song 
From Locksley Hall to shadowy Lyonnesse, 
Whence there stand forth two figures, 
stately, strong, 

Symbols of spirit’s stress ; 

The blameless King, saintship with scarce 
a blot, 

And song’s most noble sinner, Lancelot. 

Lover of England, lord of English hearts, 
Master of English speech, painter supreme 
Of English landscape I Patriot passion starts 
A-flame, pricked by the words that glow 
and gleam 

In those imperial pseans, which might arm 
Pale cowards for the fray. Touched by 
his hand 

The simple sweetness, and the homely charm 
Of our green garden-land 
Take on a witchery as of Arden’s glade. 

Or verdant Yallombrosa’s leafy shade. 

The fragrant fruitfulness of wood and wold, 
Of flowery upland, and of orchard-lawn. 
Lit by the lingering evening’s softened gold, 
Or flushed with rose-hued radiance of the 
^ dawn ; 

Bird-music beautiful ; the robin’s trill, 

Or the rook’s drowsy clangour ; flats that 
run 

From sky to sky, dusk woods that drape the 
hill. 

Still lakes that draw the sun ; 

All, all are mirror’d in^his verse, and there 
Familiar beauties shine most strangely fair. 


TO MY SWEETHEAET. 

[“ Those roses you bought and gave to me are marvels. They are still alive .” — Ser Letter. 1 



A Hothouse where some roses blew”, 

And, whilst the outer w^orld was white, 

The gentle roses softly grew 
To fragrant visions or delight. 

Some wretched florist owned them all, 

And plucked them from their native 
bowers, 

Then gaily showed them on his stall 
To swell the ranks of ‘ ‘ Fresh - Cut 
Flowers.” 

Some went beside a bed of pain 
Where influenza claimed its due ; 

They drooped and never smiled again, 

The epidemic had them too. 

A gay young gallant bought so^me buds, 
And jauntily went out to dine 

With other reckless sporting bloods, ^ 

Who talked of women, drank of wine ; 

But whilst they talked, and smoked, and 
drank, 

And told tales not too sanctified. 

Abashed the timid blossoms shrank, 
Changed colour, faded, and then died. 

Yet roses, too, I gave to you, 

I saw you place them near your heart, 

You wore them all the evening through, 
You wore them when we came to part. 

But now you write to me, my dear, 

And marvel that they are not dead, 

Their beauty does not disappear, 

Their fragrant perfume has not fled. 

The reason ’s plain. ^ Somehow aright 
The flowers know if we ignore them. 

The roses live for sheer delight 
At knowing. Sweetheart, that you wore 
them. 


Poet, the pass-key magical was thine, 

To Beauty’s Fairy World, m classic calm 
Or rich romantic colour. Bagdat’s shrine 
By sheeny Tigris, Syrian pool and palm, 
Avilion’s bowery hollows, Ida’s peak, 

The lily-laden Lotos land, the fields 
Of amaranth I What may vagrant Fancy 
seek 

More than thy rich song yields. 

Of Orient odour, Faery wizardry, 

Or soft Arcadian simplicity ? 

From all, far Faery Land, Romance’s realm. 
Green English homestead, cloud-crown’d 
Attic hill, 

The Poet passes — whither ? Not the helm 
Of wounded Arthur, lit by light that 
fills 

Avilion’s fair horizons, gleamed more bright 
Than does that leonine laurelled visage 
now, 

Fronting with steadfast look that mystic 
Light. 

Grave eye, and gracious brow 
Turn from the evening bell, the earthly 
shore, 

To face the Light that floods him evermore. 

Farewell ! How fitlier should a poet pass 
Than thou from that dim chamber and the 
gleam 

Of poor earth’s purest radiance ? Love, alas ! 
Of that strange scene must long in sorrow 
dream. 

But we— -we hear thy manful music still ! 

A royal requiem for a kingly sonl I 
No sadness of farewell 1 Away regret, 

When greatness nears its goal ! 

We follow thee, in thought, through light, 
afar 

Divinely piloted beyond the bar I 


THOUGHTS-NOT WORTH A PENNY. 

{Fragrrimt from the Burlesque- Romance of No 
Gents ; or, The New Criticism f 
The Critic of the new cult visited a tailor’s 
establishment, and was delighted with all he 
saw. There were coats, and vests, and other 
garments. 

“ I make some fifty per cent, profit,” said 
the proprietor of the establishment, stroking 
his I moustache with a hand adorned with 
many a diamond ring. “ Of course it causes 
some labour, thought, and time — ^but I get 
my money for my trouble.” 

* ‘ And why not ? ” replied the Critic. ‘ ‘ Are 
you not worth it ? Do you not devote your 
energy to it ? Must you not live ? ” 

And, having said this, the Reviewer visited 
another place of business. This time he had 
entered the office of a Stockbroker. 

“ Of course it is rather anxious work some- 
times,” said the alternative representative of 
a hull and a hear. “ But it pays in the long 
run. I manage to keep up a house in South 
Kensington, and a carriage and pair, out of 
my takings.” 

Again, why not P ” responded the Critic. 
“You have a wife and farnHy. Must 
you not live ?” Then the Crmc visited 
Cheesemongers, and Bankers, SoHoitors, and 
Upholsterers. At last, he reached the modest 
abode of an Author. 

“Ah I” said he, in a tone of contempt; 
“you write books and plays I Why P 

sell them,” answered the Poet, 
in a faltering voice. 

“Sell them!” echoed the Critic, in tones 
of thunder. ‘ ‘ What do you mean by that ? ’ ’ 
“ Why, une must live f ” 

“Nonsense! The universe can get on 


very well without anyone. You might be 
dispensed with ; and, if it comes to that, so 
nught I. Yes, I am not wanted.” 

“Q,uite true!” murmured the Author; 
“indeed, you are not I ” 

“ And, after all, what is your work ? Mere 
brain action ! Anyone who could wield a pen 
could do it for you! And you expect to be 
paid, as if you were a tradesman — a Tailor or 
an Upholsterer ! ” 

“ But am I not a man and a brother ? Do 
I not get hungry, like anyone else P Have I 
not a wife and family ? ” 

“That is entirely beside the question,” 
persisted the Critic. “All you have to 
consider are the claims of Art. Now, Art is 
not to be served by paid votaries.” 

“ Then I suppose I am unworthy,” replied 
the Author, mournfully shaking his head. 
Well, let ns exchange places. Yon shall be 
the Author, and I wiU be the Critic.” 

“ Very sorry, my dear friend, but that is 
an unjust division. By that means you would 
receive all the money.” 

‘ ‘ And why not ? If I am to write, why am 
I not to be paid ? ” 

“Because it is beneath the dignity of an 
Author to write with a view to obtaining 
cash.” 

“Indeed! WeR, I am Mred of work. 
You have nothing to do but criticise. Let 
us swap positions.” 

“Are you mad?” shouted the Critic. 
Why, I am fond of my work. You don’t 
imagine I am going to give up my salary to 
our Why, it would demoralise you. I 
now the drawback of the system.” And 
the Author^ applied himself to the study of 
the New Criticism, and it seemed as great a 
mystery to him as ever. 
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LADY GKTS SELECTIONS. 

Beau Me. Pustoh, Mount Street^ Grosvenor Square, 

Fothen'g- but a keen sense of duty, coupled with the posses- 
sion of the smartest thing in waterproof overcoats ever seen, would 
have tempted me to go racing last week ; but the claims of Hurst 
Park were not to be denied, and my reward was, assisting at 
perhaps the most successful meeting ever held there — (the backers 
“ went down ” to a man, and so did the excellent lunch— so what 
more could you want ?) — and, in addition, being told by at least 
twenty people, the name of the winner of the Cesarewitoh I — ^they 
all named different horses, so that one is almost certain to be able to 
say next week, in that annoying tone of voice people adopt after a 
successful prophecy— (this does not apply to Just Prophets, who are 
notoriously modest in success)— 

There ! I told you it was a cer- 
tainty for Wh%tefaee ' — couldn’t 
lose I — of course you backed it, 
after what I told you ! ’’ — ^wbich of 
course was the very reason why yon 
hadnH backed it ; however— as he 
may really be able to tell you some- 
thing on a future occasion, yon put 
on‘a ghastly smile, and say — ** Oh, 
yes-~d had a trifle on — ^but my 
money was on Blackfoot before you 
told me — but it got me out!” — 
and it does “get you out” too, for 
nothing is more annoying than to 
be told you “ought to have won a 
good stake I ” 

However, with regard to the 
great race next week, I am fortu- 
nately able to set aside all “ infor- 
mation received,” because I have 
had a dream /—not one of the ordi- 
nary lohster-salad kind of racing- 
dreams one reads about — (naturaUy 
I should not have an inferior 
kind, having ordered in a stock of 
the “ best s<^ected,” one to be taken 
every night at bed-time)— in which 
the dreamer only sees one horse— 
but a most complicated affair, from 
which it w, I be an easy task for 
anyone skih ‘d in dream-lore to 
extract the V inner ! 

Well— I had been rather upset 
during the day, so to quiet my nerves, 
on^ reaching home, I took, before 
going to bed, jnst alittle Golden Drop 
of Brandy as an Insurance against 
restlessness — went to sleep, and 
dreamt that my friends Lady Vtl- 
hkins and Madame d'' Albany, with 
their maid Helen Ware, were 
attacked on their way from lUsley 
to Weymouth, by some Dare Devil 
of a Circassian, whose horse’s hoofs 
rang in a Metallic manner on the 
roaa! They were rescued in the 
pass of Ben Avon by the gallant 
Burnaby, who after a long Btg^ 
mar ole, squared their captor. Boy 
Neil, with a Hanover Jack, and 
acted as their Pilot to safe quarters at Versailles ! There I — that 
was my dream — and I think it points most conclusively to the 
winner; and, anyone unable to pick the right one, need only 
back them all, and there you are! — or at least you may be. 
If they don’t care to do this, they can avail themselves of my 
verse selection — ^which I did not dream — and which, therefore, is 
quite as reliable. Yours, devotedly, Lady Gay. 



Oh, Weymouth h 
place, 

^n I bathing tents are handy ; 


CESAEEwiTcn Selection. 
a pleasant 


When coming out, if white your 
face. 

Why, take a nip of Brandy, 


P.S. — This advice is not intended for confirmed Topers. 


“ Sue Tapis.’ —If the new Carpet Knii 
Maple— which is our troubadourish way of spe 
tinnally successful on the Turf, isn’t he just the 
*pile^ and cut it” ? 


rht, Sir Blostdie 
[ling it— be exoep- 
mau to “make ms 


OUR BOOKING-OEEICE. 

Hot the least interesting figure in the circle of The Racing Life 
of Lord George Bentinck, which Messrs. Blackwoop produce in a 
handsome volume, is that of Johjv Kent, who, under the editorship 
of Mr. Feank liAWLET, tells the story. Kent was trainer to Lord 
Geoeue during the period when, to quote the characteristic Disraelian 
phrase, his Lordship became “Lord Paramount ot the Turf.” It is 
tortw-iour years since Lord Geoeoe was found lying dead on his face 
in the water-meadows near Welbeck Abbey. Yet Kent remembers 
all about him — ^his six feet of height^ his long black frock-coat, his 
velvet waistcoat, his gold chain, and his “ costly cream-coloured satin 
scarf of great length, knotted under his ohm, with a gold pin stuck 
in it.” These scarves cost twenty shiUmgs a-piece, and it was one of 

Lord Geoeoe’s fancies never to 
wear one a second time. When h© 
died whole drawersful of them 
were found, and honest J ohn Kent 
purchased half-a-dozen from his 
Lordship’s valet, who seems to have 
kept his eye on them. Bid he ever 
wear them on Sundays ? My Ba- 
ronite who has been reading the 
book trows not. John Kent knows 
his place better than that, and when 
he goes the way that masters and 
servants tread together, the scarves 
wiU doubtless be found tucked 
away in his chest of drawers. My 
Baronite is not able to take the same 
lofty view of the defunct nobleman 
who played at politics and worked 
at racing as does his faithful old 
servitor. Lord Geoege seems to 
have been, as the cabman observed 
of the late John Foestee, “ a 
harhitery gent,” kind to those who 
faithfully serve him (as one is kmd 
to a useful hound), but relentless to 
any who offended him or crossed 
his path. Moreover, whilst, as his 
biographer devoutly says, he puri- 
fied the turf, he was not, upon 
occasion, above fighting blacklegs 
with their own weapons. The book 
gives clear glimpses of men and 
times which, less than half a cen- 
tury dead, will never live again. 
It pleasantly testifies that, though 
no man may be a hero to his valet, 
Lord Geoege Bentinck remains 
one in the eyes of his trainer. 

The Baron not having read a 
three-volume novel for some con- 
siderable time, ^ may safely affirm, 
instead of taking his oath, that 
Mrs. Oliphant’s The Cuckoo in the 
Hast is one of the best he has 
come across for quite^ two months. 
It opens well, and if it drops a bit 
about tbe middle, there are aU sorts 
of surprises yet in store for the 
reader, who, the Baron assures him 
or her, will be rewarded for his, 
or her, i>erseverance. 

The Baron begs to recommend tbe latest volume of the Whitefriars 
Library, called King Zuh, by W. H. Pollock. Zubis a wise poodle, 
and the waggish tale of the dog gives the name to the collection. The 
Fleeting Show is quite on a par with The Green Lady in a former col- 
lection by the same author, and such other stories as Sir Jocelyn’s 
Cap and A Phantom Fish will delig^ht those who, like the Baron, 
love the mixture as before of the weird and the humorous. In the 
Phantom Fish there is much local dialect, and The Baron coming 
across the expression, “ a proper bender,” is mclmed to ask if this 
is not Zummerzetsheer for, and only applicable to, a running hare ? 
The Baron remembers the expression weB. though ’tis years since 
he heard it, and owns to being uncertain as to whether it is 
not Devonian or Cornish. ' hat he heard it applied to a hare 
apparent he is prepared to make oath and say; but he is not in 
the least prepared to assert that it is not generally applied as 
an expression of admiration for adroitness in avoicung pursuit. 
“ Be that as it may, give me King Zuh and the other stories^ a 
good fire, a glass of spiritual comfort, a cosy chair, and a soothing 
pipe, and I am prepared to spend a pleasant evening,” says 

The Baeon he Book-Woems. 


A CONTENTED MIND. 

He. “A— THE FACT IS, I HON’T CAEE FOR POPULARITY. I ONLY 
WISH MY Books to be admirer by those whose Admiration 

IS REALLY WORTH HAVING!'' She , “AND WHO ARE THEY?” 

He. ** Those who admire my Books 
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COKYEESATIONAL HINTS EOU YOITNG SHOOTEES. 

{By Mr, PuncJis own Grouse in the Gmi'TOom,) 

In our last (it is Mr. Punch who speaks), we indicated very briefly 
the conversational possibilities of the G-un. It must be observed, 
that this treatise makes no pretensions to be exhaustive. Something 
must, after all, be left to the ingenuity of the young shooter who 
desires to talk of sport. All that these hints profess, is to put^ him 
in the way of shining, if there is a certain amount of natural bright- 
ness to begin upon. The next subject will be — 

Caetrid&es. 

To a real talker, this subject offers an infinite variety of opportu- 
nities* Pirst, you can begin to fight the battle of the powders, as 
thus : — 

“ What powder are you shooting with this year, Chalmers ? ” 

“ Schultze.’’ 

“ How do you find it kill ? ” 

* * Deadly — absolutely-deadly : best 
lot I ’ve ever had.*^ 

You need not say anything more 
now. The discussion will get along 
beautifully without you, for you will 
have drawn, (1), the man who very 
much prefers E.C., which he warrants 
to kill at a distance no other powder 
can attain to ; (2), the man who uses 
E C. or Schultze for his right barrel, 
and always puts a black-powder cartridge into his left; (3), the 
detester of innovations, who means to go on using the good old 
black-powder for both barrels as long as he lives ; and (4), the man 
who is trying an entirely new patent powder, infinitely superior to 
anything else ever invented, and is witling to give everybody, not 
only the address of the maker, but half a dozen cartridges to try. 

You cannot make much of “ charges ’’ of powder. Good shots are 
dogmatic on the point, and ordinary shots don’t bother their heads 
about it, trusting entirely to the man who sells them their cartridges. 
Still you might throw out, here and there j a few words about 
“drams” and “ grains.” ^ Only, (above all things, he careful to 
mention drams in connection with anything but black powder, nor 
grains, except with reference to Schultze or E.C. A laboriously- 
acquired reputation as a scientific shot has been known to he ruined 
by a want of clearness on this important point. 

“Shot.” Conversationally much more valuable than powder. 
“ Yery few people agree,” says a well-known authority; “as to 
what is the best size of shot to use, and many forget that the charge 
which will suit one gun, and one description of game, will not do as 
well for another. Usually, one gun will shoot better one size of shot 
than will another, and we may safely say, that large bores shoot 
large shot better than do smaller bores.” This last sentence has the 
beautiful ring of a profound truism. Lay it by for use, and bring it 
out with emphasis in the midst of such disagreement and forgetful- 
ness as are here alluded to. “ If a shooter is a good shot,” says the 
same classic, “he may use No. 6 early in the season, and only for 
partridges— afterwards, nothing hut No. 5. To the average shot. 

No. 6 throughout the seasou.” This 
sounds dreadfully invidious. If^ a 
good shot cannot kill grouse with 
No. 6, how on earth is a merely average 
shot to do the trick? But, in these 
matters, the conversationalist finds his 
opportunity. Only they must not be 
pushed too far. There was once a 
party of genial, light-hearted'friends, 
who went out shooting. Early in the 
day, slight differences of opinion made 
themselves observed with reference to 
the size of shot. Lunch found them still more or less good-tempered, 
hut each obstinately determined not to give way even by a fraction 
on the point under discussion. 

Afterwards they began again. The very dogs grew ashamed of 
the noise, and went home. That afternoon there was peace in the 
world of birds — at least, on that particular shooting — and the next 
morning saw the shooting-parties of England reduced by one, which 
had separated in different dog- carts, and various stages of high 
dudgeon, for the railway station. So, please to be very, very careful. 
Use the methods of compromise. If you find your friend obstinately 
pinned to No. 5, when you have declared a preference for No. 6, meet 
him half-way, or even profess to be converted by his arguments. Or 
tell him the anecdote about the Irishman, who always shot snipe 
with No. 4, because, “being such a little bird, bedad, j^ou want a 
bigger shot to get at the beggar,” You can then inform him how you 
yourself once did dreadful execution among driven grouse in a gale 
of wind with No. 8 shot, which you had brought ont by mistake, 
You may object that you never, as a matter of fact, did this execu- 



tion, never having even shot at all with No. 8. Tush I you are 
puling. If you are going to let a conscientious accuracy stand in your 
way like this, you had better become dumb when sporting talk is 
dying about. Of course you must not exaggerate too much. Only 
bumptious fools do that, and they are called liars for their pains. 
But a little exaggeration, just a soup ^ on of romance, does no one 
any harm, while it relieves the prosaic dulness of the ordinary 
anecdote. So, swallow your scruples, and 

Join the gay throng 
That goes talking along. 

For we ’ll all go romancing to-day, 

{To be continued^ 


DOE YERSU8 EOE(DE]SrT). 

[“ The basements of the Eoyal Courts of Justice have lately been invaded 
by swarms of mice. They have become very audacious, and have penetrated 
into the Courts themselves, whose walls are lined with legal volumes, the 
leaves of which provide them with a lioh feast , ’’ — Daily Paper, 1 

For students of the law to “ eat 
Their terms ”is obviously right, 

But to devour the hooks them- 
selves Is impolite. 

Unfortunately Mr. Street,^ 

Who planned the legal edif-ice. 

Designed a splendid trap for men. 

But not for mice. 

To view the Courts at midnight 
now, [Strand, 

The Courts all in the stilly 
With rodents squeaking out their 
pleas, 

That would he grand I 

No Ushers ’ush them ; they con- 
sume 

The stiffest calf you ever saw, 

Developing, these curious beasts, 

A taste for Law. 

They fill — perhaps — the box 
wherein, [sat, 

Twelve bothered men have often 
And try, with every proper form, 

Some absent cat. 


A fore-mouse probably they choose, 
The culprit’s advocate deride, 
And fix upon that oat the guilt 
Of mouseycide. 

At the Refreshment-bars, per- 
chance, [the milk, 

They eat the cakes, and drink 
And in the Eohing-room indulge 
In “ taking silk.” 

The Judges’ sacred Bench itself 
From scampering feet is not 
exempt ; [Court, 

With calmness they commit, of 
Frightful “ contempt.” 

Through JByles on Bills they eat 
their way ; [digest ; 

Law “Digests ” they at will 
Not even Coke on Littleton 

Sticks on their chests ! 

Wanted — the stodgiest Law-book 
out ! [these facts, 

The Judges soon must note 
And try a copy of the Ju- 
-dicature Acts I 


WHY THE FBENCH WON THE BOAT-RACE. 
{Answers supplied hy an 'Unpi'ejudiced Briton,) 

Because the English Eight had had no practice on the Seine. 

Because the Londoners had had a fearful 
" passage crossing the Channel, 

Because they smashed their boat, and had 
to have it repaired. 

Because the English steering might have 
been better. 

Because the weather was intolerable, and 
' chiefiy affected the Englishmen. 

Because the Londoners had no chance of 
pulling together. 

Because the French knew the course better 
than the EngUsh. 

Because the race should have been rowed 
weeks before. 

Because the race should not have been rowed for months. 

Because the British naturally liked to see the foreigners win. 

And last (and least), because the French had by far the better crew i 



Ecclesiastical Intelligence. — The style, title, office, and dignity 
of Archbishop of Canterbury, with all appurtenances thereto belong- 
ing, with all emoluments, spiritualities and temporalities appertain- 
ing, have been conferred hy letters patent, under supreme authority, 
according to Act Y. Henricus Noster in such cases made and provided, 
on the Rev. Mr. Yincent, in consequence of the retirement of the 
Right Rev. Arthur Stirling from the said office ; the duties of which 
he so recently and so effectively performed between the hours of ten- 
thirty and eleven-fifteen every night for several months at the 
Theatre Roval Lyceum. We are in a position to add, that his resig- 
nation of this mgh and valuable office, has not taken place in 
consequence of any question as to the validity or invalidity of orders 
(“not admitted after 7*30”), nor has this step been rendered 
imperative by reason of any “irregularity” in “properties” of 
appointmeuts.” 


NOflCB. — ^Eeijeeted CommumcatioiLs or ContribiLtioiis, whether MS., Printed Matter, Br&wingft, hr J^ietiJireh of ar^ description, will 
in no ease be returned,^ not even when aecompanied hy a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper, To rhle 
there will he no exception. 
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PUNCH, OB THE LONDON CHABIVARL 


IN WlEIVlORtAM. 


THE LAY OF A SUCCESSFUL ANGLER. 


Born, Deo. 3 , 1832 . Died, Oct. 13 , 1892 . 

Large-hearted man, most loyal friend, 

Art thou too gone — too early lost ? 

Our comrade true, our tireless Lost ! 
Prompt to inspire, console, defend ! 

Gone ! Hearts with, grateful memories stored 
Ache for thy loss round the old hoard. 

The weU-loved board he loved so well, 

His pride, his care, his ceaseless thought ; 
To Mm with life-long memories fraught ; 
For him invested with the spell 
O^er a glad present ever cast 
By solemn shadows of the past. 

That past for him, indeed, was filled 
With a proud spirit-retinue. 

Greatness long since his guest he knew. 
Whom Thackeray^ s manly tones had thrilled ; 
Who heard keenJERROLD’s sparkling speech. 
And marked the genial grace of Leech. 

What changes had he known, who sat^ 

With our four chiefs, of each fast friend ! 
And must such camaraderie end P 
Shall friendly counsel, cordial chat, 

Come nevermore again to us 
From lips with kindness tremulous ? 

Ho more shall those blue eyes ray out 
Swift sympathy, or sudden mirth ; 

That ever mobile mouth give birth 
To frolic whim, or friendly flout ? 

Our hearts will miss thee to the end, 
AmpMtryon generous, faithful friend ! 

Miss thee ? Alas ! the void that’s there 
Ho other form may hope to fill. 

For those who now with sorrow thriU 
In gazing on that vacant chair ; 

Whither it seems he must return, 

For whose warm hand-clasp yet we yearn. 

Tribute to genius all may give, 

Ours is the homage of the heart ; 

For a friend lost our tears will start, 

Lost to our sight, yet who shall live, 

Whilst one who knew that bold frank face 
At the old board takes the old place. 

For those, his closer kin, whose home 
Is darkened by the shadow grey, 

What can respectful love but pray 
That consolation thither come 
In that most sacred soothing guise 
Which natural sorrow sanctifies. 

Bereavement’s anguish to assuage 
Is a sore task that lies beyond 
The scope of friendship or most fond 
Affection’s power. Yet may this page, 

True witness of our love and grief, 

To bowed hearts bring some scant relief ! 


“ AHECDOTAGE.” 

Cornfani^ooi JParagraph to Stones of the same Itnd. 

CuRRAH,^ the celebrated Irish Patriot, was 
a man of intense wit and humour. On one 
occasion he was discussing with Hichard 
Briistsley Sheridah the possibility of com- 
bining the interests of the two countries 
under one Crown. “ It is a difficult matter 
to arrange,” observed the brilliant author of 
the School for Scandal^ “Bight you are, 
darHnt,” acquiesced Chrrah, with the least 
taste of a brogue. “But where are ye to 
find the spalpeens for it ? Ye may wake so 
poor a creative as a sow, but it takes a real 
gintleman to raise the rint ! ” Then, with a 
twinkle in Ms eyes, “But, for all that, ma 
cruiskeen, I ’m not meself at all at all ! ” 


The dainty artificial fly ] 
Designed to catch the 
wily trout, ' 

FuB loud laudahunt alii, 

I talk as weU as anyone 
About the different 
kinds of tackle, 

I praise the Gnat, the 
Olive Dun, 


And I will join, at times, 
no doubt, [pretence. 
But yet my praise, without 
Is not from great experience. 









mm 


Discuss the worth of wings and hackle ; 
I ’ve flies myself of each design, 

Ho book is better filled than mine. 


SWORD AND PEN; 

Or, the Rival Commanders. 

[Extract from a M%litary Story of the 7iear 
Future , ) 

Captain Pipeclay was per;^lexed when 
his Company refused to obey him. He was 
considered a fairly good soldier, but not up 
to date. He might know his drill, he might 
have read Ms QueerCs Regulations, but he 
had vague ideas of the power of the Press. 

“You see, Sir,” remonstrated his Colour- 
Sergeant; “if the rear rank think they 
should stand fast when you give the com- 
mand ‘ Open order 1 ’ it is only a matter of 
opimon. You may be right, or you may be 
wrong. Speaking for myself, I am inclined 
to fancy that the men are making a mis- 
take ; but you can’t always consider yourself 
omniscient.” 

“Sergeant,” returned the officer, harshly ; 
“it is not the business of men to argue, but 
to obey.” 

‘ ‘ Pardon me again, Sir, but isn’t that 
slightly old-fashioned? I know that theo- 
retically you have reason on your side ; but 
then in these days of the latter end of the 
nineteenth century, we must not be bound 
too tightly to precedent.” 

The Captain bit Ms moustache for the 
fourth time, and then again gave the order. 
But there was no response. The Company 
moved not a muscle. 

“ TMs is mutiny! ” cried the officer. “ I 
will break everyone of you. I will put you 
aU in the cells; and in the orderly room to- 
morrow morning, we will soon see if there is 
such a thing as disciplme.” 

“Discipline!” repeated the Sergeant. 
“Beg your pardon, &, but I don’t think 
the men understand what you mean. The 
word is not to be found in the most recent 
dictionaries.” 

And certainly things seemed to be reacMng 
a climax, for however much the Commander 
might shout, not one of "the rank and file 
stirred an inch. It was at tMs moment that 


/ But when I reach 
the river’s side 
Alone, for none of 
these I wish, 

Ho victim to a foolish 
pride. 

My object is to 
capture fish ; 

' Let me confess, then, 

since you ask 
it — 

A worm it is which 
fills my basket ! 

0 brown, unlovely, wriggling ' 
worm, 

On which with scorn the 
haughty look, 

It is thy fascinating squirm 
Which brings the fattest trout 
to hook, 

From thee unable to refrain, 
Though flies are cast for him in 
vain ! 


M Deep gratitude to thee I feel, 

^ 1 V And then, perhaps, it 's chiefly 

keen. 

When rival anglers view my 
creel, 

And straightway turn a jealous 
green ; 

And, should they ask me — “ What’s 
your fly ? ” 

“ A fancy pattern,” I reply ! 

a cloaked figure approached the parade- 
ground. The new-comer strode about with 
a bearing that suggested one accustomed to 
receive obedience. 

“ What is the matter p ” asked the Dis- 
guised One. 

“ I can’t get my men to obey me,” ex- 
plained the Captain. “ I have been desiring 
them to take open order for the last ten 
minutes, and they remain as they were.” 

‘ ‘ What have they to say in their de- 
fence ? ” was tiie inquiry of the Man iu the 
Cloak. 

“ He won’t let us write to the newspapers ! ” 
was heard from the ranks. 

“ Is this really so P ” asked the new-comer, 
in a tone more of sorrow than of anger. 

“ Well, Sir,’’ returned the Captain, “ as it 
is a rule of the Service that no communi- 
cations shall be sent to the Press, I thought 
that ” 

“You had no right to think, Sir ! ” was 
the sharp reply. “ Are you so ignorant that 
you do not know that it is a hirth-right of 
a true-born Briton [to air his opinions in the 
organs of publicity ? You will allow the men 
to go to their quarters at once, that they 
may state their grievances on paper. They 
are at perfect liberty to write what they 
please, and they may rest assured that their 
communications will escape the grave of the 
waste-paper basket.” 

Thus encouraged, the Company dismissed 
without further word of command. 

“ And who may you he ? ” asked the Cap- 
tain, with some bitterness. “ Are you the 
Commander-in- Chief ? ” 

“lam one infinitely more powerful,” was 
the reply. And then the speaker threw ofE 
his disguise- cloak, and appeared in morning- 
dress. “Behold in me the Editor of an 
influential Journal! ” 

A week later the Captain had sent iu Ms 
papers, and every man in the Company he 
had once commanded wore the stripe of a 
Lance Corporal. And thus was the power of 
the Press once again sufficiently vindicated. 
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THE BATFLE OF THE BARDS; OR, THE LISTS FOR THE LAURELS. 
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p Whilst Punch, Lord- Warden of his country’s Porphyrogenitus at least he looks ; 

1 ROEM. fame, Haughty as one who rivalry scarce hrooks ; 

Tan-ta-ra^ra-ra-ra ! The trumpets blare ! Attends the strains to hear, the victor-bard TJnreminiscent now of youthful rage, 

The rival Bards, wild-eyed, with wind- to name. Almost “ respectable,” and well-nigh sage, 

blown hair, _ Dame G-rundy owns her once redoubtec 

And close-hugged harps, advance with fire- And first advances, as by right supreme, foe, 

winged feet With frosted locks adrift, and eyes a-dream. Whose polished paganry’s erotic flow, 

Por the green Laureate Laurels to compete j With guick short footfalls, and an arm And red anarchic wrath ’gainst priests, and 
The laurels vacant from the brows of him a-swing, kings, 

In whose fine light all lesser lustres dim. As to some cosmic rhythm heard to rin^ The virtues, and most other “proper ” things, 
Tourney of Troubadours I ^ The laurels lie From Putney to Parnassus, a brief bard.* Once drew her frown where now her smile ’s 
On crimson velvet cushion couched on (In stature, not in song!)’' Though passion- bestowed. 

high, scarred, Such is the power of timely palinode ! 
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Soft twanged liis lyre and loud Ms yolce out- But who with hope and faith may live at Some bards pipe from Parnassus, some from 


rang, 

As the first Bard this moving measure sang 
ON THE BAYS. 

{To the tune — more or less—o^ In the 


odds ? 

And then these jingling jays with plume 
plucked wings, 


JBLermon ; 

Room for the singer of the Sunday Sermon ! 
His stimulant tepid tea, Ms theme a text, 


piucKea wings, ms stimulant tepia tea, ms tneme a text. 

Compete, and laureate laurels are lovely Carmarthen’s cultured caroUer comes next ! 
things, 

^ \ rm-trm t si t /% ttw nmnr "t’vriTi rinm 


Though crowing lyric landers of kings and THE WORTH OF YERSE. 

Beyond the bellowing onset of base war, ^ Birth of Verse, 

Their latest wearer wendeth 1 With wild Beshrew the blatant bleating of sheep-voiced Wild thoughts wMch qccupv the brain, 
zestj ^ mimes ! Yague prophecies which fill the ear, 

Fulfilled of windy resonance, the rest True thunder shall strike dumb their chirp- Dim perturbation, precious pain. 

Of the bard-mob must hotly joust and jar ing oMmes. A gleam of hope, a chill of fear, — 

To win the wreath that he beyond the bar If there he laureate laurels, or bays, or palms, These vex the poet’s spirit. Moral ; — 

Bare not away athwart the bland sea’s breast. In these red. Radical, revelling, riotous times, Have a shy at the Laureate Laurel ! 

n, r ^1 Some say no definite 


Fulfilled of windy resonance, the rest 
Of the bard-mob must hotly joust and jar 
To win the wreath that he beyond the bar 


And sooth the soft 
sheen of that death- 
less bay 

Gleams glamorous ! 

Amorous was I in my 
day, 

Clamorous were 
Gath’s goose-critics 
But my fire. 

Chastened from To- 
phet-fumes, burns 
purer, higher ; 

My thoughts on cour- 
tier-wings might 
make their way 

Did my brow bear the 
laurels all these 
desire. 

III. 

For I, to the proprie- 
ties reconciled. 

Who hymned Dolores, 
sm^^the “weanling 

At “home-made 
treacle ” I made 
mocking mirth ; 

That was before my 
better self had 
birth. 

At virtue’s lilies and 
languors then I 
smiled, 

But Her tha’ snot thine 
only goddess, 0 
Earth I 

IV. 

For surely brother, 
and master, and 
lord, and king. 

Though vice’s roses 
and raptures did 
not spring 

In thy poetic garden’s 
trim parterre ; 

Though thou wert 
fond of sunsMne and 
sweet air, 

More than of kisses. 




















Though thou wert Experienced Sportsman {on Bony), “Well — had good Spoet, Fred, old Boy?” 
tondof sunsMne and Inexperienced Fred, “Not exactly ‘Good,’ — ^but I think I’ve let off about a 
sweet air, Hundred Cartridges.” 

More than of kisses. Experienced Sportsman. “Not so bad. Spose you must have ‘let off’ an equal 
that burn, and bite, number of Partridges ’ ” 

and sting ; " " — 

Some living love our England for thee bare. They should be the true bard’s, though mid- If these be not sufficie 

age calms The worth of Yerse 

_ , XT. His revolutionary fierce rolling rhymes, I ’ve called Mm varioi 

Thou, too, couldst sing about her sweet salt Fulfilled with clamour and clangour and The honoured Maste 
. .sea, , , storm of— psalms “ ffis place is with th 


thought there is 
In my full flatulence 
of sound. 

Let National Obser- 
vers quiz 

(H-nl-y won’t have 
it, I ’ll be bound ^ 
Envy ! O trumpery 
O Monms 1 

Could Jus^ENAL jealous 
be of Horace ? 

I know the chambers 
of my soul 
Are fiRed with lauda- 
tory airs. 

Such as the salaried 
bard should troll 
When he the Lau- 
reate laurels 
wears. 

And I am he who 
opened Hades, 

To harmless parsons 
and to ladies I 

For I can “moralise 
my song” 

More palpably than 
Mr. Pope ; 

And I can touch the 
toiling throng • 
There is small doubt 
of thai.^ I hope. 
I’ve piped for him 
who ploughs the 
furrows, 

And stood for the 
C a r mar the n 
Boroughs. 

Imayn’t be strong, in- 
spired, complete. 
But on the Liberm 
goose I ’m sound. 
And I can count my 
(rhythmic) feet 
With any Pegasus 
around. 

I witch all women, 
and some men, 
Gladstone I’ve 
drawn, and writ- 
ten “ GwenP 


And trumpet pasans loud to Liberty, 
With clamour of all applausive throats, 
feet. 


That great lyre’s golden echoes rolled away I 
Forth tripped another claimant of the bay. 


Not wine- press red, yet left the fiowers more Trim, tittivated, tintinnabulant,* 


sweet, 

From the pure passage of the god to be ; 


His bosom aped the true Parnassian pant, 


If these be not suflicient claims, 

The worth of Yerse is vastly small. 

I ’ve called Mm various pretty names. 

The honoured Master of us all ; 

“ ffis place IS with the Immortals.” Yes I 
But I could fill it here, I guess ! 

His “ chaste wMte Muse ” could not object, 
For mine is white, and awfully chaste. 
Now Algernon has no respect 
For purity and public taste. 


A pure passage ot the god to be ; As may a housemaid’s leathern bellows mock Edwin is s-iven to allefforv 

’"^and^ri^t. TkerooWlielmed Titan’s breathings. He IS is Tory ! ’. ! 

Of bard-like shagginess shook to the breeze. He ceased. Great Punchius rubl 
I did not think to glorify gods and kings, A modern Cambrian Minstrel hopes to please eagle beak, 

Who scourged them ever with hate’s san- By undisheveRed dandy-daintiness. And said, “ItMnkwe’U take there 

guineous rods ; Whether of lays or locks, of rhymes or dress. week ! ” 


He ceased. Great Punchius rubbed Ms 
eagle beak, 

And said, “ I tMnk we’U take the rest next 
week! ” 
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GHOST-SHOW, 


can shake him^ now^ from Ms pre-determined purpose^’^ and 
that “ the grave gapes for its coming victim,''^ 


Warhch's “ Cdehrated Ghost-ExhMtim and Becevtio Visus” has Z mdl Tm 

pitched its tent for the night on a VOlage Green, and the of tweed Mtoes tn which, she loohs very hU the Ma e Im- 

thrdling Drama of ‘ ‘ Maria Martin, or, Th! Murder In the Red poroonator . at a Music-hall The f^fonce receive her 

Barn, in three long Acts, with unkvalled Spectral Effects and recommendation to go and get her hair 

Illusions is about to begin. The Dramatis Personcs are on the -nr - rr ^ t* ^ a-«;i 

platform outside ; the venerable Mr. Maeiik is exhoHinq the Maria. Here am I m disgmse at the Eed Bjn. AM 
croLd to step ui and witness his domestic tragedy, while the thing seems to wtisper to me tkat danger is near. WniIAM, where, 

Si f i ‘ ”[’■ uT ' -iii* 

" SSdmrLtaicSJrioS .“oilSioto, f ' 

j me mg man. y Maria. I have. Whenever I saw anyone approaching, I hid 

rpi n . r 7 T t behind a hedge and ducked in the dltch. 

Jhe front benches are occupied by Rustic Youths, V)ho beguile the William {with sombre approval). That was most discreet on your 

n T^n n n^rJ aoa/ 77 j -»ir "vr . __ *£_ *11 


o/“ The Bogie Man.^^ 

Inside. 

The front benches are occupied by Rustic Youths, who beguile the 


tedium of waiting by smoJdng short clays, and trying to pull off part, Maria. No one saw yon come in, and no one will ever see yon 


one another's caps. 

I Rirst Youth {examining the decorative Shakspearian panels on 
the proscenium). They three old wim~ 
min be a-pokin’ o’ that old nipper, 

’ooever he be.^ ^ ^ 

[TAe old nipper"^' in question is, of 
course, Macbeth 

Second Youth. Lnk np at that ’un 
tother side — ^it’s a G-ineraTs gho-ast 
a-frightenin’ th’ undertaker {A sub- 
ject from f Hamlet.") They ’ve gi’en 
oyer dancin’ outside —they ’ll be begin- 
ning soon. {The company descend the 

steps, and pass behind the scenes.) ^ 

We shall see proper ’ere, we shall. 

\The Curtain draws up, and reveals y 
a small stage, with an inclined sheet A 
of glass in a heavy frame in front; / 
behind this glass is the Cottage L 
Home of Maria Martin. 

Maria {coming out of Cottage, and 
speaking in an inaudible tone). At 
last . . . William Corder ... to 
make me his wife ... I know not 
why . . . strange misgiving ’as come 
over me. ^ 

\_8he is unfeelingly requested to speak 

William Corder {whose villany is 
suggested at once by his wearing a I 
heavy silver double watch-chain, with j I 

two coins appended, and no neck-tie — I 

enters left). Yes, Maria, as I have i 
promised, I will take yon to London, 
and make yon my wife— but first meet / 
me in disguise to-night, and in secret, — 

at the hed Barn. 

[Maria is understood to demur, but ^ 

finally agrees to the rendezvous, and 

retires into the Cottage, Old Mr, ^ , 

Masiin comes out in g black frock- another’s 

coat, and a white waistcoat— he has 




go out. Be’ old your open grave ! 

[After some pleading from Maria, a desperate struggle takes 
place — that is, they catch one 
another's wrists, and walk up and 
down together, Maria calls upon 
her Mother's spirit,^ whereupon a 
youthful Angel is seen floating 
aAoi?e the couple. 

%iin'77F^ ^ke Female S. {triumphantly). Theer 

Ill now— theer ain’t bin no murder yet, 

theer ’s th’ Gho-ast sure enough! 
(w^Ao is not going to own that 
^ mistaken). That ain’t naw j 

Female S. What is it, then ? I 

V Swain. Why, it’s the “ Be-cep-ti-o 

Vissns,” as was wrote np outside. 

[Bhe Guardian Angel vanishes;^ WiL- , 
LIAM gets a spade, and aims at 
Maria, who takes it away, and 
I strikes him ; he is then reduced to 
^Ae pick-axe, but she wrests this 
trom him too, and hits him in the 
fo>oe with it. He pulls her coat off, 
and her hair down — but she escapes 
from him a third time— on which 
Ae snatches up a pistol, and fires it. 

I William {with unreasonable surprise) . 

Great Evans ! What ’ave I done ? I 
\ become a Murderer ! The shot ’as 

taken effect [ See. she staggers this 
way ! ( Which Maria does, to die 

comfortably in William’s arms.) I 
0j ’ave slain the only woman who ever 

truly loved me; and I know not 
whether I loved her most while living, 
or hate her most now she ’s dead ! ( The 
Curtain falls, leaving William with 
^ this nice point still unsolved, and the 

„a fi 

more of the Comic Countryman. i 


‘ They catch oue another’s wiists, and walk np and down 
together.” 


no neck-tie either, but the omission, in his case, merely suggests a i Act III. — Interior of Old Martin’s Cottage. He attempts to forget 


virtuous economy. He feebly objects to Mabta being married in 
liondon, but admits that, ‘ ‘ Perhaps he has no right to i?iterfere 
with William’s arrangements," and goesindoors again. William 
retires, and the scene changes to a very small street, which is 
presently invaded by a very large Comic Countryman, called 
Tim,” who is engaged to Maria’s sister Nanny. 

Tim. They tell I, as how the streets o’ Lnnnon be paved wi’ gold, 
and I be goin’ ’oop to make ma fortune, I be. 

r*"Vr 1 »» j\ rty^A J t. ^^ 1 %. J.- 7 .-^*--- 7 it • r* L.C 7 > 


[Nanny comes in and bribes him to remain by the promise of “ cold Bed Barn. 


his anxiety about his daughter— who he fears, with only too much 
reason, has come to an untimely end — by going to sleep in a 
highly uncomfortable^ position on a kitchen- chair. The Murder 
is re-enacted in a vision, in dumb-show. The form of Maria 
appears in the tweed suit, and urges him to search for her 
remains in the Red Barn. 

Old Martin {awaking). I have ’ad a fearful dream, and I am 
under the impression that Maria has been foully murdered in the 


pudden with plenty of gravy.'' Comic business, during which 
every reference to ‘'cold pudden" {and there are several) is 
received with roars of laughter. William Corder, on the inge- 
nious plea that he wishes to take some flowers up to London, 
borrows a spade and pickaxe from Tim, to whom it appears he 


[He calls the Comic Countryman to help him “ to commence a 
thorough investigation " — which he does, in a spirit of rol- 
licking fun befitting the occasion, as the Scene changes to the 
Red Barn. 

Old M. {-finding the spade). What ’s this ? A spade— and, by its 


owes ninepence, which he promises — like the villain he is — to appearance, it ’as recently been fused, for there are marks of blood 

^ 2.^ nx X >) ‘J. » T 7 . 7. . P *7 7 *77 J 


repay “ the very next time he sees him in Church." 

William [going off with a flourish and a Shakspearian couplet). 
My mind's made up. Hence all thoughts that are good ! 
Crimes once commenced, Must. End in— blood I [Act drop. 

A Female Spect. They don’t seem in no ’urry to come to th’ Gho- 
ast part, seemin’ly, 


upon it ! I now begin to be afraid my dream will come true. 

[Roars of laughter when the Comic C. discovers the body, and 
implores it to “ say summat J " Change of Scene. William 
Corder discovered At Home, in a long perspective of 
^ pillars and curtains, ending in a lawn and fountain. 

William {moodily). ’Tis now exactly twelve months since Maria 


Her Swain. Ye wudn t have ’em do th’ Gho-ast afoor th’ Murder, Martin was done ^ to death hy these ’ands. Since then, I have 
^ ^ T T 7 7 . . . niarried a young, rich, and beautiful wife — and yet I am not ’appy. 

interior (ff the Red Barn, William discovered digging [Fnter Old Martin, who, by the simple method of changing his 
M^IA s gi^ave in his shirt-sleeves, and thereby revealing that Ms hat and coat, has now become a Bow-street Officer ; he 

shirt-front is as false as his heart. He announces that “ Nothing puts questions to William, who at once betrays himself, and 
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has to he searched. As a pair of pistoh exactly resemhling one that 
was left in the Red Barn^ are found in his coat-tail pockets; his 
guilt IS conclusively proved^ and he is led away. The next Scene 
shoios him in the Condemned Cell^ resolving to sleep away his few 
remaining hours on a kitchen- chair. He has a vision of Ma.b.ia. in 
tweeds^ who exhorts him to repent. Old Martin, who is now either 
the Governor of the Gaol or the Hangman, enters to conduct him to 
the scaffold, and on the way he is met — to the joy of the Audience — 
hy theComiQ, C., who duns him for ^ the 7iinepence, William shakes 
his head solemnly, points to the skies, and passes on. The Comic C. 
then goes to sleep in a chair and has a vision on his own account, 
in^ which he beholds the apotheosis of Maria — still in the suit oj 
dittoes — and piloted by a couple of obviously overweighted Angels; 
and also the last moments of William Corder, who, as he stands 
under an enlarged Bunch gibbet, pronounces the following im- 
pressive farewell before disappearing through a trap. 

Ye Youtli, be warned by my Despair ! 

Avoid bad women, false as they are fair. {This is just a little 
hard on poor Maria by-the-way ,) 

Be wise in time, if you would shun my fate, 

For oh I how wretched is the man who ’s wise too late ! 

[And with this the Drama comes to an end, and the Comic 
Countryman begs the ^ Audience to give the performance a 
good word to their friends outside. 


BETWEEN THE ACTS; OR, THE DRAMA IN LipOR. 

Scene — Refreshment Saloon at a London Theatre, A three-play 
bill forms the evening* s entertainment. First Act over, Fnter 
Brown, Jones, and Korinson. 

Brown, Well, really a very pleasant little piece. Ouite'amusing. 
Yes ; I think I will have a cup of coffee or a glass_of lemonade. Too 
soon after dinner for anything stronger. 

Jones, Yes, and really, after laughing so much, one gets a thirst 
for what they call light refreshments. I will have some ginger- 
beer. 

Robinson, Well, I think I will stick to iced-water. You know the 
Americans are very fond of that. They always take it at meal- times, 
and really after that capital equivoque one feels quite satisfied. 

( They are served by^ the Bar Attendant , ) That was really very funny, 
where he hides behind the door when she is not looking. ^ j 

[Laughs at the recollection. 

Brown, And when the uncle sits down upon the band-box and 
crushes the canary-cage ! [Chuckles. 

Jones. Most clever. But there goes the bell, and the Curtain will 
be <up directly. Bather clever, I am told. The Rose of Rouen — ^it 
is founded on the life of Joan of Arc, I am rather fond of these 
historical studies. 

Brown. So am I. They are very interesting. 

Robinson. Do you think so P Well, so far as I am concerned, I 
prefer Melodrama. Judging from the title. The Gory Hand should 
be nncommonly good. 

[Exeunt into Theatre, After a pause they return to the 
Refreshment Room, 

Brown, Well, it is very clever ; but I confess it heats me. {To 
Bar Attendant.) We will all take soda-water. No, thanks, quite 
neat, and for these gentlemen too. 

Jones, Well, I call it a most excellent psychological study. 
However, wants a clear head to understand it. {Sips his soda- 
water.) I don’t see how she can take the fiag from the Bishop, and 
yet want to marry the Englishman. 

Robinson. Ah, but that was before the vision. If you think it 
over carefully, you will see it was natural enough. Of course, you 
must allow for the spirit of the period, and other surrounding 
circumstances. 

Brown. Are yon goin^ to stay for The Gory Hand 1 

Jones, Not I. I am tired of play-acting, and think^we have had 
enough of it. 

Robinson, Well, I think I shall look in. I am rather fond of 
strong scenes, and it should he good, to judge from the programme. 

Jones, Well, we will ‘\sit out.” It’s rather gruesome. | duite 
diffei’ent from the other plays. 

Robinson, Well, I don’t mind horrors—in fact, like them. There 
goes the bell. So 1 am off. Wait until I come back. 

Brown, That depends how long you are away. Ta, ta ! 

^ [ExifRoBmso:^, 

Jones. Now, how a fellow can enjoy a piece like that, I cannot 
understand. It is full of murders, from the rise to the fall of the 
Curtain. 

Brown, Yes—bnt Eobinson likes that sort of thing. You will 
see by-and-by how the plot will affect him. It is rather jumpy, 
especiaEy at the end, when the severed head teUs the story of the 
murder to the assistant executioner. I would not see it again on 
any account 


Jones, No— it sent my Maiden Aunt in hysterics. However, it 
has the merit of being short. {Applause.) Ah, there it ’s over ! 
Let ’s see how Eobinson likes it. That tableau at the end, of the 
starving-coastguardsman expiring under the rack, is perfectly 
awful! {Enter Eobinson, staggering in.) Why, my hoy, what’s 
the matter ? 

Brown,, You do look scared ! Have something to drink ? That 
will set it all to-rights ! 

Robinson {with his eyes protruding from his head, from horror). 
Here, help! help! {After a long shudder.) Brandy! Brandy I 
Brandy ! ! I 

[At all the places at the bar there is a general demand for alcohol. 

Brown, Yes. Irving was right ; soda-water does very well for 
Srakspeare’s histories, hut when you come to a piece like The Bells, 
you req^uire supporting. [Curtain and moral. 


A WINTEE (COVENT) GAEDEN/^ 

That indefatigable Showman, Sir Druriolanits, the Invincible 
Knight, commenced Ms Winter Operatic Season on Monday, the 
Tenth, at Covent Oarden, so as to be well in advance of Signor 
Lago, who may now boast of having La Donna, Her Most Gracious 
Majesty, for his patron. 

Monday Night . — The two Eavoglis in good form in the Orfeo. 
Likewise the Player of the Big Drum made more than one big hit 
daring tke evening. “ Che faro’* was re-demanded. “Tired of 
^ Faro,”* quoth Mr. Waggstaff — “why not make it ‘ Whisto* or 
some other game?” Exit Waggy. The Intermezzo of Cavalleria 



Operatic Tactics. 

Sir Lrurlolanus. ‘‘ I Say, Berignani, I think we ’ ve got the light pitch, eh ? ” 


Rusticana of course encored enthusiastically. “Signor Cremon’- 
NiNi,” quoth Wagg, returning, “is not half the ‘ninny’ his name 
implies. And, indeed, from the moment he was heard singing “ in 
his ambush ” (as the Irish boy in the Gallery said of Tom Hohler^ at 
the Dublin Theatre when he heard the Trovatore' s voice behind 
the scenes) before the rise of the Curtain, everyone said, “ This is the 
tenner for our money.” 

Tuesday . — The namesake^ of our own George Augustus, Mile. 
Eosita Sala, made a real hit as Leonora in II Trovatore. “ Hand- 
some is as handsome does,” and Mile. Sala didn’t act as “handsome ” 
as she looked. Another “ninny” played to-night, namely Giam- 
NiNNi, aU right vocally, hut not much dramatically. ‘ ‘ II Bolen ” was 
encored when sung by a manly baritone with the feminine name of 
Anna; ^.e., Signor De Anna. He might advantageously alter De- 
Anna to Apollo, that is if he could be sure of looking the part. 

Wednesday. — Lohengrin. Melba as Elsa. Waggstaff tried to 
make his usual pun on the name of Ortruda, hut was “countered” 
by Young Jumper who protested that he had heard it before and 
never wanted to hear it again. “ I know what you ’re going to say,” 
he exclaimed; “it’s something about ^ aught ruder!* I know!” 
“I’ve no doubt you do,” returned the defrauded Waggy, sarcasti- 
cally, “ for you ’re uncommonly hke Othello, ‘ Eude am I in speech ’ 
— only,” added Waggstaff, “ Ae apologised for it.” Young Jumper 
sniggered, Ms friends laughed, and the incident terminated. 

The Chorus seemed to have become Wandering Minstrels, so very 
uncertain were they. 

Altogether, Sir Druriolanus Operaticus, with his successful 
Drury Lane Eace-course, his Provincial Theatre, Ms Italian Opera, 
his Paper (not in the House, but his weekly one out of it), his Music- 
^ of-the-Puture HaE, for which a tenwrary and limited licence has 
been granted, will— in a general- dealer kmd of way— be having a 
good time of it tOl Pantomime Season slaps Mm on the hack witk a 
cheery “Here we are again!” and then he wiE have another and 
a better tune. No doubt of Sir Gus’s success, or in abbreviated 
proverbial Latin, “ De Gus, non disputandum.** 
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THE HEIGHT OF EXCLUSIVENESS. 

3Ilss Fumes. *Ah, Doctor, these High Schools are sadly mixed’ But, under mt care, I can assure you that your 
LITTLE Ward will associate with Daughters of Gmntlemjent only''" 

The Factor '‘That, Madam, is to be Select indeed ; since I believe Pallas Athene alone fulfilled such a condition 

[For pedigree of Pallas Athene vide Classical Dictionary — Art Minerva *' 


COLUMBUS. 

Columbus ’ We read of Mm every day, 

In books, pamphlets, mag-azines, papers ; 
Whilst Italy, Portugal, Spam, IJ.S.A., 

Cut constant, consecutive capers. 

^ ^ They started last 

\ month with re- 

views on the 
main; I 

On the land with - 
processions — a 
. quaint row. 

y Suchthe/eiJes, aptly 
mil fms. r \ called by the 

Jl^\ FrenGh.*^ Fetes de 

wm/ ^ Genes f 
fS /I In Wv - ^ Fait accompli, good. 
A /'/ v\ \j \ ' \ luck, ga nous gine 

^ ^ trop I 

But never say die ; now Huelva goes on, 

Hew York follows, steady and sober. 

And CMcago makes ready for more derned, 
dog gone _ 

Fetes to last till, at least, next October I 

Columbus, your search for a sort of Hew Cut 
Was meant for the best, we don’t doubt it ; 
Ho harm m discovermg Continents, hut 
You might have saidnothmg about it. 

Stni, had you not found a location for clam, 
Canvas back, buckwheat cakes, we should 
sorter 

Have missed the acquaintanoe of ’cute Uncle 
[ Sam, 

And his fearless, free, fragile, fair daughter. 


Columbus ! The newspapers never will drop 
This subject ; we wish, as months roll on, 
Some common bacillus had put a full stop 
Long ago to Don Christobal Colon ! 


“AHECDOTAGE.” j 

Companion Far agr aphs to Stones of the same kind | 

Sir Walter Scott^ was never so well 
pleased as when meeting a brother author. 
One day he passed by a gauger, who was so 
careless in his duties that the author ^ of 
Waverley was able to smuggle into Edin- 
burgh some whiskey that was supposed never 
to have paid duty. On reachmg Abbots- 
ford, ‘ ‘ the Wizard of the Horth ” was in- 
formed that he had met one of the greatest 
poets of Horth Britain. “ So I suspected,” 
he replied. “It must have been Burns.” 
Sir Walter was right— it v>as Burns. 

Pitt, the younger, and Fox were both fond 
of port wme, and lost no opportunity of indulg- 
ing in their favourite beverage. Meeting at 
Crockford’s one evening, Pitt (being in 
straitened circumstances) proposed that they 
should play for a bottle of sherry. “ Ho,” said 
Fox, “it Imustlose, I will lose in Claret ! ” and 
the rival Statesmen succumbed to iutoxication. 

i 

WiXBEEFORCOB, the weU-known philan- 
thropist, was accustomed to visit the prisons. 
At Hewgate one day^ he met a well-known 
forger, and asked him. “What he was in 
for ? ” “ For the same reason that you are 
out,” was the smart, but unoourteous reply. 


HEW RECULATIOHS FOR THE 
EHGLISH POLICE. 

{Freely Adapted Jrom the Irish Rules.) 

1. Constables who are required to inter- 
fere in a street-row must have fourteen days’ 
notice before they can 
be expected on the spot 
of the disturbance. 

2 Policemen will 
parade the streets from 
12 A.M. to 4 p.m., but will 
make themselves scarce 
in the event of meeting 
a party procession, or 
noticing the holding of a m 
pubhc demonstration. 

3. Hyde Park, Trafal- M 

gar Square, and all other 
fashionable trysting- 

places, shall be considered without the sphere 
of Police influence at times of pohtioal 
excitement. 

4. Constables shall not congregate on land 
set apart for workmen’s gatherings, except 
to organise strikes amongst themselves. 

j 5. The labours of the Police shall not com- 
mence before sunrise, or continue after sun- 
set ; and it will be left to the sagacity of the 
Puhhc to guard their own property during 
the hours that the Constables are off duty. 

6. In the absence of the Civil Power, it 
will be considered contrarv to professional 
etiquette for any respectable member of the 
criminal classes to carry on his unimpeded 
vocation. 
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THE GREAT UNKNOWN. 

[The Eev. Dr. Smythe 
Palmbe, of Trinity College, 
Dubhn, lias just compiled a 
Book of Extiacts, entitled The 
Terfect Gentleman^ 

A Gtentleman must he 
liberal, not to say lavish, 
to servants, porters, game- 
keepers, and others, or he 
is “ no gent . ’ ’ At the same 
time the Perfect (xentleman 
is never extravagant. 

He must not work. At 
tlie same time he must not 
be an idler. 

He is known by his 
scrupulous attention to the 
minutiee of personal ap- 
pearance, while “ despising 
aU outside show.^’ 

The Perfect Hentleman 
“never wilfully hurts 
anybody.” Ho soldier, 
doctor, or schoolmaster 
can, therefore, ever be a 

p. a 

He is always perfectly 
open and frank. He is 
also sufficiently artful to 
conceal the fact that he 
considers the person he is 
talking to a mixture of a 
snob and a blockhead. 

When his favourite corn 
is trodden on by a weighty 
stranger, he never utters 
any expression stronger 
than “ Dear me I ” 

He never loses his 
temper. 

He must know how to 
treat everyone according to 
their rank and situation in 
life, but show special cour- 
tesy to those who are his 
inferiors. 

He must be well-born, 
although there are plenty 
of “nature’s G-entlemen” 
in the ranks of day- 
labourers. 



HIS BEST ^‘SOOT,’^ 


Short~tem]oered Gentleman in Black {after molent collision with a Stonemason fresh 
from work). “How, I’ll arsk you jest to look at the narsty beastly 
Mess as you ’ve gone and mide mb in > Why, I ’m simply smothered in 
SOME ’oRRin White Stuff t ’ Why don’t yer be more careful Ml” 


He must be sufficiently 
wealthy to keep up a good 
position, while recognising 
the fact that money has 
nothing to do with true 
gentility. 

He should also try and 
remember that no such 
jumble of contradictions as 
the Perfect Grentleman ever 
existed. 


Epigrammatically Put. 
— An Asylums Board Man- 
ager wrote to the Times to 
complain of Mr. Littleh, 
M. P ., Q, . C . ’s charges against 
the Asylums and Eever 
Hospitals management. 
“ Which is right, or which 
is wrong,” to paraphrase 
Mr, MantalinTs words, is 
no business just now of 
ours, but the writer of the 
reply to the attack, might 
have summed up by saying 
‘ ‘ that to him, Mr. Littles, 
whatever^ his Christian 
names might be, appeared 
as a Be-Littler.^^ 


“ Mr. Gladstone on 
Eents in Wales.” — What 
the Bight Honble. Mr. G. 
omitted to say, when speak- 
ing on this subject, was 
that “ but a comparatively 
small rent in Wales would 
be produced by Disesta- 
blishment, whenever that 
event should happen, and 
that this would soon be 
mended.” 


Temperance Heddle. — 
Why is a man who is 
thoroughly good-natured 
and ever ready to oblige, 
likely to end as a con- 
firmed drunkard ? Because 
he is always willing. 


A USEPUL EXPERIENCE. 

I AWOKE at one in the morning, 

I had been two hours in bed, 
When— bang! — without any warning 
A joke came into my head. 

’Twas brilliant, awfully funny, 

It fiasbed through my drowsy brain, 
It was worth— oh, a lot of money ! — 

I chuckled again and again. 

I thought how I might employ it, 

I laughed till the tears rolled down, 
Foreseeing how Smith would enjoy it, 
And how it would tickle Brown. 

I said, “ I had best but hint it 
To them, or they might purloin 
This wonderful jest, then print it, 
And between them divide the coin.” 

Late in the morn I awoke, — I 
Puzzled with all my might 
In vain to recall the joke I 
Made in the silent night. 

What was it about P No dreamer 
Am 1 1 No— I think— I frown — 
When next I make a screamer 
In bed — I will write it down. 

By the side of the bed a taper 
Shall ever with matches be, 

A pencil and piece of paper, 

To note what occurs to me. 


***** 

Since then I have tried, hut the late joke, 
As seen in my bedside scrawl, 

Is always so poor, — ^that the great joke, 
J’m sure, was no joke at all! 

YES OR NO ? 

[“The hand-wntmg of well-educated Ladies is 
often disgracefully illegible.” — A Ladies* Journal.'] 

Oh, never did lover in fable 
In such a predicament stand, 

A letter I wrote to my Mabel, 

To ask for her heart and her hand. 

With compliments worded so nicely, 

A lifelong devotion I swore ; 

She ’s answered— and left me precisely 
As wise as before 1 

It is true that I begged, when inditing 
My note, a reply with all speed, ^ 

And Mabel, to judge from the writing, 
Fulfilled my petition mdeed I ^ 

The drift of this scrawl, so erratic, 

I am wholly unable to guess — 

It may be refusal emphatic. 

Or can it he “ Yes ” ? 

“ Afiection ” she ’ll feel for me “ ever,” 
But stay— if that blot is an “ w ” 

It turns it at once into “ never,” 

Or is it a slip of the pen ? 


Her heart will a “ truant (or true ?) he,” 
And what is the word just above ? 

It looks like — it cannot be — “ booby ” I 
Perhaps ifc is “love.” 

A meeting must needs be awaited 
To render these mysteries plain ; 
Perhaps in this letter she ’s stated 
She never will see me again ; 

On one thing at least I ’ve decided ; — 
Should she he my partner for hie, 

A type- writer shall he provided 
For the use of my wife ! 


The German and Horse -trying Bide, 

[“Most of the horses Yeie standing, but prop- 
ping themselves up against a wall or a post.” — 
Standard, Wednesday, Octolei Vlth.] 

Pity the sorrows of a worn-out horse, 

Whose trembliag limbs support him ’gainst 
a wall ; 

Who asks you, — ^fearing future trials worse— 
To kill him with a sudden shot, — that ’s ail, 

A Correspondent signing “Innocentia 
Docet,” wants to know if “ the Hnh of the 
Universe” is an official appointment that 
can only he held by a Mahommedan or a 
Mormon ? 
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Trtst^^ OH tlic German print), “TAe Saylor's Return,'' The 
CONVEHSATIONAL hints to YOTJNG shooters. Wartors JDreem'' Rfapmeon at Areola," and so fortli. Point to 

{By Mr PmcKs own Grouse in the Gun ,oom) a chma-ornament aad say, “ I never knew cows m ttas part of tke 

^ ^ ' country were blue and green. Then alter yon we exhausted the 

And, next, my gallant young Sportsmen, just sharpen up your cow, milked her dry, so to speak, you can take a turn at the engrav- 
attention, and, it you have ears, prepare to lend them now. Be, m mgs, and make a sly hit at the taste in art generated by modern 
fact, all ears. At any rate, get yourselves as near as possible to that education. Hereupon, someone is dead certain to chime in with the 


desirable condition, for we are going to discuss shooting-lunches, „ 

and all that pertains to them. Think of it ^ Are not some of your their station by allowmg their daughters to learn to play the piano, 
happiest memories, and your most delightful anticipations, bound up and their sons to acquire the rudiments of Latm “Give you my 
with the mid' day meal, at which the anxieties and disappointments word of honour, the farmers^ daughters about my uncle’s place, get 
of the mornmg, the birds you missed, the birds that, though they their dresses made by my aunt’s dressmaker, and thump out old 
got up in front of you, were shot by yoT^J^Jfi^ous neighbour, the wiped- Waoner all day long.” This horrible picture of rural depravity 


veteran grumble about farmers who educate their children above 


E'/lTER L£S COI^ 


iji PgjR. Us CHEVt^ 

Is QU TOMBENT Y 

SERVIB. > 


eyes, the hands torn — — — — 

m tne thorn-bushes, 
at which, as I say, 

careful, unless you 

know exactly tke ways |N JHE RUE DE LA PAIX. 

01 your host with 

regard to his shooting- Sairdresser. “Sat then-, Sake zat you are Ease — Ssate,— is ir that I SB 

lunch, not to express ttoh off tour ’Air ^ ” 

to him before lunch Brown {an old fashioned Englishman, on his first Visit to Pans — startled) 


ARTICLC3 

DE. 

touettc 

£H I Vo -RL 0 
.„&N r 


IN THE RUE DE LA PAIX. 

Rairdrcsser, “Say then, Sare zat you are Rase — Shave, — is it that I shall cut 


will cause an animated 

discussion. When it 
IS over, you can say, 

‘ ‘ This IS the very best 
Irish- stew I ’ve ever 
tasted. I must get 
your cook to give me 
the receipt.” 

“Ah, my boy,” 
says Chalmers, 
“you’ll find there’s 
nothing like a stew 
LCS oHt shooting.” 

“Of course,” you 
say, “nothing can 
beat it, if you’ve got 
a nice room to eat it 
in, and aren’t pressed 
for time; hut, if 
you’ve got no end of 
ground to cover, and 
not much time to do 
f it in, I can always 

manage to do myself 
on a scrap of any- 
thing handy. Thanks, 
I don’t mind if I do 
have a chunk of cake, 
and a whitewash of 
sherry.” 

Thus you have 
fetched a compass — I 
fancy the phrase is 
correct — and have 
wiped out the memory 
of your indiscretion. 
Of course the thmg 
may happen the other 
way round. You may 
have expressed a pre- 
ference for sohd 
lunches, only to find 
yourself set down on 
a tuft of grass, with a 
beef sandwich and a 
=- digestive biscuit. In 
that case you can 
begin by declaring 
your delight m an 
open “ air meal, go 
LL CUT on to admire the 
scenery, and end by 
'■ Hey I expressing a eertam 


definite what 1 Out my Hair ofe » Hono, Mossoo— oompbenny nong I Do you think I want amount of judicious 


opmion as to what the to look like one of tour French Poodles « 
best kind of lunch is. 


contempt for the 
Sybarite who cannot 


If, for instance, you rashly declare that, for your own part, you tear himself away from effeminate luxuries, and the trick’s done, 
detest a solemn sit-down-in-a-farmhouse lunch, and that your But this subject is so great, and has so many varieties, that wc 


detest a solemn sit-down-in-a-farmhouse lunch, and that your But this subject is so grt 
ideal 18 a sandwich, a biscuit and a nip out of a flask, and if must recur to it in our next. 

you then find yourself lunching off three courses at a comfortable — 

table, why you ’ll be in a bit of a hole. Consistency would prompt 

you to abstain, appetite urges you to eat. What is a poor talker to TO OUR GUERI 

do ? Obviously, he must get out somehow. Here is a suggested Mr. Punch is sorry to fin 
method. Begin by admiring the room. Car drive has been taken so 


TO OUR GUERIN SEY CORRESPONDENTS. 

Mr. Punch is sorry to find that his fancy sketch of a Guernsey 
Car drive has been taken so seriously in some quarters as to give 


“ By J* ove, what a jolly httle room this is. It ’s as spick and span pain and offence which were very far from being intended. He begs 
as a model dairy. I wish you ’d take me on as your tenant, Chal- to assure the honourable fraternity of Car-proprietors and drivers 
MERS, when you ’ve got a vacancy.” ^ in the island, that he did not mean to suggest for a moment that 

Chalmers will say, “ It ’s not a bad little hole. Old Mrs. Nubbles there was the slightest real danger to the pubhe who patronise 
keeps things wonderfully spruce. This is one of the cottages I bxult those highly popular and excellently- conducted vehicles, or that 


five years ago.” 

There ’s your first move 


Tour next is as follows. 


any actual driver^ was either intemperate or incompetent , and that, 
Every rustic- should such au impression have been unfortunately produced — 


^ttage contains puesome china-ornaments and excruciatmg-cheap which he hopes is impossible — no one would regret so unjust an 
German-pnnts of such subjects as “ The Tryst" (always spelt “ The aspersion more sincerely than Mr. Punch himself. 
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LADY GAY^S SELECTIONS. 

Mount Street^ Grosmnor 
Square^ 

Dear Mr. Pthstch,— Y our marvel- 
lous judgment in the selection of your 
“ staff — (I believe that is the correct 
term to use in speaking of those who 
write for the paper, though as a rule a 
staff is wooden-headed^ ^ which I am 
sure none of your contributors are 
I can answer for one !) — has again 
placed you in the position envied of all 
Journals, viz., — {why do people put 
“viz.,” and not “ namely — it is 

silly!) that of affording “information ” 
given by no other Journal I All of 
which preamble means, — (by the way, 
why “ 'pre-amble ” P — ii one is a speedy 
writer, why not ^'‘pre-canter ” ?) — that 
Punchy in the person of Ladt G-at — 
(that may seem a little mixed, but it 
isn’t) — was the only Sporting Paper 
which tipped the winner of the Cesar e- 
witch! 

For confirmation of this I refer the 
sceptical to my last week’s letter, in 
which I stated that in dreaming of the 
race I dreamt that “ Burnaby came to 
the rescue ” — and if this is not giving 
the winner, I should like to know what 
is! It is true I made Brandy my 
“ verse selection,” but that would only 
mislead thv people who go no further 
than the surface (not of the brandy), 
as anyone who gave the matter a 
moment’s thought would realise that 
Brandy is always applied after a rescue ! 
I hear there was a “ ton of money ” for 
the winner just before the start, but I ! 
did not see anyone carrying it about, 
so I suppose it was what they call 
“eovermg money,” which, I presume, 
is covered over for safety, as it would 
be risky to walk about a race- course 
with a ton of loose money — not that I 
suppose anyone who goes racing would 
touch it, but it might be lost I Any- 
how, there was a ton of money for the 
winner after the race, which his owner 
had^ to take, willy-nilly, or Hobsoiv’s 
choice ! 
















J ^ 


DIGNITY AND IMPUDENCE. 

“I SAY, GiJV’KER ’ WHEN ARE YOU GOING TO BE TOOK 

DOWN FOR Halter AT ioNs and Repairs 2 ” 


The pleasantest feature of the meet- 
ing, however, was the re-appearance of 
H.R.H. the Prince of Wales, which 
was also pleasantly marked by one of 
his horses winning a race ! The Public 
having anxiously “watched” for 
HR.H., the success of The Vigil 
received with enthusiasm ! 

Next week takes us to Gatwick and 
Sandown — (or rather the train takes 
us — another absurd expression) — the 
last day of the latter Meeting being 
devoted to “Jumping Races,” which is 
the contemptuous way some people 
speak of the winter branch of our 
National Sport ! — forgetting that it de- 
mands the two most desirable (Quali- 
ties in a horse, speed and endurance — 
whereas the modern ffat-racing has 
degenerated, for the most part, into 
scrambles and gambles, where speed 
is the only requisite ! — but more of this 
anon — but not anonymous, as I be- 
lieve in signed articles, as the appren- 
tice said! (iVbt Bradford !) 

The most important race at Gatwick j 
— {delightful place to go racing — lots of ' 
room to move about in) — is the Thou- 
sand Pound Handicap, in which race 
Brandy is worth keeping an eye on, 
as she ought to beat Burnaby at the 
difference in the weights — other 
horses that might make their mark 
during the week— (especially now the 
ground is soft) — are, Pilots Golden 
Garter — [I never was guilty of such 
extravagance as ^ that) — Queen of 
Navarre — {she might have been) — 
Meadow Brown^ Terror^ and Seawall^ 
the last three in the “ Jumping 
Races” — and, in conclusion, the in- 
evitable rhythmical winner, from 

Yours devotedly, Ladt Gat. 

Orleans Nursery 
Selection. 

The man who would hack any other 

Appears but a gander to be. 

For the horse that aU comers will 
smother 

Is certainly Tanderagee I 


MY SEASON TICKET. 

Ever against my breast, Pockets I search in vain 

Safe in my pocket pressed, All through and through again; 

Ready at my behest, “ Pray do not stop the tram — 

Daintily pretty Lost it this morning. 

Gut-printed piece of leather. No, I have not a card, 

Though fair or foul the weather, Nor can I pay you. Guard — 

Daily we go together Truly my lot is hard, 

Up to the City. This is the reason, 

Yet, as I ride at ease, Now I recall to mind 

Papers strewn on my knees, ^ Changing my clothes, I find 
And I hear “ Seasons, please ” I left them aU behind, — 
Shouted in warning : Money, cards, * Season.’ ” 

WEITTEN A HUNDEED YEAES HENCE, 

{From a Collection of Communications sapphed by our Prophetic 
Compiler , ) 

Dear Mr. Punch, — Pray protect the Griffin! Those Goths and 
Vandals, the Members of the Corpoi^ation of the City of London, 
will remove it, unless you intervene. This beautiful work of Art, 
that stands on the supposed site of the mythical Temple Bar, is to 
come down. What would our^ ancestors say if they were here ? 
Would they not frown at their degenerate descendants? Every 
student of history^ knows that this Grifidn was put up by univers^ 
consent, and considered one of the finest works of art of the nine- 
teenth century. As, indeed, it was. It is full of historic memories. 
It was here that Wellington met Napoleon after Waterloo ; and 
here, again, was the Volunteer Movement inaugurated, when Mr. 
Alderman Wat Tyler, putting himself at the bead of the citizens, 


caUed for “ Three cheers for the Charter and the Anti-Corn- Law 
League ! ” The beautiful bas-reliefs that used to represent the 
occasions have disappeared, hut their subjects are tenderly cherished. 
If the Corporation must pull down something, let them destroy the 
recently-erected Mansion House I but spare, oh spare, the Griffin ! 

Yours truly, 

A Student of the Lore of the Nineteenth Century. 

The Palace, Brixton, 

Dear Mr. Punch, — It is time for a protest I One of the most 
beautiful erections of the nineteenth century (the old South Kensing- 
ton Eailway Station of the District Railway) is to he removed I 
Instead of the picturesque iron roof, we are to have some abomina- 
tion in stone ! Can this he ? It is said to be falling to pieces under 
the ravages of Time. If this be really the case, why not let it be 
restored ? There was no more picturesque outcome from the nine- 
teenth century than these pretty arrangements in metal. The last 
generation swept them away by scores, by hundreds, by thousands — 
they did not even spare the Brompton Boilers! Let not such a 
reproach he applicable to us. We pride ourselves upon our love of 
Art and veneration for the antique and the beautiful, and yet^ we 
would pull down a building that for a century has been the admira- 
tion of all with a soul for Art and a mind for appreciating the 
sublimest efforts of genius in its highest sense ! This must not be, 
Burlington House, Yours truly, A Royal Academician. 
From 1 to 1000, Piccadilly, 

Dear Mr. Punch, — -I have had the advantage of reading the above 
letters before publication, and am of opinion tbat they are not one 
whit more nonsensical than letters about the Foudroyant and the 
Emmanuel Hospital that were printed early in the nineties. You 
may make what use you please of this communication. 

Yonrs respectfully, The Seirit of the Past. 

The Farth {Branch Fstahmhmeni^ Mdrs a%d Jupiter), 


KOtlICB. — ^Rejected Commumcatious or Contributions, wbetker MS., }Printed Matter, Brawii^, or Piotnroe of any description, wiU 
in no ease be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed EnVelope, Cover, er Wrapper. To tins rulo 
there will be no excep tion. 
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IMPRESSIONS OF ^‘IL TROVATORE” 

{By a Matter-Of-Fact PTiilistine at Covent Oardefn . ) 

Act I. ScEiSTE 2. — Leonorfs confidant eyidently alive to the 
responsibilities of her position. Watch her, for example, when her 
Mistress is about to confide to her ear the dawn of her passion for 
Manrico* She walks Leonora gently down to the footlights, 

launches her into her solo, like a 
boat, and stands aside on the 
left, a Little behind, with an air 
of apprehension, lest she should 
come to grief over the next high 
note, and a hand in readiness to 
support her elbow in case she 
should suddenly collapse. Then, 
feeling partially reassured, she 
goes round to inspect her from 
the right, where she remains 
unto, her superior has completed 
her confidences, and it is time to 
lead her away. Operatic confi- 
dant sympathetic— but a more 
modern heroine might find one 
‘‘get on her nerves,^' perhaps. 
Manrico a very robust type of 
Troubadour — but oughtn’t a 
Troubadour to carry about a 
guitar, or a lute, or something? 
If Manrico has one, he invariably 
leaves it outside. Probably 
doesn’t see why, with so many 
competent musicians in the 
K X orchestra, he should take the 

trouble of playing his own ac- 
Maniico, a rather full-blown Ghost companimenta. And why does 
in Hamlet.’ ’ the Curtain invariably come down 

as soon as swords are drawn? Tantalising to have all the duels 
and fighting done during the entFactes, 

Act II. Scene 1. — Azucena insists on telHng Manrico a long and 
rather improbable story of how, in a fit of absorption, she once burnt 
her own son in mistake for the Conte di Luna's, ^ Manrico listens, 
as a matter of filial duty — because, after all, she is his mother —but 
he is clearly of opinion that these painful family reminiscences are 
far better forgotten. Perhaps he suspects that her anguish may be 
due to a severe fit of indigestion — the symptoms of which are almost 
indistinguishable from those of operatic remorse. At all events, he 
does not find his parent a cheerful companion, and, as soon as he 
finds a decent excuse for escape, takes it. 

Scene 2. — The Cloisters of a Convent. Enter the Conte di Luna^ 
with followers, to abduct Leonora. The followers range themselves 

against a wall in the back- 
ground, until the Count has 
finished Balen.^^ If 

their opinion was asked, 
they would probably be in 
favour of his making rather 
less noise about it, if he 
really means business— but 
of course it is not their 
place to interfere. Leonora 
enters to take the veil, with 
procession of nuns, preceded 
by four female acolytes— or 
are they pages? — in white 
tights, carrying tapers. The 
Count and his followers are 
evidently a little taken aback 
— an abduction not q.uite so 
simple an afiair as they 
expected. While they are 
working themselves up to it, 
Manrico appears, as the 
stage-direction says, “like 
a phantom.” In a helmet, 
with a horsehair tail, and a 
large white cloak, he does 
look extremely like the 
. „ ,, Tvr ,, (rAos^ in and which 

IL Azucena,” or, My pietty Cham ! ” perhaps, why the Count, 

under the impression that ho is an apparition from some other 
Opera, allows him to walk oif with Leonora under his very nose. 
Swords are drawn— with the usual result of bringing down the 
Curtain, 

AcfT III. Scene 1.— Soldiers discovered carousing, as wildly'as is 
possible On fotir gilded crfibts, and a dozen goblets. Aziicena is 



brought before the Count, and manacled. Operatic handcuffs -a 
most humane contrivance— with long links, to permit of the freest 
facilities for entreaty and imprecation. Soldiers, who have been 
called to arms, but stayed, from a natural curiosity to hear what 
the Conte di Luna had to say to the Gripsy, go off, as she is led 
away to prison, with a sense that they have seen all there is to be 
seen, and a vague recollection that there is some fighting to he done 
somewhere. 

Scene 2. — Leonora and Manrico are about to he married ; every- 
thing prepared — ^four apathetic bridesmaids, and the four acolytes 
in tights — ^who have possibly been kindly lent by the Convent for 
the occasion — in a vacuous row at the back of the scene. Fancy 
Manrico has forgotten to give them the usual initial brooches, and 
they feel the wedding is a poky affair, and take no interest in it. 
Leonora herself is in low spirits— seems to miss the confidant, and 
to be oppressed with a misgiving that the wedding is not destined 
to come off. Misgivings on the stage are never thrown away — the 
wedding is interrupted immediately by a crowd of men, in small 
sugar-loaf caps, who carry the bridegroom off to fight — whereupon, 
of course, the Curtain falls. 

Act it. Scene 1. — Leonora listening outside the tower iu which 
Manrico is being tortured, after having been taken prisoner in a 
combat during tne entFacte, Here a confidant might have comforted 
her considerably by representing that they couldn’t be torturing the 
poor Troubadour so very seriously so long as he is able to take part in 
a duet — but unfortunately Leonora seems to have discharged the 
confidant after the Second Act — an error of judgment on her part, 
for she is certainly incapable of taking care of herself. A cool- 
headed, sensible confidant, for instance, would have taken eare that 



Lmia and the Star of the Evening. 


the bargain with the Conte di Luna conceived and carried out 
in a more business-like spirit. 

“How do be careful,” she would have said. “ Make sure that 
the Count keeps his word before you break yours. Don’t go and see 
Manrico yourself— it ca^i do no good, and wiU only harrow you ! If 
you really must go, don’t take a quick poison first — or you ’ll die in 
his dungeon, and spoil the whole thing ! ’’ Which is just what 
Leonora— Yik.& the impulsive operatic heroine she is— proceeds to 
do, and is , cruelly misunderstood by Manrico ^ in consequence, 
besides hastening his doom by disappointing the Count, ^ whose 
irritation was only natural, and pardonable, under the circum- 
stances. 

Don’t quite see myself why the Count should he so horrified on 
learning that the person he has just had executed was his long-lost 
brother. It is not as if they had ever been friendly, or were at all 
likely to become so, considering their previous relations. Depend 
upon it, when he has time to think the matter over calmly, he 
mil recognise that things are better as they are, and that Fate 
has solved his domestic difficulties in the only possible manner. 
A Troubadour Brother, with a revengeful and quite unpresentable 
gipsy foster-mother, would have proved very trying persons to live 
with. 


“A Chiee’s Amano Ye Ma^king Hotes.”— Sir Authitr Sulli- 
van sat next to Sir Henut Hawkins during part of the recent 
sensational trial at the Ancient Bailey, making, of course not taking, 
notes. Sir Henby occasionally conversed with the Knight of Music. 
Did the latter hum, sotto voce, And a good Judge iooP^ with 
other selections from Trial hy Jury f Everyone glad Sir Artwoii 
is so well. Perhaps after this he will return to Eeal Eccentric 
Gilbeilian Opera, and go away for “ change of air.” The “ Cante” 
IS at the door^ r‘eady to takb him, but his ‘original “ G^e Ghb ” hafe 
gone to Amerida, 


VOL. ctrr. 
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A Stah and Garter I Here ’s a go I 
W ell, well, no doul)t Hwas to be worn meant ; 
And, as mere personal adornment, 

It does look smartisk, dontcker ^ow I 

AUpersonal adornment’s vain, 

Held Hr. Watts, holds dear MoHotjoall ; 
For dowdy dress and habits frugal 
Befit the Hemocratio strain. 

And I ’m a Bemoorat — of course ! 

The Bbstjamut FnAOTLiir of the Peerage I 


Mister Itoselery^ loquitur : — 

And yet—ah! truly ’tis a queer age — 

A Decoration has some force T 

I wonder what the L.C.O. 

Will say to this 1 That I should spurn it ? 
J OHK Bxrarrs may swear I ought to burn it. 
Still— it looks natty round my knee. 

I need not wear it when I sit 
Among the broadcloth’d heirs of Bumble ! 
But Foreign Minister too humble 
Were butt of diplomatio wit. 


Battersea’s pride my pride may scourge. 
Well — he may find he ’s caught a 
Tartar. 

A robe— a coronet— a garter ! — 
Materials for a new “Pbede’s Pueoe” ! 

The keen-eyed Democratic lynx 
May watch me with alert suspicion, 

As but a half-disguised patrician, 

But— shame to him who eiH thinks 1 

ILeft posturing eomphcently* 
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SOMETHING LIKE A MOUNT. 


Sports^nan {with gun), '‘Hillo, Algib, been Cxjb-httnting « How does the Yotjkg *Un go?” 

Algie, Splendidly, old Eellow, splendidly 1 Keveb cabried so well in my life ! Got clean away with mb as soon 
AS they Found, —couldn’t hold him a bit— bold as a Lion, nothing stops him,— went slice: through a flight o* fair-holed 
Posts and Rails, smashed a Gate into Matchwood, — Twenty Minutes straight as the Crow plies through and over etery- 

THING, — AND, HANG ME, IF HE WOULDN’T HAVE BEEN GOING YET, IF HE HADN’T PUT HIS FOOT INTO A RaBBIT-HOLE CROSSING CrUMP- 

LER Common, and come a regular Crowner. Don’t know where the deuce the Hounds went to • Had a glorious Gallop, 
THOUGH, all to MySELF ! ” 


THE COUNTY-COUNCILLOE’S DIAET. 

{A few Years hence,) 

Jfonifay.— To-day’s meeting: of the Council rather stormy. The 
Council’s Clerk of the Works, who superintends the fifty thousand 
builders, bricklayers, &c., who are now employed directly by us, 
reports that, unless the concessions demanded by the men are granted, 
they will all go out on strike to-morrow. The concessions are — Free 
beer three times a-day ; half -holiday every other day at full day’s 
wages ; and a month’s t rip to the Riviera in winter, paid for out of 
the rates. Clerk of the Works (apwinted, on elective principle, by 
the men themselves) describes these demands as “ highly moderate and 
reasonable.” Council unable to agree with him. After sitting for 
six hours, amid frightful uproar, Council breaks up, without coming 
to any decision, 

Tuesday , — ^W orkmen have struck ! Awkward, as they have just 
pulled down north side of Strand, to make room for double fines 
of electric tramways in centre of roadway, and whole street in 
an awful litter. Begin to wish we had not “ Abolished the Con- 
tractor” quite so hastily. 

Wednesday , — ^Another meeting of Council. Q,uite unanimous to 
go on resisting mien’s demands. Clerk of Works reports that the 
Council’s scavengers, plumbers, carters, lamp-lighters, and turn- 
I cocks, are all threatening to strike, in sympathy with bricklayers. 
In consequence of evident enjoyment with which Clerk makes this 
announcement, proposal to decrease his salary from that of a Lord 
Chancellor to that of a Puisne Judge, carried nem, con. In spite of 
attacks on Council in the Press, satisfactory that it knows how to 
keep up its dignity at this crisis. 

Thursday , — Matters getting serious. A deep fall of snow has 
occurred, and Council’s men refuse to clear it away, or let others do 
the work ! In addition. Strand tradesmen come in body to Spring 
Gardens to say that “ nobody can get near their shops, and they are 


being rapidly ruined.” Hastily- convened meeting of the Council. 
Proposal to ask our old Contractor to rebuild Strand and clear snow 
away. Our old Contractor declines to tender for the job ! He says, 
“ Council has abolished the Middleman, and had better get on with- 
out him, if it can ! ” Rude, but forcible. 

Friday , — Council heroically decides to do the work itself. Am told 
ofi by chairman to help remove old bricks on the Strand site. Have 
first to dig snow away to get at bricks. Intense amusement of hostile 
crowd, from whom we are protected by a cordon of police. Bark my 
shins badly against wheel of cart. Chairman — who has been 
extremely energetic in running up and down a ladder with a hod of 
mortar over his shoulder, which he thinks is bricklaying— falls from 
I ladder and is taken off to Charing Cross Hospital, amid shower of 
I brickbats. Crowd wants to know which is McDougall.” When 
they find out, jjelt him with snowballs. Burns — who has stuck 
loyally to Council— fiercely denounced as a “blackleg” by crowd. 
Amusing at any other time. Home in evening dead tired, under 
police escort. Find all my front windows smashed I After all — was 
it wise to abolish the Contractor ? 

Saturday,— 'WholQ County Council, protected by several regiments 
from Aldershot, a park of Artillery, and all the City Police (Council’s 
own Police being out on strike, in sympathy with bricklayers), 
manage with great difficulty to fill ten carts with rubbish, and then 
adjourn to Spring Gardens. Refreshments and free sticking-plaster 
handed round before Meeting takes place. Meeting unanimously 
decides to re-establish old Middleman system I Sir John Lubbock 
humorously suggests that it is, at any rate, better than the “ muddle- 
man” system which we have tried and found wanting. Bonus of 
£5j000 out of rates, enthusiastically voted to any Contractor who will 
tender for job of clearing snow and widening Strand. 

Later , — High Court disallows our “ precept ” for the £5,000 bonus 
— says we must pay it out of our own pockets I 

Wish I had never stood for London County Council I 
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ROBERTS COMPANIONS, No. 2 . 

Another of our speslial lot is g:ood old Sam, witL. his wunderfool 
meiuraery. He 'won’t tell not nobody his age. But he acshally 
swears as he remembers the time when there wasn’t not no Cabs, 
nor no Homnybusses nor no Railways, nor no Steam Botes, nor no 
Perlioe, in all Lundon ! And when there was grate droves of Cattel 
and Sheep druv thro’ the streets, and people used to have to put up 
bars at their doors to keep ’em out. And menny and menny a time 
has he seen a reel live Bullock march into his Master’s Counting 
’Ouse, with his two wild horns a sticking out, and as it was to 
narrer for h im to turn hisself round, he used to have to be backed 
out tale foremost, with a fierce dog a barking at his nose. 

Ah, them must have been rayther rum times, them must ! How 
thepeepel got about he don’t seem q.uite to remember ; but he says, as 
how as amost all on ’em lived at their warious shops and warehouses, 
and so mostly walked. There was, it seems, a tew ramshackel old 

coaches, called Ackney Coaches — coz, 
they was all maid at Ackney, I sup- 
pose — all drorn by two ramshackel 
old Osses, and with werry shabby old 
drivers with wisps of stror round 
their shabby old hats. Then some 
hrite Genus went and inwented Cabs, 
and they soon cut out the Ackney 
Coaches, which all went hack to 
Ackney, and was never seen no more. 
And then, sum ewen briter Genus 
went and inwented Homnybusses, 
and they rayther estonished the Cabs, 
and what the next hrite Genus will 
inwent in that line, I don’t know, 
and Sam don’t know, and I don’t 
suppose as nobody else don’t. But 
the most wunderiullest thing of all 
must have bin the having of no Perlice I Por 
Sam, acshally declares, that before Perlice 
was inwented by Sir Robert Peel— therefore 
wulgarly called Bobhys and Peelers — ^the only 
pertecters as London had at night was a lot of 
werry old men, all crissened Charley, who 
used to sit in little boxes, such as the Solgers 
has at the Q^ueen’s Pallaces, with a Kttle lan- 
tern hanging up in front, and when the Church 
Clocks ml struck the hour, they all used to 
git out of their boxes and wark up and down 
the streets a calling out, “Parst Thi‘ee 
o’clock!” or “Parst Pive o’ Clock I” as it 
roite happen to he, and then go back to their 
little boxes, and hang up their lanterns, and 

o - - - - Ah, them must have been werry nice times 

for Messrs, Dick Teppir, Jack Shephard, Bill Sikes, and 
Cumpny, unlimited. But, Sam says, as they made up for it by 
hanging ewery body as stole amost anythink, such as a sheep, or a 
fi-pound note, or a gold watch, and that on Mondays, which was 
Hanging Days, he has often and ofien stood at the bend of the Hold 
Baley and seen sum five or six pore retches, 'with white nite caps 
on, all a hanging together! and Tie says it all so serously that we 
are forced to bleeve him. 

Then there’s old slowcoach Jo, the tea-totaller. We all likes 
to work with him, and for a werry good reason. But he ’s rayther 
a comical feller is Jo. He says, when peeple cums to know all the 
true fax of the case, they ’ll willingly pay dnbble price for tea-total 
Waiters. And he reelly is such a poor simple fellow that I werrily 
bleeves as he bleeves hisself whenne says it. I carn’t think what 
he means by it ; but Bnowiir says as it ’s a perfeckly shameful attack 
on the charackter of all us Waiters as ain’t such fools as to he Tea- 
totallers, and that we really ort all of us to cut him. But no — I ’m 
in favour of Pree^ Trade in Waiters as in Wine, and I shoud think 
that, in this pertickler case, his hobstinacy brings its own punish- 
ment. Por what can be a creweller life for a poor Waiter to lead, 
than to be constantly surrounded by harf emty bottels of most 
bewtifool Wines, of all kinds, so as to suit the most fastidgeous 
Waiter’s taste, and not ellowd to taste ewen one glass of ’em! I 
thinks as I ’ve heard of sum unfortnit hindiwidial, in holden times, 
as used to be seated down hevrey day to a werry scrumpshus dinner, 
hut, whatever he fixt his mind upon, the Doctor woudn’t allow biTn 
to taste it, not by no means. His name, I think, was Saiocy Paijser, 
some relashun of Moody and Sakky, I sposes. His master’s name 
was Dais^ Geickshot, ony another name, I bleeves, for Beefalo 
Bill. But that was nothink of a case to wun as my son William 
told us of the other day. It seems as there was, wunce upon a time, 
a Greshian Gent, by the name of Taktles, who, becoz he was 
found out in helping hisself to sum werry spe^al brand of Heckter, 
was condemned to stand np to his neck in water for ewer so many 
years ; and altho he was so dredfool thnsty that he would have 



Quietly go tb sleep! 


drunk a lot of ewen that cold, thin stuff, he wasn’t allowed not to 
taste a drop ; and, not only that, hut there was a lot of most he'wti- 
fool frute a hanging jest above his pore bed, and whenever he tried 
jest to pluck a bit of it, the crewm wind blowed it away^ont of his 
reach. Hence the prowerb, “ You be blowed! ” _ 

In course I don’t pertend to know how these things was manidged 
in former times, but I weriy much douts whether ewen a Greshian 
Gent’s constitushun cond posserbly have stood it for ewer so menny 
years ! Robert. 


CAROH AND CHARON. 

(After dipping into Major Le OarorCs JRecollections.'') 

Major lb Carom ! ^ Major ! True, a greater 
Or more accomplished spy who ever knew ? 

And so original I In fact, the pater 
Of all deception yields the palm to You ! 

Courageous, honest, crafty, how you met 
Wile with wile wilier ! And then, forsooth, 

You so transformed yourself to suit each set, 

That it is praise to say, “ you lied like truth ! ” 

And in an honest cause ! Renown’ d Ulysses, 

That craftiest hero yields to you in guile. 

You touch the gold ! You ’re not the man who misses 
A chance I You caught the wariest with your smile ! 
“ Carom I ” The “ h ” is dropped, or we could fix 
(And so we can if Greek the name we make) 

You as the ancient Perryman of Styx, 

Punting the Ghosts across the Stygian lake. 

The simile is nearly perfect, note, 

Por you, with your Conspirators afioat, 

Were, as you ’ve shown us, all in the same boat. 


AT IT AGAIN! 

The following correspondence and extracts have been sent to 
Mr * Punch for publication : — 

I. — Koniglich-Kaiserlicher OherMof-Bath Doctor Serma/Yin Dmnm- 

wiiz von Hammelfleisch to The Emperor -King W%lliamt the Second, 

Most Gracioes Imperial Majesty, 

I HAVE the honour to announce to your Majesty, that my 
spouse, the beautiful and accomplished clergyman-daughter, Amma 
Amselma, whom, by your Majesty’s ever-to-he-with-gratitude-re- 
memhered permission, I last year to the altar led, is now of good 
hoi^, and will shortly, if all should go well, add one to your 
Majesty’s loyal and suomissive sublets. I make this announcement 
in accordance with your Majesty’s Hochzeit’s Decree, Seotiou 6. 

And I remain, &c. &c. &c., 

Demmwitz vom Hammelfleisch. 

11 . — William the Secoi^id to K. K, 0. H, E. D, E, D, von 
Eammelfleiseh, ^ 

Herr Doctor, 

I HAVE received your letter. In accordance with Section 7 
of my Hochzeit’s Decree, 1 graciously give permissiou for the birth 
of the child referred to in your communication. I beg, at the same 
time, to point out that, by my Supplementary Decree (Proportions 
of Sexes), issued last week, it is necessary that the child should he 
a hoy. Communicate this at once to the Prau K, K. Oher-Hof- 
Ratmn Doctorin A. A. vom Hammelfleisch. 

(Signed) William I. et R. 

III. — E, K, 0, E. E. D. von Eammelfleisch to the Emperor-King, 
William the Second, 

Most Imperial Majesty, 

Yoer with-satisfactiou-received letter has been to my 
wife communicated. She desires me to assure you that she is yuur 
Imperial Majesty’s obedient subject, (Signed) D. vok H. 

IV. — Extract from the ‘^EeicEs Anzeiger,*^ 

^ “ PrauAMMAAMSELMA VOM Hammelfleisch, having lastweek given 
birth to a girl in contravention of his Imperial Majesty’s Supplemen- 
tary Decree (No. 10. Proportions of Sexes), it is our painful duty to 
i announce that the Herr Doctor Demmwitz vom Hammelfleisch has 
been dismissed from his post as K. H. Oher-Hof-Rath, and will im- 
mediately be prosecuted for the crime of lesd Majesfe, 

V. — Extract from the EeicKs Anzeigerf a month later 

“The prisoner, Hammelfleisch, was yesterday condemned to 
twenty years’ soRtaxy confinement in the fortress of Spandau. The 
wretched man acknowledged the justice of his sentence, and begged 
others to take warning by his fate.” 
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LADY GATS SELECTIONS. 

Mount Street^ Grosvenor Square, 

Beae Me. Ptestch,— Most delightful 
iVeather fayoured us last week at Q-atwick 
and Sandown, and most of the horses I 
mentioned as worth following either finished 
nowhere or were not there at all, which I 
think is a fair average record for a Turf 
prophet! I heard at Sandown that sweeping 
reforms are to he expected in Turf matters 
next Season, hut I will not harp too much 
on this string, as more able pens than mine 
have undert^en it-— though how a “pen ” 
can harp on a string I don’t quite^ see — or 
hear, it should he. 

I certainly think would have won 

the G-atwick Handicap, hut X suppose the 
hottle is getting low, and is being reserved 
in case the Cambridgeshire is run on a cold 
day I And that brings me to the considera- 
tion of this great race. I do not propose 
to analyse the form of all the horses, but 
will devote my attention to a few of the 
likely ones — who should feel complimented 
thereat (I suppose a horse can feel a com- 
phment just as weU as it can a whip)~from 
which might spring the winner, hirst and 
foremost,then, LaPleche has, inmy opinion, 
enough weight to carry, even if the jockey 
is included, as I believe is the case— and 1 
was told by Sir Chaeley Whiteley, that 
to win the Hewmarket Oaks she had to be 
“ bustled up ” — a fashion which I thought 
had quite ^one out ! — anyhow, many people 
think she is “ not the same mare sue was ” 
— ^though how they can have changed her 
I don’t quite understand, but it would not 
surprise me to find Windgall the best of 
the Baron’s on the day. 

There^ are several horses spoken of as 
“rods in pickle,” but as a rule, these 
animals stop at “rods” and never get to 
“poles” much less “perches!” Should 
Sir Jas. Mjddlee winthe race, the town maj 
resound with many a merry Jddel, but this 
is trying weatherfor voices, though I believe j 
he is running untried, but certainly trying ! | 
There was some doubt as to the starting of 
a great favourite, owing to a report that the 
owner had been “ forestalled” — an excuse 
which always sounds very weak to me, as 
surely if outsiders can back a horse at a 
long price, the owner should also be able to 
do so, and thus put backers “in the cart” 
— where ot them would present a pic- 

toe which might lead people to think the 
^cart ” was on its way to Tyburn ! There 
appears to be considerable doubt as_ to 
whether JBuceaneer has eaten anything 
lately or not, so I must discard him ; but I 
think if he were given a sherry and bitters 
at once he might recover his appetite and 
win, as he is known to be a “ glutton ” for 
work ! JEWiTT’sbest will take some beating, 
when we know which it is, which we shall 
do shortly, as no stable is more ready than 
this to let everyone into the secret of their 
“ good things so if some Whisperer 
should tell [you that his Suspender is 
broken, it is on the cards that the ^Pensioner 
may stiU be able to walk home in safety ! 
But enough of this (as your readers will 
doubtless say!) — andletus cometothepoint 
as the knife said to the pencil— so I will 
conclude by recommending a ‘ ‘ maximum” 
on my choice, and as it is a foreign one, 
I must necessarily break out into foreign 
poetry — (just as easy to — ), 

Yours devotedly, Labt Gat. 

CAMBErDUESEIEE SELECTIOlf. 

Le type le plus “ noir ” dans le monde, 
Le nomme, on dit, Le Chouan ! 

Mais, roule au dessous de I’onde, 
Devient “Blanc” comme Kairouan! 


TO ASTR/EA. 


( Who imuld have me show lici my hand.) 


WAS, IS, AND WILL BE, 

( Three Periods of Biography , ) 


Too pretty Palmist, oh, refrain, 

Hor thus my Destinies importune 
To bare the map of trite and plain 
Misfortune. 

Methinks, that I, sweet sorceress, 

Whose weird persuasions fascinate us, 
Can read my stars without express 
Afflatus, 

“ J hn cfer ambitious — more than true ; 

To fail, the lot of clever men ’tis. 

Who ’s not a genius in his two- 
And- twenties. 


( Pbwr two-and-twenties bide above. 

While mine — I ’m in the sere and yellow — 
But I was once the model of 
A fellow.) 



line of head 
is vague : now 
quite 

]Jown ioi the 
depths, now 
past the skp- 
line ^^ — 

Hard lines I The Hne that sways a kite 
Is my line. 


“ Afy line of heart is insecure — ” 

Let “ ic” be hearts; to render scarce “ir,” 
Let “ I”-s divide it j eyes are your 
Unfair sex. 

“ My love will ne^er endure : ” you wrong 
My passion : sooth,* it will, if you’re it : 
Yet stay : to wed ? — I couldn’t long 
Endure it. 

“ My line of life is slurred and queer, 

It always was — a hankey-pankey 
Of glories missed— a fine career, 

But manque. 

So there, forbear to spell my fate ; 

I ’ve saved you that sibyllme trouble ; 

You could but this true estimate 
Redouble. 

Still, if you clasp my hand, and plead, 

And, pouting, claim your second-sight, it 
May chance that though you may not read, 
You ’ll write it. 


Past {Historical) . — General Simeon 
Snookes was one of the greatest Com- 
manders that ever figured in an European 

war. His defence of Herren-Bayoz, in 
1796j will be long remembered by those 
of his grateful countrymen who feared 
that the Corsican upstart would get the 
upper hand in the semi-fraternal struggle 
in the Portngo-Hispanian Peninsula. A 
service nearly as important was performed 
when Snookes (then a Colonel), led the 
forlorn hope that gave Pegge Well Bey 
(the Turkish conqueror) into the grasping 
hands of the British Government. Yet 
still another victory was scored when 
Captain Snooees forced the gates of Earn 
and Mar, and brought the proud Earls of 
the Five Free Ports to their knees and 
their senses. That he should have received 
the freedom of the City of London was as 
it should have been, and it must have 
been gratifying to his sorrowing friends 
and relatives that Royalty itself should 
have been represented at his obsequies. 
His fame as a victorious General will 
never fade, and although his private life 
may have been uninteresting, his connec- 

I tion with the noble family of Be Sceog 
! GYNS will for ever gain for him the respect 
t of his fellow-countrymen. 

Peesent {Anecdotal). — General 
Snooees— better known in the last cen- 
tury as “Simple Simon” — was a most 
interesting personage. Of his military 
career it is unnecessary to speak, as it 
was extremely commonplace, and void of 
incident. He was a petit and 

numerous tales are told of his gallantry. 
On one occasion, meeting Lady Bessie 
FEizzmEAB, on the Green at Turnham, 
he called attention to the fairness of the 
sunset. ‘ ‘ Quite like cream, Lady Bessie.” 
said the old beau, taking a pinch of snufi. 
“ Whipped, you mean,” replied the mali- 
cious maiden, with a smile. “ Simple 
Simon ” simpered, hut never forgave the 
liberty. At another time the General was 
speakmg to the late Duke of York, when 
that illustrious personage commanded the 
British Army. “I say, Simmy,” ex- 
claimed H.P.H., “if the French invade 
us, you must look after Humber One.” 
“You mean. Sir,” was the prompt 
answer, “Humber One Hundred and 
One ! ” The King, hearing this anecdote 
a little later, made “Simple Simon” 
his extra Equerry. But perhaps the best 
story of all was that told of his inter- 
view -with Dean Swift. ‘ ‘ I propose lis- 
tening to your Reverence on Sunday,” 
said the simple one. “.Oh, indeed!” 
replied the sarcastic ecclesiastic.^ “Then 
we shall have a case of a Gulliver come 
to judgment! ” Many other good stories 
are told of this General, whose career was 
rather in the drawing-room than in the 
field of glory. He died in 1825, and was 
buried in Westminster Abbey. At his 
funeral there was a large assemblage of 
the best-known people of the day, ^ and 
amongst them the Editor of the National 
Defender, ‘ ‘ Sic transit gloria, ’ ’ said some- 
one. “ Mundi ! ” added the jonrnahst. 

Futitee {Conjectural), — Snookes, 
Simeon. Ho one knows who this person 

was, hut it is shrewdly conjectured that 
he may have had some ofiS.cial connection 
(possibly as a Government contractor) 
with one of the ancient wars. As his 
monument is defaced, and there are no 
records of his family, it is useless to 
attempt to make his biography any fuller. 
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'^SQUARED I” 

A SoNC OF A Settlement, 

Air — “ The Death of Deism,*' 
Hecitatite. 

Kear Kelson’s monument, witb. gloom 
opprest, 

Tbe rowdy monms a Question, now at rest. 
But Asquith’s laurek shall not fade with 
years, 

Whose canny settlement the public cheers. 
Ant. 

’Twas in Trafalgar’s Square, 

We heard the spouters hlaxe, 

Each rough rejoicing then. 


They scorned churl Warren’s yoke, 

Of order made a joke. 

And claimed the Bights of Men. 

But Asquith came, the cool and brave, 
And poured oil on the troubled wave. 

Bis speech was just a beauty ! 

Along each line this meaning ran : — 

“ England respects true Rights of Man, 
But means enforcing Duty.” 

Ko more rude mohs may roar, 

A nuisance and a bore, 

Where’er Burns lead the way. 

As victory is this claimed 
By spouts, by cool sense tamed? 

All right I Let them hooray I 
But dearly is their conQuest bought, | 
’Twas scarce for this mad Graham fought 


’Tis /a^r, though—there ’s its beauty. 

AH just claims met by this shrewd plan, 
The speechifying Rights of Man, 

Plus the Policeman’s duty. 

Asquith’s clear, certain sound, 

Will spread dismay aronndl 
Some circles. “We beHeved 
Asquith was on our side,” 

The roughs will say, “ He ’s tried, 

And we — ^weU, we ’re deceived. 

If we ’re permitted in this Square 
To muster there, why should we care ? 

The game has lost its beauty ! 

Licence unfettered is our plan. 

Who cares a cuss for Rights of Man, 
Checked by that bugbear Duty P ” 

PBESENTED AT COUBT. 

Mr. Punch, Sir, 

I AM indignant— disgusted I I went 
last night to see a new piece, called The 
Guardsman, at the Court Theatre, the plot 
of which, reminded me — ’tis merely a coin- 
cidence— of Incognita, now going strong at 
the Lyric Theatre. The coincident being that 
a certain young man won’t marry an uncertain 
young lady whom they want him to marry, be- 
cause he is in love with quite another young 
lady (as he thinks) who (the incogmta) turns 
out to be the very lady whom he is required to 
wed. However, that ’s not what I ’m writing 
about. I leave criticism to your ‘ ‘ professional 
gent.” Well, Sir, it was very amusing, and 
very weR acted. But from a military point of 
view, shameful, Sir !— shameful ! The people 
about me were laughing, and said that the 
lines were good; that, take it aU round, it 
ought to be a success: that it was most 
amusing. But how could I appreciate any- 
thing when I found a Captain m the Guards, 
on the Queen’s Birthday, walking about in 
plain leather boots I It was as bad, in my 
mind, as when Mr. Charles Warner, in 
the piece called In the Ranks, appeared as a 
private in the same distinguished Regiment 
in patent leathers ! And what was the Cap- 
tain doing, Sir, in mess uniform at his uncle’s 
chambers, when he was supposed to be on ! 
guard at the Tower ? At least so I under- 
stood him to be, but I may have been wrong. ' 
At any rate, an odd sort of place to dine at, 
if he was not on duty, and if he were, he 
should not have left his post. Moreover, 
where was his scarf, as orderly officer ? But 
perhaps he was not on duty, and had dropped 
in upon the mess (in the height of the Season ^ ) 
in a friendly sort of way. Well, that might 
explain matters a bit, but not to my entire 
satisfaction. And my wife tells me that it 
13 rather late to make alterations in a Court 
dress the day before the Drawing-Room. And 
she says, too, that she has never been hustled 
and crushed when she has gone to Bucking- 
ham Palace. And if it comes to that, Sir, 

I have accompanied her, and can vouch for 
the strict accuracy of the statement. But 
these are minor matters. What I cannot 
stand are The Guardsman's boots ^ 

Yours more in anger than in sorrow, 

An Old Soldier. 
Mars Lodge, Cutsaddlehorough, 
Tomatkinshire, 


Bhymes for the Times ♦ 

If I were a missionary 
On the plains of Uganda, 

I/d leave that position airy 
Ere, at dawn, anew ’gan day. 

Question for a Dickensian Examination 
Parer. — ‘ ‘ Sere ’« Rip— Ask Rip, Rip 's our 
mutual friend,^' In which of Dickens’s 
Kovels does this occur? 
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THE BATTLE OE THE BAEHSj 

Or, The Lists for the Laurels. 

Eytte the Second. 

“ WiBE in, my warblers I ” Punchius cried. 
“To ‘wire,» 

Though slangy, sounds appropriate to the 
Lyre.^’ 

Then forth there toddled with the mincing 
gait 

Of some fair “Tottering Lily,” him, the 
great 

New Bard of Buddha! 

Graye, and grey of 
crest. 

’Tis he illumes the nubi- 
bustic West 

With the true Light of 
Asia,^^ — or, at least, 

Such simulacrum of the 
effulgent East 
As shineth from a home- 
made Chinese lantern. 

No Hafiz he, or Saadi, yet 
he can turn 

Authentic Sanscrit to — 

Telegraphese, 

And make the Muse a 

moon-faced Japanese. |j|i 

Leaderesque love of gentle <^^/M}Mv\\ 

wah! wah, gooroo!” . i '111 Ini | 

he cried, jj li if 'liKl J 

And twanged his tinkling ''I j i|i]|'| [ ||| 

orient lyre with pride. 1 |||M I | 

THE MOANING OF ilffi P 

THE BARDS. | ' Oi ji' 

No moaning of the hards! 

A pleasant quip ! 

No manufactured gloom 
to dim that far light ! !^JF i 

Of dirge’s luxury deprive 3 

myHpP / 

So suns might say there ff 

j shall be no more _ / 

I starlight I "S 

Lamping is not required at I 

day’s full noon, \ v 

Lanterns^ are out of I j | 

place in dawn’s fair / I 

hush-light ; ^ e 

But when dark night sets ^ 

' in, and there ’s no ^ 

moon. 

There is a chance for 
stars, or even a rush- 
light. 

No moaning of the bards ? ^ 

That were hard lines Governess. 

For minor line-spinners, LJfie {who has ( 
imperial Tennyson ! is a Heavenly I 

Owls only have theix 

chance when day declines, 

That’s why the night-birds crown thee 
with prompt benison. 

Lewis has wailed and warbled— twiddlingly; 
Adfeed has — ^rootley-tootlely — ^wailed and 
warbled ; 


I May be I do not carry guns enough 
To epically glorify King Aethub, 


Knocks her nice little flat nose on the floor, 
In Japanese politeness, my “ Half Jewel.” 


But I have penned some reams of rhythmic Aloebnon’s nymphs, in song or 


Concerning (please admire the rhyme!) 
SiDDAETHA. 


(That, as an “ assonance,” is quite as 
good 

As sang it,” and began it.” Orna- 
mental 

And Eastern Mythos draws me ; but I ’m 
good 

At “ Poems National and Non-Oriental.” 


Are always coarse and generally cruel. 

the rhyme!) 

“ Pearls of the Faith^^^ a most pious work, 

Although Al-Mutahali is the stringer. 

IS quite as hates “The Unspeakable 

.. „ « Turk,” 

It. urna- account would blame the Christian 

.e; but I’m 

“Lotus and Jewel!” Doesn’t that sound 
-Oriental.” nice ? 







AN ILL"DIGESTED LESSON. mg 3Xr. Punch. So, ilTr. 

^ „„ always kindly and 

The Governess. “And now, what is a Pabable, Effie?” courteous, was compelled 

Effie{whohas got rather muddled). “A Pabable * Oh, of coubse, a Pabable in this instance to “know 
IS A Heavenly Stoby with an Eabthly Meaning • ” the reason why.” Where- 


My mild Jap Muse may 
be a roguey-poguey ; 

But, there ’s no^ stimulus to 
pleasant vice 
About a holy Brahman 
or chaste Yogi. 

‘ ‘ Land of the Hising Sun,” 
delightful “Third 
Kingdom of Merry 
Dreams,” of you I ’m 
amorous. 

Must that exclude me 
from the Wreath ? 
Absurd ! 

I’m prettily pious, and 
I ’m gently glamorous. 

My Knighthood proves that 
I am quite O.K., 

My dear B. T. will 
answer for my morals ; 

I ’m steeped in Sanscrit 
lore, and so must say 
I can’t see why I should 
not wear the laurels 1 

“Ouite so,” said Punch. 
“ I like your rhyme — 
and cheek ,* 

Still, there be others yet 
to hear — next week I ” 


Apologia Aebygatent- 
sis. — “ ’Abet in ’Arry- 
gate ” was so much sought 
after everywhere that it 
was thought Mr. Punch 
could not possibly supply 
the great demand for this 
artime with sufficient cele- 
rity and dispatch. Hence 
it happened that the -Hbr- 
rogate Advertiser enthusi- 
astically reproduced the 
entire article as published 
in Mr, Punches pages, 
without saying ‘ ‘ with your 
leave, or by your leave,” to 
the Proprietors represent- 
ing 3Ir. Punch. So, Mr. 
Punch, always kindly and 
courteous, was compelled 


TOBY WITH AN Eabthly MEANING • ” the xeasoH why.” Where- 

— —‘upon The Harrogate Ad^ 

I love the Hindoos, I adore the Japs ; vertiser acknowledged that it dM not 

I ’m fond of scraps of Oriental hngo ; “harrogate to itselt ” any sort of right to 

Yet I’m a patriot, and have hymned, republish wholesale without acknowledgment 


perhaps, 


anything that has appeared in Mr. Punches 


As much as most, my native god, great pages, and at once handsomely apologised for 


William’s young Muse hath wept— then why I think a Muse with twinkly almond orbs, 

not Me, Would— as a change— in England prove 


not Me, * ' Would— as a change— in England prc 

Whose brow, not less than theirs, with most fetching ; 

woe is marbled ? Is it not plain Jap Art our Art absorbs I 

Eobebt and Austin (Dobson) took their Why ^^t in singing, then, as well 
turns ; sketchmg ? 

There is some talk, too, of Sir Theodobe I’m sure my “ Geisha” is as good a girl 
Mabtin. As Vivien, or Faustine, or e’en Bolores. 

Seeing my lips, too, thrill, my heart, too. Is she more frail, less fair, that perfect pe 
burns, [part in I Of Singing Girls, Kipangu’s great’ st 

Why the great contest should I take no glories? 


this instance of priggishness quite unprece- 
dented iTLih-Ot Harrogate Advertised s eolumns 
{Vide Harrogate Advertiser, October 15). 
Box and Cox are satisfied. Causa finita est. 
Vive ’AebyI Likewise ’Arrygate! And, 


AO XW JLIVU IJXCUJA V a.w AXi V VMA AXA U «««lMroV4. fJO - _ -ii Vjt iXlJ. TIjT 

Why not in singing, then, as well as men, by these presents, thao Mr. 

sketching ? -P- is quite wide-awake. 

I ’m sure my “ Geisha ” is as good a girl ' 

As Vivien, or Faustine, or e’en Dolores. Anecdotage. — Said the Old Parliamentary 

Is she more frail, less fair, that perfect pearl Hand, entering Christ Church, “ I prefer this 
Of Singing &ls, Kipangu’s great’ st of House to the other ! ” It was the success of 
glories ? the visit. 
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A COOL HAND. 

I 7 repressihle Pupil “Poor Stlff, Sir, this Yirgil Dont you think so? 

Su}e 7 '%ng Coach {who can scarcely helievc his ea^s) “ Poor Stuff, Sir » » < Virgil— poor Stuff < ^That do rou JifKXJV?” 
Irrepressihle Pupil {unmoved) “Seems to me, Sir, it s merely a Literal Translation of some of the best English Cribs'” 


LES ENEANTS TEEEIBLES ! 

[“It IS to be sincerely Eoped that there is no 
truth m the rumour that a paper for children will 
shortly make its appearance, entirely written and 
illustrated by children under fifteen years of age 
— St Jameses Gazette^ October 12th ] 

Why, churlislL critic, do you Lope sincerely 
The rumour, which you mention, is untrue? 
Mere prejudice makes you regard severely 
The cause of liberty which we pursue. 

"We are, The Prattler wiU estabhsh clearly, 
Q;Uite competent to edit a review , 

The age of greatest wisdom will be seen 
To be decidedly below fifteen. 

We never showed, as we need hardly mention, 
That fabled ignorance about the stars. 
From earliest days we spoke about ‘ declension,^ 
And argued on the atmosphere of Mars , 
While parents we put up with, more attention 
We paid towards another kind of “ pars ” , 
Full soon was lit the journalistic flame, — 

We lisped in leaders, for the leaders came. 

That foolish custom, which at present 
smothers 

Our youthful genius, we shah supersede. 
Here are some papers which, with many others, 
WiU make The Pra^fZer emment indeed , — 
A series on “The Management of Mothers,” 
WiU meet, we hope, a long- experienced 
need; 

Elsewhere we ’h note, in some attractive way, 
The latest long-clothes fashion of the day. 

Instruction m the art of wmdow-breaking, 
And modes to tame a flery governess. 
Descriptions of perambulator-makmg — 

Ho need on details to lay further stress. 


You T1 own our j'ournahstic undertaking, 
Must prove an unequivocal success , 

While you, who uttered this untimely sneer, 
Will blush, apologise, and disappear ' 



MY FIRST BRIEF. 

When you, my first brief, were dehvered, 
Every fibre in me quivered 
With delight, I seemed to see 
Myself admitted a Q, C ; 

^ ^ Piles of briefs npon 

the table, 

More work to do than 
I was able , 

Clients scrambling 
for advice, 

Then Lord Chan 
CELLOE m a trice. 

I seized my virgin 
pencil blue, 
Marked and perused 
you through and 
through. 

The story brief, mstruotions snort, 
Defendant m a County Court, 

It needed not an oxmce of sense 
To see that you had no defence. 

But, erudite m Enghsh law, 

I fashioned bricks without the straw. 

Around my chamber-floor I sped. 
Harangned the hook-ease on eacnlhead ; 
Demosthenes and Cicero 
On hearmg me had cried a go. 

Then I must own that I was nettled — 

Out of Court the ease was settled. 

AH my points were left nnmade, 

And the fee is left unpaid. 


POLITE LEARNING. 

[Professor Lombroso writes m the Pevue des 
Pevues that all women are bars Mr Victor 
Horsley writes m the Times that one of Miss 
Cobbers statements is a be ] 

Shameful, sbocking, rude Professor ' 
Crichton Browne — ^your predecessor 
In attacks, would-be suppressor 
Of the higher 

Education— once compared them 
To the Pantaloon, and scared them, 

But he was polite and spared them 
Words like “liar ” 

Lie, indeed ^ 1 ^There is a middle 
Course—say “fib” or “ tarradiddle,” 

“ ITot quite true,” “A sort of riddle 

Facts to smother.” 1 

We, who love the fair romancer — 

Be she talker, singer, dancer, 

What you will, she ’s sweet—we answer, 

“ You ’re another ' ” 

As for you, rough Mr. Horsley, 

Arguing so very coarsely, 

May I say yours is a worse he, — 
Rhyming badly ? 

You, so skilled in vivisection, 

Could cut up Miss Cobbe’s objection. 
With your tongue in some subjection, 

Hot thus madly. 

Why, Lombroso would despise you, 
Though he is so rude. These “ bes”you 
Freely write make folks surmise you 
I An impostor, 

t Hot the lady. You ’ve not “ licked” her. 

! (Slang to suit you) though you ’re V ictob, 

I Since you stoop to contradict her 
I Like a coster. 
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A MTSTERIOTTS thing 

For our commonplace day, 
Is the lady I sing 
In the foUowing lay. 

While I^m shooting the 
grouse. 

Or enjoying the sea, 

She takes care of my house 
For a nominal fee. 

For ten shillings a-iv-eek 
Does this wonderful 
woman 

Undertake, so to speak, 

An existence inhuman. 

Like their dwellings the 
rabbits ^ [treats, 

Deep in darkling re- 
This weird widow inhabits 
Subterranean seats. 

WTiat with humour “ con- 
trary,” 

Or ironic despair,^ 

She denominates ‘*airey” — 
From its absence of air 1 

It would give me the blues 
Household gods to uphold 
With a Lloyd^s Weekly 
News 

Of some fifty days old. 

In a Stygian gloom, 

Far from sun and ozone. 
She sits locked in her room, 
Uncompanioned, alone. 


I At a knock, at a call 

How she shivers and starts! 
She’s “that nervous”— and “Hall 
Of ’er fambly ’as ’earts.” ' 


SONGS OUT or SEASON.— MY CAEETAKEE. iato 

k. MTSTEUIOITS thing I At a knock, at a call A red ^ erring, ^ an imon, went, like a streak of greased 

For our commonplace day, How she shivers and starts! Just of dripping a bite ” lightning. I let him have both 

[s the lady I sing She ’ s “ that nervous and “ Hall —This is not my opinion, barrels ; but I might as well have 

In the foUowing lay. Of ’er fambly ’as ’earts.” Hers verbatim I cite. shot at a gnat. Still, I fancy I 

^ ^ , , , . T> T 4 - 1 , -u 1 tickled him up with my left, 

T-.. .Wt.no. Bat I fancy, ttotigh loth SporUman {a 

Thus detract from her ■»mn,hreahmg m). Tickled 

merits ^ ^ thought I 

(And I Ve’her solemn oath ^ 

tooU Shot was flying all round 

That she’s “partial to me-bangl hang 1 all over the 
crvta-r-rt'fc! »» ^ pl^'Ce. I loosod ofi twice at him, 

^ * and then went down, to avoid 

For once suddenly coming punishment. Haven’t a notion 
(She supposed me away) what became of him. 

I was struck by her hum- Third Sportsman {choking with 
ming laughter at the recollection), I saw 

Ta ^ ra ^ ra Boom de you go down, old cock. First go 
Ay /” off, 1 thought you were hit; but, 

, , . , - -XT when you got that old face of 

Andnothnmmmgitonly; yo^rg and began to holler 
Also the same,— “Wor guns!” as if you meant 
This bereaved, honest, to bust, why I joUy soon knew 
lonely there wasn’t much the matter 

Deferential dame . .^th you. Just look at him, you 

“Ta-ra-ra Boom de Do vou think an mdinary 

A,, / >> charge of shot would go through 

la my' desolate hall; / vv 

I, though prone to he Spwtsman [military 

gay man). Grad, it was awful! I’d 

Didtft like it at all. be bucketed about by 

Evelxn" W^oon for a week than 

In a Stygian gloom, l^ot till gloaming obscure “Which, ’’she said, “it was Fits — face another woodcock. I heard 

Far from sun and ozone. Cools hot London at last, The Sint Bitens ” — her fling! — ’em shoutin’, “Woodcock for- 

She sits locked in her room, Hies she forth to procure Yes ! The Caretaker, it ’s ward ! Woodcock back ! Wood- 

Uncompanioned, alone. Her ideal repast. I A mysterious thing. cock to the right ! Woodcock 

to the left I Mark — mark I ” 

CONVEESATIONAL HIUTS FOR YOUNG SHOOTERS. Juft’ thc^oat\e%S!“as1lV^iV^^^ 

{By Mr. Punch's own Grouse in the Gun-room, ) went off of its own accord, I bagged the best part of an oak tree, 

T / V and, after that, I scooted. Things were gettin’ just a shade too 

tt nr -u + • • +il T, a warm, by gad ! A reg’lar hail- storm, that ’s what it was. No, 

Howwell lremember a oertaiu day m the by-gone years, when thank yoi thinks I ; nSt for this party-^I ’m off to cover. So that’s 
for the first time a great truth suddenly hurst upon ^ in all its ^11 1 4ow about it Thanks, TOMUx-do you mind handin’ round 
glory. The morning’s sport had been unsuccessful. We were all p ’ 

fairly tired, and some of us, in spite of the moderate temperature, SporUman [rallying him). Just think of that. And we ’re 

wereper^irmg freely\ lor we had been walking up late partridges taxed to keep a chap like that in comfort. "Why you’re 

nmst of the mormng, jusf mi occasional shot here and there at to he shot at — that ’s what yon ’re there for, you and your thin 

pheasants in covert Now, late partridges are perhaps the least Medline, and aU that. By Jupitol we don’t get our money’s worth 

amenable of created things. They cherish a perfectly ridiculous con- nnf nf vnn if vnn Vp irnrnf)- & j 

viction that nature, in endowing them with life, intended that they L crit and rrm Lfore a noor ^ ^ J 

should preserve it, and consequently they hold it to be their one weSk! harSs woXol. ’ Ar 4' 

mm and object to fly, warring and cheeping, out of sight, long [Military Sportsman is o- I 

before even an enthusiastic shot could have a chance of proving to ^ rhnirprJ ' I tr 

them how beautifuUy a bird can be missed. For some reason or foortsman Oh ^ 

other, our host had refused or had been unable to drive the birds, ^ri yerv^well for voii 

One result was that we had tramped and tramped and tramped, Jokum^ WaTlike 

hnt.byGad,|oudidn’tseem-SWW^^-^;€k4^ 


Not till gloaming obscure 
Cools hot London at last, 
Hies she forth to procure 
Her ideal repast. 


“ A red ’’erring, an imon. 
Just of dripping a bite ” 
— ^This is not my opinion, 
Hers verbatim I cite. 


too !) 

That she’s “partial to 
sperrits.” 

For once suddenly coming 
(She supposed me away) 
I was struck by her hum- 
ming 


And not humming it only ; 

Also dancing the same, — 
This bereaved, honest, 
lonely 

Deferential dame ! 

Ta - ra - ra Boom de 
AyJ’^ 

In my desolate hall ; 

I, though prone to he 

g-ay, 

Didn’t like it at all. 

“Which, ” she said, ‘ ‘ it was Fits — 
The Sint Bitens ” — her fling ! — 
Yes! The Caretaker, it’s 
A mysterious thing. 




result was, that the place was simply littered with lost tempers, and 


over-anxious to stand fire 


we sat down to lunch very much out of conceit with ourselves, our vour'fiPlwfl Whv vmir teeth 
gnus, our cartridges, the keepers, the dogs, and everything else. The ^“fXrinr sth Sres 
pleasant array of plates and glasses, and the savoury odours of the TUnkit Ab^bnf T onlvn 

meats mitigated, but did not dispel the frowns. Then suddenly there ^ ^ 

dropped down amongst us, as it were from the sky, the Great Wood- Military SporUman. Wei 
cock Saga. In a moment the events of the morning were for- r\iA 




Binks. Ah, hut I ’m only a 
poor civilian. ' 

Military Sportsman, WeU, I cut and ran as a civilian. See? 

OT\Tr/\T\ n 


•r T xxT. XX XT * o dXLivivuif u Ky'uorvsfnun, yv tjjj., x uuu axiu. a«xxi. a.a oj uxvxxLCbXL. wese i 

^^xJ Saga. In a moment the events of the morning for- anyone shoot the hioomin’ bird, after all ? 

gotten brows cleared, tempers were picked up, and an eager hilarity ^he JBCost. Shoot him f I should think not. The last I saw of him 

reigned over the company, while the adventares of the wonderfid he was saiUng ofi quite comfortable, cooking snooks at the whole lot. 

bird were pursued from tree to tree, from clump to clump, through Have anothef go oi pie, Johottt ? 
all the zig-zags of his marvellous flight, until he finally vanished riivi-i, i-, -.li 

ladumphantlv into the unknown. So that is the Great Woodcock Saga, the absolute accuracy of 

Now the Great Woodcock Saga is brought about in this way:— 'which every sportsman is bound to recognise. And the great truth 
First of all suppose that a woodcock has shown himself somewhere or fhat hurst upon me is this, that if you want to restore good temper to 
other during the morning. If he was seen it follows, as the day 9- shattered party, you must start talking about woodcocks. It you 
follows tbe uight, (1), that everybody shot at him at the most fan- woodcock in the morning, talk about that one. If not, begin 

tastie distances without regard to the lives aud limbs of the rest of fhe woodcock you saw last week, or the woodcock somebody i 

the party ; (2), that (in most cases) everybody missed him; (3), that else missed the week before. But whatever jou do,^ always keep a 
everybody, though having, according to his own version, been woodcock tor a (metaphorically) rainy day. Bring him out at lunch 
especially careful himself, has been placed in imminent peril by the shoot, and watch the effect. 

recklessness of the rest; (4), that everybody threw himself flat on — 

his face to avoid death; and (5), that the woodcock is not really “Geievae-ces of Civil Servants.” — Sir, seeing this heading in 

a bird at all, hut a devil. The following is suggested as an example the Times to a letter which I didn’t stop to read, I can only say, 
of Woodcock-dialogue, the scene being laid at lunch: — for my part, that us servants as is really civil ought not never to ] 


of Woodcock-dialogue, the scene being laid at lunch: — ^ for my part, that us servants as is really civil ought not never to ] 

Mrst f^orisman {pausing in Ms attach on a plateful of curried have any “ grievaneies.*’ Tips is the reward to “ dtW servants*” — ] 
rabU^k By Jupiter! that was a smartish woedcoek. I never saw Yotlrs, The BLThEE. ; 


UOXICB.— Uejfedtcd dt CddnHWiidm, M., JPrifltb^d BrsCwittgS* dt dt day descrrjjfeldidL^ mx 

in ho cdSe he tetarksd, hot even when aceompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapped, lo this rule 
there will be no ezeeption. 
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xt was, and Sandy’s as blind as a bat. When we got to the 
Lunch {continued). — Perhaps tbe best piece of advice that I”can Devil’s Punchbowl I knew there ’d be some warm games, ’cos the 
give you, my young friend, is that— for conversational purposes — horse started oif full tilt, and, before you could say knife, over 
you should make a careful study of the natures and temperaments we went. I pitched, head first, into Dick’s stomach, and Sandy 
of your companions. Watch their little peculiarities, both of manner and Bill went bowling down hke a right and left of rabbits. Lord, 
and of shooting ; pick up what you can about their careers in sport 1 laughed till the tears ran down my face. hTo bones broken, but 
and in the general world, and use the knowledge so acquired with the old Butcher’s face got a shade the worst of it with a thorn- 
tact and discretion when you are talking to them. Por instance, if bush on the slope. Cart smashed into matchwood, of course.” 

one of the party is a celebrated — (2.) The Dressy Shot, Won- 

shot j who has done some asto- derful inthe boot, stocking, and 

nishing record at driven grouse, gaiter department. Very taste- 

you may, after the necessary ^ ful, too, in the matter of caps 

I prehminaries, ask him to be battered by 

good enough to teU you what ^ inquiry as to where he got 

was the precise number of birds // his gaiters, and if they are an 

he shot on that occasion. Tell g / idea of his own. Sometimes 

him, if you like, that the ques- 1/ | \ — 7 bursts out into a belt covered 

tion arose the other day during I <3 1 , i_ with silver clasps. Fancy waist- 

a discussion on the three finest Mm u ( d I coats a speciaKty. His smoking- 

game-shots of the world. If ^ *»4/ ^ evening, is a dream 

you happen to know that he \ - iii iuZy ^ of gorgeous rainbows. Is some- 

shot eighteen hundred birds, 1 ^ 

gou^cgi say that^most people ’ rally ^w^rs gloves, and a fair 

dred. He mil then say,— “ Ah, (3.) The Bored Shot. A good 

I know most people seem to have / M. ’ 1 1 |W|M IfW f W/M A ^ sportsman, who says he doesn’t 

got that notion— I don’t know / Ml // care about sport. Often has 

why. As a matter of fact, I / iVj^ \ ' Jill ^ / ll )f\SS / literary tastes. Has views of 

managed to get eighteenhundred I i and is, consequently, 

and two, and they picked up looked upon as a rather dan- 

twenty- two on the following f ^ gerous idealist by honest country 

morning.” Your obvious re- WW ml I |Pm™r i gentlemei, who confine their 

mark is, “By; Jove!” (with a IJ mml III I *j reading to an occasional peep 

strong emphasis on the “by”) - at tbe Times, and an intimate 

“ what magnificent shooting!” 1? acquaintance with the 

After that, the thing runs along | yffl fqnHP il wl ||P^ /mi Mm m ll SE^nnllyL \ novels of Mr. Surtees. Often 

of its own accord. ^ With a bad j 1 1 MPKlill |||||| P /nM jlWii ' // ' v/ . shocks his companions by telling ! 

shot your method is, of course, fj,') 1 lii y themhereally doesn’t care much ! 

quite different. For example:— I mS \\\ about killing things, and would I 

Young Shot I must ^say I iij F|/||||Pj M /A just as soon let them ofi. How- | 

like the old style of walking up wmMSB ^ o Kylm 3 ever, he shows a perfectly proper 

your birds better than driving, | ''WmMlMmf m)] *^1 /m mv'v^h'^r anger if he misses frequently. I 

especially in a country like this. 1 I e|||V L | | | ' 1/^ I? unlikely to be an autho- | 

I never saw such difficult birds | ' Mf,ihr. rity on sheep and oxen, and may, 

as we had this morniag. You _ perhaps, be accepted as the 

seemed to have the worst of the i|f|» lliil Conservative Candidate for his 

luck everywhere. 1 mm i"! 1' liil " County division, dumb but in- 

JBad Shot Yes— they didn’t I mm 'I'f^ | 'J||8 dignant County magnates find- 

come my way much. But I m In ing that he expresses their views 

don’t get much practice at this > better than they can do it 

kind of thing — and a man’s no ^ ~ ' themselves. Don’t talk to him 

Y. S, That was a deuced long J A - books, interesting Zt-ticles in the 

shot, all the same, that you ij ' Magazines, and so forth, 

polished off in the last drive. — (4.) The Soldier Shot This 
When I saw him coming at ' hind is generally a Captain, 

about a hundred miles an hour, ' — -V dresses well, but not gaudily, 

I thanked my stars he wasn’t V and smokes big cigars. There 

my bird. What a thump he , , seems to be a general idea that 

fell! ‘'ANIMIS CCELESTIBUS IR/EA^ a man who can teach privates to 

JB. >S, Oh, he was a fairly easy shoot targets must be able to 

shot, though a bit far off. I A MODEEH SCIENTIFIC DISCITSSION. shoot game himself. ^ Yet the 

daresay I should do well enough Soldier Shot misses birds quite 

if I only got more shooting. Miss Fanny {a gentle and most ^erac^ous Child). “Yah I you cruel beautifully. He will have mten 

I’m not shooting -with my own Coward ' You and your Friends skinned a Live Frog !” shot big game in India 'with an 

gun, though. It s one of my Master Victor {an industrious hut mry touchy little Boy). “You’re a accuracy that increases in pro- 
brother s, and it ’s rather short jji ^^ ! The Frog was Dead and you know it f ” portion to the number of miles 

iE the stock for me. .... m.-,. rv«™, ... w.= .at, xrn.r ^ATT’Trr. s.epaTate. him i from the 




“ANIMIS CCELESTIBUS IR/E!” 

A MODEEN SCIENTIFIC DISCUSSION. 

Miss Fanny {a gentle and most 'leraeious Child). “ Yah I ‘ 


in the stock for me. 

That starts you comfortably -liooHoo! whether it was i^eap or not, you ve scene of Ids exploits. ' After afi, 

with the Bad Shot. You soothe Hames, cos I m a Girl, and cant Punch ability to “brown” a herd 

his ruffled vanity, and give him of elephants does not guarantee 

abetter appetite for lunch. Master Victor. “It’s just because you’re a Girl that I can’t rights and lefts at partridges. 

Now, besides the Good Shot, Punch tours/ You should have thought oe that before you Apt to declaim tersely and 

and the Bad Shot — the two called me a Coward ♦ ” forcibly about the hardships of 

extremes, as it were, of the — ; a military career. 

line of shooters— you might subdivide your sportsmen further into — (5.) The Average Shot Talk to bim about average matters, unless 

(1) The Jovial Shot This party is on excellent terms with him- you hear he is a celebrity in some other branch or sport. In that 
self and with everybody else. Generally he shoots fairly well, bnt case, get details from him of his last Alpine climb, or his latest run 
there is a rollicking air about him, which disarms criticism, even when to hounds, or ask his views on racing matters. Most average shots 
he shoots badly. He knows everybody, and talks of most people go racing, and think they understand all about it, 
by nick-names. His sporting anecdotes may be counted upon for, I say nothing here about the Dangerous Shot, because it is never 
at any rate, a succes d^estime. “ I never laughed so much in my right to get withiu talking distance of him. In fact, he ought not 

life,” he begins, “ as I did last Tuesday* There were four of us — to be talked to at all. I am npt sure he ought to he allowed to live 

Old Sandy* Butcher Bill, Dick Whortlebury, and myself. Still* his exploits furnish material for many an animated conver- 
Sandy was driving ns back from DiUwater Hall— you know, old sation amongst the survivors. 


Mi%s Fanny. “BooHoo ! Whether it was Dead or not, you’ve 


Wkthe Bad Shot, Sahes ; ’coa I ’m a Gibi., akb oah’t 

Ms ruffled vanity, and give Mm 

abetter appetite for lunch. MoMer Victor. “It’s just because you’re a Girl that . 


VOL. cm. 


T 
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A QUESTION OE POLICE ; 

Or, What it may aome to. 

Scene — Trafalgar Square just before sunset. Police tn abundance ; 
number of Processionists in various parts of the open space seen 
to be dispersing. 

Police Inspector, ISTow, my g’ood friends, I am ^oin^ to be as polite 
as possible, but I must obey t£e regulations of the Commissioners of 
Her Majesty’s Works and Public Buildmgs. And I say you can- 
not speak, because you have not given proper notice to tbe 
authorities. 

First Orator, But I have — tell you I wrote to the Commissioner 
four days ago. 

Pol, In. Oh, did you ? Then that of course alters the case. What 
are you, Sir ? 

First Or, I am the “ Friends of the Horny Hands of Labour.” 

Pol, In, [after referring to note-booh). Ah, I thought I was right. 
Your application came in second, Sir— -the ‘ ‘ Decayed Washerwomen ” 
got in before you. Look here. [Pointing out regulation,) ‘‘Hot 
more than one Meeting shall be allowed at the same time, and if 
notices of two or more Meetings are given for the same day, pre- 
ference shall be given to that Meeting of which notice shall have 
been first received.” So you see, Sir, you are not in it. Better luck 
next tune. There is another Bank Holiday six months hence. 

^ First Or, But the “Decayed Washerwomen” are not here, and 

Pol, In, Very sorry. Sir, but you must move on. (First Orator 
disappears with grumbling followers,) I say, Bill, I do really think 
these regulations are working quite pleasantly. 

Pill [a subordinate). Yes, Sir. 

Second Orator, [entering hurriedly, accompanied by some aged 
females). Here, I say, where are we to make speeches ? 

Pol, In, [genially), Howhere, unless you have the proper authority. 
Who may you he when you are at home ? 

Second Or, (fussily). Why, the “Decayed Washerwomen,” to he 
sure. How, look sharp, and find us a place to dehver speeches. 
You know you must do it, by order of the 


Pol, In, Yes, I know. Well, what do yon say to the top of that 
lamp-post ? 

Second Or, How, none of your chaff. Mind, you are the servants 
of the public, and 

Pol, In, Yes— -hnt don’t deliver a speech to me — am not a 
‘ ‘ Decayed W asherwoman. ’ ’ 

Chorus of Indignant Females, We should think not. It would be 
a good thing if you were ! 

Second Or, How, look sharp. We have been longer coming than 
we expected. The cabs and omnibuses were so troublesome. How, 
where shall I stand ? 

Pol, In, [considering). Well, I think you would be out of the 
way if you got up there, and spoke to them down below. 

[Points out elevated position in front of the National Gallery, 

Second Or, But they won’t be able to see,^ much less to hear me ! 

Pol, In, Can’t help that. The Commissioners of Her Majesty’s 
Works and Public Buildings don’t provide telescopes nor yet ear- 
trumpets. Bill [saluting). Sunset, Sir ^ 

Pol, In, There, you see ! Thought you would he too late. Time ^s 
up. Clad to see you another day. But now — move on I 

[And the Police Itegulations are obeyed. Curtain, 


The Good Old (Sunday) Times Eevited.— The specimen number 
of The Sunday Times as it was at its commencement ml 822, given on 
Sunday, October 23rd, 1892, is most interestmg. Theatrical adver- 
tising was quite “ a feature ” at that time, when onlj two Theatres, 
Drury Lane and Covent Garden, seem to have advertised. The names 
there are of Edmund Kean simply as Mr. Kean, of Messrs. Dowton, 
Hablet, Youno, Miuvden, Mrs. Glover, and of Madame Vestris as 
Ophelia, Braham is there, as also Liston and Miss Stephens. 
Prize Fights are done in the good old Tom-and- Jerry style, and the 
Police Reports are made so amusmg as to suggest that such a light 
touch as IS oocasionaBy given in the “Day bv Day” of the Daily 
Telegraphy might be nowadays welcome in (Police) Court Hews. 
Altogether, a happy thought to reproduce the Sunday Times of 
1822, and may the Sunday Times of 1892 live up to it, and be 
“ gomg strong ” in 1992 ! Prosit / 
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IV-.POV PAPI II I aone oj org-am.smg' ana orm^m^ tueir fjricvauuea ucjiuxo x aijuamcuu, 

US u I "■ r u A rur u L- i • ^ view to remedial legislation. They might begin by agitating 

The' proceedings of the Midnight Mass Meeting of Unemployed for the Tranchise. *‘OneUny, one vote would be a popnlar cry 
G-nys at Yauxhall on the Mth of November were of a somewhat dis- just now, when some Electoral Beforms were believed to be in con- 
orderly nature, several of the speeches being characterised by a templation. Fortunately they had a Home Secretary whom they 
distinctlv incendiary tone, as will be seen from the following account might reasonably hope to find sympathetic—- he thought they should 
by Mr. PwncA’s Special Beporter, who was present throughout. ascertain his views before taking any other steps. 

The Chair-guy (whose appearance was comparatively respectable) A Guy in a Pink Mask said he had orgamsed till he was sick of it. 
said he was proud to occupy the chair — ^notwithstanding that the As for the Home Secretary, he happened to have headed a deputation 
bottom was out of it. (Shmne !) Oh, he was used to that, although to the Home Office that very afternoon — and what did the Meeting 
he could teU. the meeting he had driven his own think was the result ? Why, the 

donkey- cart once upon a time, if he had come down jS Home Secretary had declined to 

to a wheelbarrow now! [Cries of and jfW receive him I .0 he 

Aristocrat!^'* from the more extreme Guys.) He might call himself a Badioal — 

did not understand those expressions of disapproval but did he treat a Guy as a Man 

— a wheelbarrow with one leg missing was surely and a Brother ? Hid he recog- 

an unostentatious conveyance enough. Well, they \ that, creatures of rags and 

had met that evening to discuss the means to be \ shavings as they were, they Jhad 

taken to obviate the depression in the important 7 their feelings? Not he!^ they 

branch of out-door industry in which, if he did not I ‘ii A 'w&re all alike, these ^politicians, 

mistake, they were all interested, [Hear^ hear!) f ^ directly they got into office. 

That such depression existed, and was on the ft How long, he asked them, were 

increase, there was, unhappily, no doubt — it was \li m. Guys to be chivied, and harried, 

becoming more and more difficult, as they knew MW^ and moved along into back- 

without his telling them, for the steadiest Guy to f / i\M II Ij MM streets by the brutal minions of^ a corrupt middle- 

maintain himself in a proper position, without j IM j m Wm/MM class ? If they wanted to get their rights, they must 

extraneous support. He knew, for a fact, that there Id iMl | WlSmm^k make themselves a nuisance to the Authorities, like 

were ^hundreds of Guys at that very moment who, ' jillM I |l vmWKJ other people. It was all very fine to talk about the 
when their present job was over, would find them- fWlm I iMmM Franchise, and “ One Guy, one vote! ” and all the 

gelyes— through no fault of their own — thrown out I A wn\m\ of it, but they all knew that Home Buie blocked 

of employment for another twelvemonth, at least. m m I present. They^ must go to Trafalgar 

Hid they call that justice ? (Wo f and groans.) The // //if ll if f ullm ] If'i Square in their thousands ; it was the finest place for 

whole system was iniquitous— the question was, how Mil ll |t\v ^ bonfire in all London, and they had been kept out 

they were to put a stop to it. ] He invited suggestions M | M Jm i tf i of it long enough. Me meant to go, if he had to be 

from the Audience. i carried there ! [Loud cheers.) 

A [Guy said that, in his opinion, their ’decline was \ A Guy in Spectacles and a Tall Hat, said that a 

entirely due to their inability to supply themselves / 1 demonstration in the Square would, no doubt, be an 

with the apparel necessary and suitable to their call- j if | li excellent way of drawing public attention to their 

ing. What were their duties ? Why, to keep alive W Ij mBI wrongs. He advised that when they had succeeded 

the memory of their famous Founder, the author of ] /H mPli| I BlIifil MBS in capturing the Square, they should proceed to pass 

the great, and never-to-be-forgotten Gunpowder |M |lj a resolution calling upon the London County Council 

Plot— he need hardly say he alluded to Gumo ill Ir nl Utmll firi d instant and permanent employment for such 

Fawkes! {^Enthusiastic and prolonged cheering.) \| Guys as were out of work. [Cheers.) They could do 

He was no scholar himself— he had never enjoyed a }\ glUm it easily enough if they liked, and he would tell them 

University education— and he did not pretend to be London, nay, in the very Square 

an authority on historical costume. StiU, he felt safe itself, there were innumerable pedestals at present 

in asserting that a Guy who, like himself, was com- usurped by Statues which were a disgrace to the 

polled to represent their glorious Predecessor in an Metropolis. All the Council had to do was to remove 

old tad coat, a pair of baggy tweed trousers, and a those Statues from positions they had so long abused, I 

pot hat with a hole through the crown, did so under and promote the most deserving and destitute Guys 

a cruel disadvantage. He had heard that, in former ^ to fill their places. ( Uproar.) 

times, every Guy was sent out provided, as a matter rAv ^ Fustian and a Bed Comforter rose 

of course, with a dark lantern and a box of matches. excitedly to protest against the last speaker’s pro- 

Who ever saw a Guy so equipped nowadays ? They ® ^ posals, which he declared were an insult to their 

had been robbed of the very implements of their trade common Guyhood. They might have come down in 

by the grasping greed of their so-called superiors. [Shame /) In the world, but hitherto, whatever might be said of them, they had, at 
his opinion every Guy had a right to be furnished with the correct least, never rendered themselves publicly ridiculous. Now they were 
costume of the period — whatever that might be— at the pubho asked to degrade themselves by accepting the ignominious position of 
expense. ^ [Loud cheers.) ^ London Statues ! Was there a Guy who would ever hold up his head 

A Guy in a Cocked Hat said he did not think the previous speaker again, after such an infamous surrender of his self-respect and in- 
had mentioned the real cause of their fallen fortunes— their clothes dependence ? He felt it his duty to denounce the Guy who was 
were right enough ; they had to thank their own shortsighted policy guilty of such a suggestion as a wolf ^ in sheep’s clothing, a base 
for their present position — yes, he was there to speak plainly, as Guy traitor to his order, and a paid spy ! 

to Guy, and he told them that it was nothing short of social suicide {^Intense excitement ; charges and countercharges., and vain 


done by organising and bringing their grievances before Parliament, 
with a view to remedial legislation. They might begin by agitating 


for a Guy to carry^ about a placard, such as he saw too many of them 
wearing that evening, inscribed with the name of a recent murderer 
or some other popular but ephemeral favourite. [Some murmuring.) 
That was not the way to preserve the name and fame of their revered 
Chief. No ; let every Guy be true to himseK and his order, let him 
I indignantly refuse to sully his descent by such vulgar and unworthy 
I devices, and then-^ — ( Uproar^ amidst which the Speaker was com- 
\ pelled to resume his seat.) 


attempts hy the Chair-guy to restore order. Several Guys, 
unable to control their indignation any longer^ exploded, and 
the Meeting finally dispersed without attempting to pass any 
resolution, amidst a scene of indescribable confusion. 

A Patron oe the Gaietx Theatre and Modern Yariety 
Extravaganza Show Anticipated by Charles Dickens. — “There’s 


A Guy in a Blue Mask, who carried a placard hearing the name of a lot of feet in Shakspeare’s verse, but there ain’t any legs worth 
the Ex-Premier, described the remarks of both his brother Guys as meutioning in Shakspeare’s Plays. * * * What the people call 
pestilent drivel. ^ It was not clothes that made the Guy. A Guy was dramatic poetry is a collection of sermons. Ho I go to the theatre 
a Guy in any guise! [Loud cheers.) But no Guy ever rose in the to be lectured? No, Pip. If I wanted that, I’d go to church, 
world yet without combustibles of some sort inside him, and how What’s the legitimate object of the Drama, Pip ? Human nature, 
many of them ever knew what it was to get their fill of crackers ? What are legs ? Human nature. Then let us have plenty of leg- 
They were starving amidst an abundance of squibs I Society was pieces, Pip, and I ’ll stand by you, my buck f ” — Martin 
responsible, and must be forced to ao its duty. He had had enough Chuzdewit, 

of it, he meant to get a good blow-out before he was much older, he N.B. — This is the Pip of our puzzle to Dickensian Students 
could tell them, and if the Government refused to provide it free, last week. The reference, chapter and verse, was given imme- 


he must loot a firework factory, that was all — ^he was ready to lean diately by Mr. Comyns Carr, who, on the six)t received hia 
the way— if tl^ would follow I [Applause.') reward, and went away rejoicing. We regret that there arena 

A Guy in a Yellow; Mask said he was in favour of proceeding by second and third prizes, otherwise Messrs. Walter Wren and Yan 
peaceable and constitutional methods if possible. Much could be Tromp would have been placed.” — ^E d. 
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REFRESHERS. 

“The Lord Chiep Justice 
said, ‘The extent to^ which 
Refreshers are carried in these 
days makes my historical 
month water. In my younger 
days at the Bar ’ ” 



(Cvpfoi Sojiff.) 

“ In my younger days at the 
Bar, Tra la la la ! &c. 


THE NEW BROOM, AND THE 
BLACK PEERAG-E. 

[Rhyme ly a Rad. ) 

[Lord Salisbury, in his artiele in the 
National Review for November, makes fun 
of Mr. Frederic Harrison’s assertion that 
the Government could, at a pinch, secure a 
majority in the Upper Chamber by elevating 
five hundred Sweeps (which Lord S. calls the 
“Black Peerage”) to the House of Lords, 
with the assent of the Crown.] 

Five Htjndred ? Good gracious ! tiiere ’s 
no need of that. 

“Black Peerage,’^ indeed 1 Though as 
black as my hat, 

They could hardly be blacker than 
Salisbitey’s lot ; ^ ^ [rot. 

But to talk of such sooty recruits is sheer 
That bad Upper House to reform— or 
degrade — [Dark Brigade. 

We don’t want the charge of this queer 
Five hundred? Feed Haebtson, you 
are a green one ! 

J’d settle the business with one sweep — 
a clean one ! 


THE COURT JESTERS. 

Thanes to Messrs. Sims and Raleigh and the Court Company for 
a good hearty laugh, and many of them at their new three-act 
farcical comedy, The Guardsman. It Raleigh is good, and Sims 

likely to be in for a long run. 
Therefore, congratulations to Mr. 
CrnjDLEiGH, who is in the proud 
position of ‘ ‘ Sole Lessee and 
Manager,” of the Court. Odd, as 
a correspondent remarked in a 
letter to Mr. Punch last week, 
is the coincidental resemblance of 
the master-motive of the plot to 
that of Incognita at the Lyric; 
viz., the young man refusing to 
marry the girl with whom^ he is 
really in love, because he is in love 
with the very same young lady 
without knowing her name or 
anything about her. But hath not 
the old Spanish Comedy -writer, 
Gonzales, used it three times? 
hath not his fellow-countryman, 
Vega Moevega, used it in his now 
obsolete play of The Distressed 
Mother f and hath not Vodendol, 
the Norwegian dramatist, abso- 
lute!;^ nauseated us with it, not to 
mention its constant use by that 
imitation of Goldoni, Count 
Eeeito D’Aluminio ? And to 
come nearer home, did not the 
German — but why pursue^ the 
“motive” until you run it to 
earth, and even then it won’t be killed, but will be flourishing thou- 
sands of years hence, when the New Zealand playwright among the 
ruins of London shall take 
up his note-book and com- 
mence a scenario on the 
old,^ but to him, quite 
original idea. 

Then, in the last Act of 
The Guardsman^ if we 
have a French room with 
half-a-dozen doors, lead- 
ing to haM-a-dozen differ- 
ent places, with which 
arrangement not a few of 
us are familiar in pieces 
brought^ over fresh from 
the Palais Royal, and occur- 
ring infarcesof which 
AngUce Betsey^ at the 
Gynmase and Criterion is a 

tj^ shall we com^ain ? Shall we not rather laugh heartily over the 
good old game of Hide-and-Seek, which on the stage is invariably 
the cause of much amusement to one person for whom, at aU events, 



An Inhabitant of Noah’s Aik. 





Arthur Cecil’s CoUard Head d la G. 0. M. 


can answer ? "What does it matter if to some it recalls a few 
farcical comedies — all excellent material ? Not a hit I I gather from 
the genuine laughter and applause of the crowded house at the Court, 
that this amuses — and will continue to amuse some hundreds nightly, 
as long as it is aH done so well, and at such high pressure, as it is 
now in The Guardsman. The First Act is good ; the Second is the 
best ; but the Third is like the last figure in 
an after-supper early-in-the-morning Lan- 
cers, ending in a whirligig galop, when 
everything is fast and furious, and just the 
tune and its measure taken prestissimo and 
fortissimo keep the couples going till every- 
body is breathless and exhausted. 

Weedon Geossmith is exceUent. In 
brief, he plays ^ the part of a thorough 
donkey, who wishes to appear “horsey.” 

Aethue Cecil is admirable as the Ex- 
Judge of the Divorce Court — suggesting 
the idea of a gay old gentleman, who is stiu 
a hit of a dog — hut a dog who has had his 
day. If this is not his 
character, how is it he 
is on such friendly 
terms with the Modiste, 
carefully played, and 
with great spirit too, by 
Miss Agnes Thomas? 

Mr. Elliot is all go 
and bustle ; if he were 
not so, pop would go 
the piece. The make- 
up of Mr. Little for 
the old Captain is un- 
commonly good; it is 
a small part, but, with 
a Little in it, it is 
big. Mr. Namby, as 
the Irishman, Miles, first-rate ; quite Miles gloriosus* But I can’t 
go on with praise, they ’re all so good, and Ellaline Tebriss charm- 
ing. Miss Caeoline Hill, fresher than the proverbial paint, makes 
a rattling part of Lady Jones, and, as the motto of this Company is 
that of Racing Eights, “ Swing, swing together I ’’—which might, in 
another sense, have been the refrain sung by a brazen band of 
Highwaymen in the good old times— it is hkely that they’ll keep the 
Court-Boat going the pace, with the tide of popular favour, for 
many months to come. 

As a Postscript, I may add a letter on the subject addressed to 
Mr. Punch. 



Miss LlLiline Terriss vitli lier Special Tiaiu- 
to be continued in our next. 


Dear Me. Punch, Oct, 26^A. 

In the admirable letter of “ An Old Soldiee” in your paper 
this week, there are a few unimportant errors — due, no doubt, to 
your Correspondent’s age, and the shortness of memory consequent 
upon it— that mar, in a measure, the trenchant force of his criticism. 
I feel sure he wiH pardon my reminding him that the Coldstream 
Guards do not wear varnished or patent-leather boots with a tunic, 
except in '‘''Levee dress;” that Mr, Chaeles Waenee did 
not play a private soldier in “the same distinguished regi- 
ment,” but in the Grenadiers ; that a Captain could never, 
by any possibility be “on guard” at the Tower; that the 
otGlcer on duty at the Tower is called the “Picquet,” and not 
the “Orderly” officer, and is never a Captain; that no Guardsman 
has ever, in the memory of man, worn a scarf” in uniform; and 
that no soldier, worthy of the name, considers the mess of his own 
BattaHon “ an odd sort of place to dine at,” even “in the height of 
the Season.” 

I may add that my mother teUs me she has often had her Court- 
dress altered on the very morning of the “Drawing-Room.” With 
these few trifling exceptions, “AlN Old Soldiee’ s” letter is most 
accurate and just. I am, Dear Mr. Punch, 

Your enthusiastic Admirer, A Peesent Gtjaedsman. 


“Here we are Again!”— Last Friday, a Correspondent of the 
P.M. G., onboard the Angola, interviewed “the Marine-mystery, 
the Sea-serpent,” off the West Coast of Africa. It showed “ two 
tremendous green eyes.” The narrator counts upon there being a 
considerable amount of green in the eyes of those who don’t happen 
to be Sea-serpents— unless after using very strong glasses [hot) and 
plenty of ’em. 


“We are Nothing if** not Correct.”— In last week’s number 
the title of Picture, p. 198, should have been “Studies in Contra-^ 
puntal (not * Continental ’) Perspective ; ” and at p. 201, in Effie’s 
reply to the Governess, “an” was a mispriut for “no.” This 
information will relieve a vast number of perplexed inquirers. 




THE EOAD TO EUIH ; 


Or, The Real Military Long-Distance Ride, 


[“A quarter of a century hence, France will 
hare more than four nnllion trained soldiers, and 
Eussiamore than four millions and a half. We 
may deplore, as we will, this conversion of Europe 
mto a vast eamp, but the German Government, 
witnessing the development of such colossal armies 
on eithei hand, cannot be said to propose anythmg 
excessive or unnecessary when it asks, as it now 
d >63, for the means of raising the trained solders 
of the Empire to 4,400,000.” — The on 

the German Army Bills ] 

Kide on ! Hide on I ^Tis a pace will kill ! 
Like Smuggler Bill and Exciseman Gill, 

In the Ingoldshy Legends, you nde a race 
On a perilous path, at a brealmeck pace, 

In a mingled spirit of hate and fear, 

Too hot to heed, and too deaf to hear ; 

With a fierce red eye on each other cast, 

And a rate of going that cannot last, 

On a road that leads, as such roads lead all, 
To a crumbling ckff, and a crashing fall. 


Charming the ear in galloping time 

With the hoofs’ hard rattle in clattering 
chime. 

Clumpety-clump I Clankety- clink ! 

Out on the caitiS who ’d pause or shrink ! 

Clinkety-clank ! Clumpety-clump I 

The stout steed’s heart at his ribs may 
thump, 

In spasms the breath through his nostrils 
pump, 

The strained neck droop, though ’tis held at 
stretch. 

The labouring lungs in sheer agony fetch 

Blood - mixed breathings, red - dappled 
foam, — 

Let the lash descend, let the spur strike 
home ! 

Are they not racing^ f Is not their pride 

Engaged in winning this Long-Eistance 
Ride ? 


Their staggering steeds on this desperate 
road ; 

Their whips are wet, and their spur-points 
gory. 

But — beasts must bleed, in the name ’of 
Glory I 


‘ ‘ The Road to Ruin ? Pooh ! preacher trite ! 

'Tie a gallant race, and in glorious flight, 

With the olinkety- clank of scabbard and 
spur, 

O’er moor and meadow, by linden and fir, 

With the wind of speed blowing brisk in one’s 
face, 

A Long-Distance Ride is a soul-stirring 
race I ” 


Yerily yes, — ^for the riders gay, 
Saddled softly, in armed array. 


Saddled softly, m armed array, 

Hand on the bridle, heel at the flank, 
And that martial music, clinkety-clank ! 


JEIxcessive f Ho ! Who dares hint so ? 

The going ’s hot, and Hie steeds must go ! 
Chargers entered for such a race 
Must not complain of the pounding pace ; 
Must not grumble at orusmng weight. 

Yes ; they appear in a piteous state, 

Almost foundered, and well nigh blown, 
With the burden big o’er their shoulders 
thrown. 

Ever swelling, like miser’s sacks ; 

But why haye horses such broad strong hacks, 
If not to hear — to the death at need, 

Though lungs may choke, and though flanks 
may bleed ? 

Ride, ye miktaires^ ruthlessly ride I 


Beasts of burden, ye peoples,^ still 
Ridden bard by a ruthless will I 
Miktarism is mounted firm. 

The saddled slaves may shudder and squirm, 
The bridled brutes may sby and shrink, 

The road is long, and the gulf’s black brink 
Seems distant yet, and is scarcely seen 
By the rival riders, whose pride and spleen 
Blind them— save to each other’s glare, 

To the pace they make, and the weight they 
hear. 

Those hot-urged horses ! Lash and goad, 
Rash riders 1 —but, at the end of the road, 
When the growing burden’s last possible 
pound 

Is piled; when the steed’s last sta^gerin 
bound [breat 

Is made, when the last short, labourin 
Is breathed, when over, in shuddering death, 
The charger rolls, with a sickening crash, 
And responds no more to the spur or lash ; 
And the gulf yawns close, sheer slope to air, 
Black, unavoidable, ruinous there— 

Then, gaUant rider, how will you fare ? 


Shouting Emperors hail with pride, 

“ Gallant” riders, who lash and goad 


In the County Council. 
CHAEnmoToir forgot his manners, 
Pleading for the Jolly Tanners ; 

He gave his tonp*ue, at serious cost, 
The Licence which the Tanners lost. 


6Cr£4 to 
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THE TROUBLES OF STALKING!! 

Irate Gillie {on discovering in the distance, for the third Hme that morning , a Brute of a 
Man'* moving about m his favourite hit of Forest"), “ Oh ’ deil take the People 1 Come 
awa/ Muster Brown, Sir; it's just Feekadilly ! ! t" 


AN AUTUMN ATTERNOON | 

AT NAZARETH HOUSE. 1 

0 WEALTHY and world-weary triders, 0 idle 
and opulent folk, 1 

Tor whom time is a foe to be slain, and life’s 
seK but a bore or a joke, 

Take yourselves, and your hearts, and your 
purses to Nazareth House and behold 
The brave service of well-bestowed time, the 
brave uses of well-applied gold I 

"Where is Nazareth House, then, and what ? 

’Tis in Hammersmith, Madam, a place 
That you probably seldom illume with the 
light of your beautiful face. 

But what f That ’s a far larger question, full 
answer to which would take time. 

Par better go see for yourself. If there’s 
aught of the moral sublime 
In these gold-grubbing days, ’tis in scenes 
where love-service unbought and un- 
paid — 

A vastly unbusiness-like thing in the eyes of 
the vassals of Trade I — 

Is devoted in silence unseen to the outcast, 
the old, and the poor. 

Five hundred such waifs are here housed, 
and thei/ yearn to find refuge for more 1 
That ’s the pith of the matter, dear Madam ! 

And as for the rest, I’ve returned 
Prom a visit, and fancy your heart, like my 
own, would have lightened and burned ! 
Had you walked through the wards, as I 
walked, with a Sister as frank and 
unfeigned 

As sweet Charity’s servant should be. There 
was nothing o’er piously strained 


In this unrigid Refuge for helplessness. 

Cheeriness, confidence, mirth 
Seemed to reign in these child- crowded 
rooms — ^in these wards where the aged, 
whose birth 

Dated well-nigh a century back, whether 
sewing, or smoking, or prone ^ 

On the pallet of sickness, all smiled, and no 
soul seemed forlorn or alone. 

How they sang, those close clustering tod- 
dlers, their curly heads tier above tier, 
With never a trace of restraint, and unknow- 
ing the shadow of fear ! 

Here timidity checks not the young, and here 
weariness haunts not the old. 

There is laughter on age-shrivelled lips, and 
the eyes of mere babies are bold 
With the confidence born but of love. Even 
imbeciles, helpless and blind. 

Shut out at each sense from full life, yet can 
feel unseen tendance is hind, 

And sit silently placid, or burst into song of 
a heart-searching sort — 

Mufded speech from unplumbed spirit-depths, 
yet inspired by the impulse of sport. 
Have a chat, my dear Madam — shrink not, 
they are women! — with age- wrinkled 
dames, 

Who are busily bed-quilting here, while the 
Autumn sun ruddily flames 
On the walls from the liberal windows. Be- 
stow but a smile and a j'est. 

They’ll respond with a jest and a smUe, for 
there’s life in each age-burdened breast, 
And confidence, comfort, and cheer. Here 
agam clustered close round the fire 
Are a number of grizzle-lock’d men, every 
one is a true “hoary sire,” 


2U 


Bowed, time -beaten, grey, yet alert and 
responsive to kindness of speech ; 

And see how old eyes can light up if you 
promise a pipe-charge a-pieoe. 

Por the comforting weed Kjnq-sley eulogised 
is not taboo in this place, 

Where the whifi aromatic brings not cold 
reproval to Charity’s face. 

Ah! the tale is o’erlong for full telling ; hut 
never a bright afternoon 
In London’s chill leaf -strewn October was 
better bestowed. ’Tis a boon 
To be able to speak on behalf of Samaritan 
kindness so schemed, 

In a way in which lovers of man, not of 
mummeries, ever have dreamed. 

On such wise, wide, benevolent lines, with 
no bondage of class or of creed. ^ 

But the helpless Five Hundred still swell, 
and the Sisterhood feel sorest need 
Of enlarging their borders and branches. 

The cniloren especially swarm, 

And for every poor, pale, helpless mite, who 
can here find a pallet and form. 

Home, food, clothing, schooling, life-settle* 
ment, love, there are hundreds for whom 
And their piteous appeal the response must 
unwillingly come, “ No more room ! ”, 
Room, not in their hearts hut their wards is 
this unselfi-sh Sisterhood’s lack ; 

There you, my dear Madam, can help, if your 
mrse-strings a little you ’ll slack. 

The Home for Poor Age, Helpless Childhood, 
Incurable Sickness, depends 
Not on fees or on wealthy endowments, but 
alms and free service of friends. 

Grifts, not only of money, but garments and 
furniture, beds, tables, chairs, 

The Nazareth ladies will welcome— Come I 
Is there a Christian who cares 
For Cod’s poor and the Christ- welcomed 
children, who will not respond in someway 
To the modest appeal of these ladies, who care 
for the Wait and the Stray ? 


TO MANKIND IN GENERAL— 

THEREFORE TO ME. GLADSTONE IN PARTICULAR. 

{See Speech hy Miss Cozens at Meeting of Woman's 
Fmancipation Union at Birmingham, Oet, 27.) 

The time is come, beware of “us,” 
There ’s thunder in the air ; 

Tour future ’s lu the care of “ us ; 
Beware of “ us” — beware 



We’U. cease to coax and “ Cozen ” you 
By fascinating smiles, 

And gaily now impose on you 
By dynamitic wiles. 
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A JUDGE^S LAMENT. 

[Q.B.D. = Queen’s Bench. Division.] 

After the labours of Vacation, 

Ten long weeks with nothm^ to do, 

I feel that I need some recreation, 

I ’ll sit in Court for a week or two : 
It’s just as well, now and then, 

To show yourself to the public ken. 
Ah me I who would be 
Judge of the High Court, Q, B.D. ? 

But it’s tiring work to sit on the Bench, 
Hearing the Counsel, day by day, 

Canting and ranting, while 

they clench 

Their fists, and thump 
and hammer away : 

Be their arguments 
weak or strong, y 

Whatever I say I ’m in k 
the wrong. i 

Ah me I who would be, k 

A badgered Judge of the I 
a.B.D. ? I 

Whenever I crack a judi- jl 
cialjest, ^ jj 
Witnesses, jurors, suitors | 
smile, 

They quite understand I 

do my best, f 

A wearisome action to j 
beguile : 

Silks ’’and ‘ ‘ Juniors” 
seem to force, \nlncf: 

A jeering laugh as a 
matter of course. 

Ah me I who would he, 

A jocular Judge of the ^ 

Q,.B.D. f / 

Tie public, solicitors, I 
counsel, frown 
And grumble and growl 
at the law’s delay; 

I ’m never allowed to stop 
in town, 

Off on Circuit I’m hur- 
ried away : 

Election Petitions I’m 
made to judge, ' 

On Irish Commissions 
I have to drudge. 

Ah me ! who would he, 

A toiling Judge of the 

To a cause cSlebre I don’t 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

“ For graphic touch and keen appreciation 
of humour, for easy conversational narration, 
give me,” quoth the Baron, “ the papers now 
being published in Sotisekold Words (most 
appro pri ate place for them), written by Mojr- 
TAGT7 WILLIAMS, Q.C. and Magistrate.” His 
paper on Ramsgate, telling^ how he travelled 
down, who his^ companions were, is as 
thoroughly amusing and interesting as his 
tribute to the health - giving climate of 
Ramsgate is true. These papers under the 
comprehensive title of “ Round London,” are 


object, ^ [me sit. 
Leaders of fashion around 
My robes and ermine com- 
mand respect, 

I rather fancy I ’m mak- 
ing a hit : 

If eel there ’s a chance of 
getting, who knows ? 

Into Vanitju Fair or 
Madame Xnssaud’s. 
Ah me I who would not be, 



p v vw\ 

lillfi'' *■ I't' 




TO SOME AUTHORS. 

“ How did I like that book ? ” I gained, 
From reading it, joy unrestrained ; 

’Twas perfect “-had it but contained 
An Index 1 

Brilliant, jet also erudite. 

Profound in facts, in diction light. 

Why failed its writer to indite 

An Index ? 

’Twas history, on its social side, 

With stories, good to quote, supplied. 

Yet how quote anything, denied 

1 An Index? 

A book that ‘ ‘ He who reads ! 

might run” — 
Macattlat, Boswell, 
tiREE]S’, in one I 
Its Printer, too — what 
made him shun 
An Index ? 

I missed a date, harked 
hack. ‘*AfadI” 

You ’ll say ? Perhaps. It 
made me mad. 

My hunt was vain, because 
it had 

Ho Index. 

0 Authors of instructive 
chat, 

Supply this want when 
next you ’re at 
A hook ! “ Fis dat qui citb 

An Index. 


OUR HEW EXAM. 

Answer any three of the 
following five questions 
I. (a). Whatsis a casso- 
wary ? (J.) Does its 

internal construction 
render it capable of anthro- 
pophagy F (c). Describe 
its habits, nature and 
food, and draw an outline 
sketch of its skeleton. 

II. (a.) Give the latitude 
and longitude of Tim- 


i'Jmks 


and longitude of Tim- 
buctoo. (5.) State the 
number and religious belief 
of its mhabitants. (c.) 
Discuss its natural advan- 
tages ; (i.), as a port, and 
(li.) as a centre for mission- 
ary enterprise. 

III. (a.) Is a missionary 
best when^ served (i.) au 
naturel; la maitre 

d^ hotels or, aux petites 

livrettes de psaumss f Dis- 

inxo vantiy j^a%r or • ^ cuss the advantages of each 

Madame Tnssaud’s. Ethel {who has picked up a few sporting phrases^ and thinks she can instruct her 5 

Ah me I who would not be, Cloverness). “Ho, I haven’t heard from Mummy, but I ’ve heard from Poppa, (o.) Guote any advice given 
A populM Judge of the He has killed 137 Grouse, but I don’t know whether they’re Braces.” ^ U*) Lbcullus, or (u.) 
Q.B.D. ? — — — Epicurus on this subject. 

men the Sittings are' in fuU swing, I’m I®,.'’® “ book-form by, as I . IT. mat wsion of .tbe Prayer-book is 

bound ^ ^ believe, Messrs, Macmillan, and assuredly in use amongst the natives of Central Africa ? 

Prom half' past ten tiU the clock strikes *^7 l^P'^lar as were the same T. Discnss the anthorsHp of the poem 

-p/N-n* ^ authors Leaves” and Later Leaves,” entitled and adduce any reasons 


In ConrtOT in Chambers to he foTmd, sentiment, Montaott WmiAMS, as man forheUeying Jcxms CiESAn tohave-^ttenit. ' 

With half an hour for my lunch or more : magistrate, does not enc(mrage. Strongly 

Summons and motion and cause I hear, ^ recomnmnd lus Round Londo^ says — nr 

I’m only paid, five thousand a-year ! The Baron de Book- Worms. The Other P.^er. Mr. Hewots is 

Many a man would like to be, ==z=:.....==, bringing out a rival tothePa^i^^/Z 

Judfl-e of thfi HiVb Coiirf- O R D Is it to be published before the P. If. G., or 

juage ot t ne JUgn oourt u.ij.D. a MoiBms Dance.”-Hew Fiuure.— later in the day ? If the first, its title might 

^ The Fremter Dansetvr^ holding laurel- orovm, be The Noon’s Taper : if the latter, The 

Anti-Teetotax OperAj Owtfom ” dances up to William Morris offering him After- Newnes Taper, Whichever you like, 

at the Olympic. WiR it he followed by the laurel- crown. Will Morris? Morris my little dear I Mr H. pays his money and 
Our jam Twohrandif and subsequently , by won’t. Premier retires gracefully, and is seen takes his choice. Anyhow, “Hewnes’ Paper” 
the celebrated Opera, Lotowiski f approaching Lewis Morris. is a marketable commodity. 


Anti-Teetotax Opera, 
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THE STEPNEY THAT COSTS. 

[“ The circumstances mil indeed hare to be very remarkable to take two 
Judges into Stepney .’’ — Baron Folloclc, te Stepney Election Betiivon^ Oct, 26.] 

I CHANCED to meet a man the other day, 

Whose store of legal knowledge was amazing, 

He stormed at me in quite the stormiest way, 

With fiery indignation simply blazing. 

I wondered if he ’d lost his (legal) hah 

(Forgive the phrase) against a demi-rep ? Ifay ! 

They ’d really ventured to presume to dare 
To ask a Judge or two to go to Stepney I 

JS'ow if it had been merely Peckham Rye, 

They would have gone at once, and gone right gladly. 

Then Brondesbury, Barnet — New or High, — 

Or Shepherd’s Bush would not have done so badly. 

Penge would have brought the Crystal Palace near, 

And Kensington’s Olympia made their soul burn, 

They ’d have enjoyed the jaunt to Oreenwich Pier, 

And Heaven had been synonymous with Holborn. 

Oh ! had it been Soho or Maida Yale 
It would have been of course another story. A 

Delightful trip to Euston could not fail 
To please as much as Broad Street or Yictoria, 

Belgravia would have suited very well, 

They could have done with Balham, Bow, or Brixton, 

I With Flower-laden Battersea. But tell ^ 

Me if you can— oh ! why was Stepney fixt on ? 


ROBERTS VISIT TO IRELAND. 

Weld, it isn’t for one like me to say as how as good luck means 
wirtue rewarded, cos I have, in my long xperiense, seen not a 
werry few oases where it wasn’t so — ^no, not by no manner of means. 

f But this I can most trewly 

say, that my slice of luck 
during this larst month is 
worthy of being called a reel 
staggerer! ^And this is how 

The Amerryoain G-ent, at 
the Grand Hotel, wanted a 
change for about a weak or 
two, and he naterally arsked 
me what he shood do. I 
made lots of wise suggeshons, 
in course, such as Margate, 
and Grinnidge, ^ and Hern 
Bay, and other hily arrister- 
cratick places, bnt they none 
on ’em woodn’t do. So pre- 
sently he calls out, *‘Did yon 
ever go to Ireland ? ” I was 
that staggered, that I ooud 
ardly arnser Mm ; but then I 
says, Yes, Sir— hut it were 
sum time ago.” Then he stag- 
gers me much more wiolently, 
for he says, says he, ‘^Why 
shoudn’t you go with me 
then, and be my Wally!” 
When I recovered my breth, 
I says, “ I don’t know as our 
gentelmanly Manager here 
woud spare me.” So he says, 
‘*I’R soon see about that.” 
So he rings the bell wiolently, 
and arsks for bim — and he 
cums— and, to my serprize, 
he doesn’t make not no objec- 
shun at all, which was, in 
course, werry complementary 
to me, and, strange to say, no 
more^Md Mrs. Robert, when 

Well, I passes over all pre- 

“ I Wd. that Staggeicd, tliafc I could luam«nerry derangrements, tiU 
'aidly answer Imu.” we finds ourselves on board a 

lovly steemer* bound for Old 
Ireland, as we ailns calls her, tho’ I don’t spose as ghe ’s any older than 
the rest on us. It was thatrufithat Iperptfsedwaitm tiR the sea got 
toooth; but my Master ony larft, and sed I shobd be all rite if I 
foHered Ms adwice, as he was used to the sea, and rayther liked 
it a little ruMsh. So he got me a sheet of brown paper to pUt on my 


manly chest, and gave me some champane, and one glass of Perettic 
Sline,I think he called it, and, with their ade, I got over much better 
than I xpected. ^ ^ i 

We went as strate as we coud go to the Lakes of Killarny, and if | 
that isn’t jest about as lovly a plaice as the hole world can show, why 
then let sumbody show me another as is- If anyboddy arsked me if 
it never rained there, truth wood make me say yes, it most suttenly 
does sumtimes, hut then so it does ewerywheres in ollidy time exoep 
where it’s most speshaUy wanted. 

My Gnvner’s fust harty larf was at dinner on the fust day, when 
he told me to ring for sum pepper. Tim the Waiter arnsexed the 
beU, and I told him what was wanted, and I scarce xpecs to be 
bleeved when I says, as he cums hack and he says, says he, “ If you j 

E lase, Sir, sure the Pepper ’s engaged ! ” I thort the Guvner wood i 
a larfed hisself hiU, hut he soon recovered, and said, “ Thin niver 
mind Tim, we ’ll do without it to-day, but let us have fust turn at 
it to-morrow.” “ Suttenly, your honour,” says Tim, and wanishes. 

The next day, after driving ns round the naybourhood, he came in 
without being arsked, and goes to the fire and warms bis bands, and 
then says with a broad grin, “ Sure it ’s a jolly lucky cupple as you 
are, for the rains a bnstm down like thunder 1 ” ^ When handing the 
unpeeled Potatows to ,the Guvner he wood pint his finger at one and 
say, “ That ’s a rale buty. Sir! ” 

I spose as the Guvner was rayther libheral to Tim, when we left, 
as all reel gennelmen aRus is, for the tears acshally came into the 
pore feRer’s eyes, and he blessed ns both, and wished as a few more 
genelman like us woud sumtimes wisit poor old Ireland I 
We stayed about a fortnight, bnt we didn’t see another Waiter 
like poor Tim, who was the werry fust humane being as hever caRed 
me a gennelman, pore feller ! but we had a werry nice time of it on 
the hole, which I may p’raps elude to sum day, when things ain’t 
quite so brisk as they is just now, and I must say as my Guvner 
behaved like the reel Gennelman as he is, when we eumfortosettel 
up. Robert. 
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SECUNDUM HAKTY. 

I have even gone so low as Id. a comse . . . with enough success as to 

elicit effusive eulogies from some distinguished liteia^ peisons ...” 

— Mr, Ernest Mart %n “ Where are the Cooks — Laxly Crraphxcy Oct. 18.J 

Oh ! where are the Cooks ; 

where on earth can they be ? \jjA^r 

Pray, hark to the House- of 

keeper’s pitiful moan. 

Mx.^Ham seems ^ to know, and ^ 

Of ^ plan which is f.is, ’and is 
It ’ s a^plan for a dinner, that ’ s 

To he cheap^, and of pleasure 

the j oy-giving source, — rTimj™ , 1 1 , 

’Tis^a wonderful plan— hear ' Iwli 

It costs ^st exactly one penny |||jjl SSj 

Th^inner’s Harti|fcio. Sweet Bi 

Had a meal fit to soften the 

There were guests — men of 
letters, and lofty degree— 

Who were pleased, and not only saw fit to condone, 

But who^ ransacked each country, land, continent, zone, 

For encomiums of praise, till they reaRy grew hoarse. 

But would they have done so, had only they known 
It cost just exactly one penny a course ? 

Yes, a penny a head. It ’s not'easy to see 
How it ’s done lor the price of a bun or a scone. 

When the Mistress and Cook find it hard to agree, 

And the former of these is provokingly pi one 
With the latter to pick a most terrible bone, 

When it seems that disaster must follow perforce, 

Oh ! whisper them this in a Hart-rending tone — 

It costs just exactly one penny a course ! 

L’Envoi. 

0 Host, if all other ideas have fiown, 

Remember this plan as a final resource, 

Be Harty ! Be Earnest I Make his plan your own ^ 

It costs just exactly one penny a course 1 


The Read Art op Book-Keetino.— N ever to lend I 


HOTXCE. — ^Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, wiU 
in no case be returned, not even whbh aocompanie|l by ^ |t§mped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper, To this rule 
there wRl be po exeeytiom 
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THE GAME OF THE LITTLE HORSES. 

{A Sketch at the Casino^ Dinard. ) 

On either side of the circular Itace-course^ with its revolving metal 
horses^ is a Green Tahle^ divided into numbered squares^ around 
which the Players, who are mostly English, are sitting or stand- 
ing, A Croupier with his rake presides at each table. In an 
obscure corner of the balcony outside. Miss Daintree and her 
Married Sister have just established themselves. There is a Ball 
at the Casino, and the Orchestra are heard tuning up for the 
next dance. 

The Married Sister, But Syltia, why have you dragged me out 
here to sit in the dark ? I thought you were engaged for this ? 

Miss Baintree, So I am — ^to such a horrid little man. That why 
I fled. He won’t think of coming here after me ! 

The M. S. What made you give him a dance at all ? 

Miss B, Jack brought him up to me — so naturally I thought he 
was^a dear friend of his, but it seems he only sat next to hlmsit table 
d^hbte, and Jack says he pestered him so for an introduction, he had 
to do it— to get rid of him. So like a brother, wasn’t it? , . . Oh, 
Amt, he ’s coming — what shall I do ? I know he , , 

can’t dance a little bit ! I watched him trying. I ' j J , 

The M, S. Can’t you ask him to sit it out ? i I / 1 / ' ii / 1 ^ ,|| 

Miss D, worse I Let ’s hope he won’t 'i 'ij || 

notice us. — Ah — he has/ _ M i 

[Mr. CuKSON, a podgy young man with small , , i i B 

eyes and a scrubby moustache, wearing a tail- 
less evening-coat and a wrinkled white waist- i 

coat, advances, I 

Mr, Cubson, Our dance, I believe? [The I 
Orchestra strikes up.) Isn’t that the Pas de | ': 

Quatre f To tell you the truth, I ’m not very j 
well up in these new steps, so I shall trust to you 
to pull me through —soon get into it, y’know. 

Miss B [to herself). If I could only get out 
of it ! [She rises with a look of mute appeal to 
her Sister.)^ We can go through this room. | 

[They pass into the Salle des Petits Chevaux.) | n 
Stop one minute — I just want to see which horse | 
wins. Don’t you call this a fascinating game ? | 

Mr, C, Well, I don’t understand the way | I 
they play it here — too complicated for me, you . 
know ! 

Miss B, [to herself). Anything to gain time ! I 
[Aloud.) Oh, it ’s <iuite simple — ^you just put I 
your money down on any number you choose, I ' 
and say “ >S'wr — ^whatever it is, and, if it | 

wins, you get seven times your stake. ' 

Croupier, Tons sent payes— faites vos jeux, 

Messieurs, — ^les jeux sont partis! 

Miss B. I know what I should do — I should 
back 7 this time. I ’ve a presentiment he ’H win. 

Mr. C, Then why don’t you back him ? 

Miss B, Because I don’t happen to have 
brought any money with me. 

Mr, C, Oh, I daresay I can accommodate you 
with a franc or two, if that ’s all. 

iHfiss D. Thank you, I won’t trouble you : but 
do back him yourself, just to see if I ’m not right. 

Croupier, Les jeux sont faits. Eien ne va 
plus I ^ 

Mr. C. [throwing a franc on the table). Sur le 

B, Dor the Bank, or Charity, or something— they always do 
that if you stake too late. 

Mr, C, Swindle, I call it. And I should have won, too— it is 7. 

I ’ve had enough of this — suppose we go and dance ? 

Miss B. Why, you’re not going to give in already— after so 
nearly winning, too ? 

Mr, C, Ah, well, I ’ll have just one more go— and then we’ll be 
ofl. I ’m going to try the 9 this time. \He stakes. 

Miss B, I should have gone on the 4— it ’s time one of the even 
numbers won again. 

Mr, C, Oh, would you? All right, then. [To Cr.) Pas sur le 
neuf— le q[uatre. [The Or owgi^r transfers the franc to L) They’re 
ofl — can’t tell the winner yet. Now they’re slower— 4 ’s good — 

4 ’s very good. See where he ’s stopped, not an inch from the post ! 
This isn’t half a bad game. 

[_A horse with a red flag at his head, labelled No. 9, creeps 
slowly up, and stops just ahead of 4:. 

Croupier. Neui, impair, et rouge ! 

Jfr. C, It’s 9 after aH — and 4 backed him first. [In an injured 
tone.) I ^ould have won if you hadn’t said that about 4 1 
Mih B, [ilith seSret dSlight), I won’t advise anymore What 
are yotl going to hack ? 


Mr. C. We really ought to be dancing — bnt I’ll try my luck j 
once more on No. 4. I shall put on two francs this time. 

Miss B Shall you? How reckless! I heard someone say just 
now that No. 1 hasn’t won for a long time. 

Mr. C I took yonr advice once too often, There— 4 ’s going to 
win— see how he ’s going round — no, he ’s passed. 

horse with a yellow flag, labelled No. 1, stops close to the post. 

Croupier. L’As, impair, et jaune I 

Miss B. Didn’t I tell you so ? 

Mr. C, You only said 1 hadn't won— not that he would. If you 

had spoken more plainly ! I don’t think much of this game — 

I ’ve dropped four francs already. How about that dance ? 

Miss B. [ironically). It would be rather a pity to go away without 
getting all that money back, wouldn’t it ? 

Mr. C. [seriously). Perhaps it would. You’re sure you ’re in no 
hurry about this dance ? 

Miss Z). On the contrary ! 

Mr, C, Well, look here, I’m going to put on a five-franc piece 
this time — so he carefnl what you advise. 

Miss B, Oh, I really couldn’t undertake such a responsibility, 
r ’’“lli'lllliliifjj J ! ^ shall follow this man then, and back 

III (|jf| /jill five, [Jle does; the horses spin round, and the 
lllll!!ill!l!' race is won by a horse with a tricoloured flag ' 

ill! I'll ' I labelled No, 5.) There, I’ve done it without 

nil 1 I “see. (TAe Croupier pushes a heap of 

i ivory counters towards him, which he takes up \ 
III 1 trembling hands.) I say, I scooped in 

I V thirty- five francs over that! Not bad, is it? 

I r I ’m glad I waited ! 

\ I Miss B, Yes, it’s better fun than dancing, 

1 1 isn’t it ? 

I Mr. C, Oh, lots — at least I didn’t mean that 

I quite 

Miss B. Didn’t you? Z did. What are you ! 

I I going to back next ? 

\ Mr. C. Well, I must just have one more turn, 

and then we ’ll go and get that dance over. I ’m 
going to plunge this time. [He spreads his 
counters about the board.) There, I’ve put five 
francs on each colour and ten each on 8 and 9. 
You see, by hedging like that, you’re bound to 
pull off something ! 

Miss B, [as the horses spin round), AJl the 
yellow flags are out of it. 

Mr. C. Doesn’t matter, 9 ’s red, and he’s 
going first-rate — nothing to heat him ! 

Miss B. Unless it’s 6, and then you lose. 
(No, 5 wins again.) How unfortunate for you. 

5 generally does win twice running, some- 
how. 

Mr, C, [with reproach). If you had thought of 
that a little sooner, I shouldn’t have lost twenty 
francs ! (A player rises, and Mr. C. secures the 
vacant chair.) More comfortable sitting down, 

I must get that back before I go. I ’ve got 
. (i^,\ about twenty francs left. I ’ll put five on 
V yellow, and ten on 9. [He does. Croupier. 
^ ^'‘Beux, pair, et rouge !") Only five left I I ’ll 
back yellow again, as red won last. [He does. 
Croupier. “ Quatre, pair, et rouge f ’’ He turns 
to Miss D. for sympathy.) I say, did you ever 
see such beastly bad-; — ? _ 

jv 'i > A Frenchman [behind him), Plaifc-il? 

loeiieve. [confused). Oh, rien. I wasn’t speak- 

ing to you, M’soo. [To himself,) Where on earth has that girl 
got to ? She might have waited I She ’s gone back to the balcony; ! 
[He goes out in pursuit of her.) Oh, I say, Miss— er — ^D ainteee, if 
you’re ready for that Pas de Quatre,^' I am. Hope I haven’t 
kept you waiting. 

Miss B. [sweetly). Not in the very least. Are yoU sure you’ve 
quite finished playing ? 

3Ir, C, As I ’ye lest all I’d won and a lot on the top o£ that, I 
should rather think I had finished playing. 

Miss B. So has the Orchestra — quite a coincidence, isn’t it ? You 
were so absorbed, you see! — No, I won’t keep you out here, thanks; 
my sister will take care of me. 

Mr.^ C, [to himself, as he departs rather sheepishly). I 'Ye offended 
that girl — I could see she was wild at missing that Barn Dance. I 
wish I had danced it, I ’m sure, — it would have saved me several 
francs. It was all her own fault. However, I ’E ask her for a waltz 
another evening, and make it up to her that way. Confound those 
Petits Chevaux I 

Miss B. Amt, he ’s gone, — and I haven't danced and I haven’t sat 
out with him — and he can’t say it’s my fault either! [She hisses 
her harid to the Petits Chevaux inside.) Thanks, ever so much, you 
dear little h'easts ! 


VOL. cia. 
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Brum'niagem Birdcatcher {aside), * Ah • I 

Ik Vestminster not long ago tliere dvelt a lad named Joey ; 

He VOS not raised in Yestnunster, but in a place more goey. 

At snaring birds be vos a dab,^ of eggs (an<f plots) a batober : 

And be vos called young Yistling Iob, the Brummagein Birdcatober 


Ah • I EAKCr I SHALL HAVE THEM PEESEKTLY ! ” 


Young Joe of Grand Old Yue-i-am, at fust vos pal most cbummy, 
But second fiddle vos not quite the instrument for Brummy. 

Says be, “ Old Till vants bis own vay, tbe vicked old vote-snatcber I 
But that arrangement vill not suit tbe Brummagem Birdcatober I 
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Mrs, Gusher. “Oh, good-bye, Sib John. So soeby not to have eoxjnd your most cnAnuim wife at home.” 

B%r John, “ Thanks— thanks f By the way, let me assijeb you I ’ve only got One , — and ” 

l^Thtnhs that the remainder of the sentence is “ letter understood than expressed. 


“ I am as artful, qvite, as lie, and much, more young and active ; 

I ’ve a sweet vistle of my own the birds find most attractive. 

My nets may be unauthorised, and my decoys not his ’n ; 

Yot odds, ven those decoys vill draw, those nets the birds imprison ? 

“ Yilliam ’s a old Monopohst, or vould he if I ’d let him ; 

But on this here pertiMer field. I ’ll lick him, that I ’ll bet him. 

I am a cove as hates the Nobs ; I dearly loves mv neighbour ; 

And if I have a feeling heart it is for Honest Labour ! 

“ Yiluam’s decoys are out of date, but ven I’d shake andrummage’em 
He gets his back up like a shot. He ’s jealous of Young Brummagem I 
I ’ll set up on my own account , and I ’ve a new half dozen 
Of mce decoys vich I am sure the shyest birds vill cozen. 

“lam not arter nightingales, the pappy poet’s darlings, 


I ’m qvite content vith blackbirds brisk, and even busy starlings. 
The birds vot delve, vot track the plough, vot vatch the rustic 
thatcher. 

Are good enough~tn nurnbers--iox the Brummagem Birdcatcher. 

“ Yilliam may lure Ms Irish larks, and redpoles, tits, and finches, 
Q-ood British birds vill do for me. I ’m vun as never flmches 
From spreading of my nets all vide ; vot comes I can’t determine. 
But I don’t care for carrion-birds, I looks on ’em as wermin ! 

“ And so I ups and spreads my nets. Yot if the birds see plainly ? 
My vistle is so vondrous sveet, I shall not spread ’em wainly, 

Then, my decoys I Ah ! them’s the boys 1 In patience and in skill 
I am 

The cove to catch a big bird-batch, and gvite a match for 
Yill-i-am I ” 

Old Yilliam and young Yistling Joe are rivals, vot vere pardners! 
And some vill back the Brummyites, and some the Grand Old 
Harward’ners ; 

But vichsoever from the fight of victory be the snatcher, 

The Midlands own a champion in the Brummagem Birdcatcher. 

“ A Botal Line” (in the Bills).— The successor to King Henry 
the Mighth (at the Lyceum) will be King Lear the First, Xe Eoi 
est mort ! Vive le Itoi J ” 


OUE BOOKING-OPPICE. 

The Baron pauses in the midst of Ms varied literary and philo- 
sopMc studies to look into'No. 46, Yol. iv., Part li,, of Our Celehnties, 
a pubhcation wMch has been admirably conducted by the late and 
the present Count Astroeog, wMch is the title, when he is at home, 
of the eminent photographer and proprietor of the Walery- 
G-allery. First comes life-hke portrait of the stern Sir Edwaeh 
W, Watkin, on whose brow Time, apparently, 'writes no verinkles, 
though Sir Edward could put most of us up to a few. Nor, strange 
to say, are there any lines on Ms countenance, probably because he 
has so many other lines, existing and contemplated, in his eye. 

But ’tis not alone thy inky cloak, good Sir Edward, that 
attracts the Baron, nor is it the business-like profile of 
Thomas de Grey, sixth Lord ^ Walsingham, Chairman of 
the Ensilage Committee, that gives the Baron matter for 
special admiration ; but it is the perfectly charming portrait of 
“ ‘Daisy Pless” H. S. H. the Princess Henry op Pless,” wMch 
rivets the'Baron’s attention, and causes him to exclaim, ‘ ‘ She is pretty, 
Pless her!” Miss Cornwallis West, but now a Daisy, now a 
Prmcess, came up as a fiower at Huthm Castle, and “ in 1891 Prince 
Henry op Pless,” says the brief narrative written by A, Bull (an 
example of “ a hull and no mistake”) “wooed and won the beauty 
of the Season,” — lucky ’Aery Pless !— and then Prince ’Aery took 
Ms bride to Furstenstein, in Sdesia, “ a fine schloss, with beautiful 
gardens and terraces,” — in short, “ a Pleasaunce.” Count Astror6g 
may do, as he has done, many excellent photographic portraits, but 
tMs one will be uncommonly “hard to beat,” and King of Photo- 
graphers as he seems to be, it is not every day that he has so charming 
a subject as Princess Daisy presented to Mm. Eeceive, Count 
Astror^g-Walery, of the WMery-Gallery, 'without any raillery, 
the congratulations most sincere of the Baron de Book- Worms. 


Tke Players are Come ! ” 1 

First Flayer {who has had a run of iU-luch), I’m regularly * 
haunted by the recollection of my losses at Baccarat. 

Second Flayer, duite Shakspeanan I “ Banco’s ” Ghost. 
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COKTOSATIOKAI HIKTS FOR TOUSa SHOOTERS. 

Lunch {continued ), — How delightful it is to awaken interest in leetle— not red, no, certainly not red, but just delicately pink on its 
the female breast, to make the heart of lovely woman go pit-pat, as joUy little tip, having gallantly braved the north wind without a 
her eyes read the words one’s pen has written. Even in drawing- veil. To call you a bore is absurd. But men are such brutes, and it 
rooms and boudoirs, it seems, bright eyes have marked these attempts is as certain as that two and two (even at our public schools) make 
to teach a correct conversational manner to those who engage in game- four, that ladies are — what shall I say? — not so popular as they 
shooting. Here is one letter of the hundreds that Mr, Punch has always ought to be when they come amongst shooters engaged in 
one by one pressed to his gallant lips with an emotion that might, their sport. Even at lunch they are not always welcomed with 
perhaps, not have been expected from one of his years and discretion, enthusiasm. This is, perhaps, wrong, for, after all, they can do 
But how shall time or caution prevail against universal love ? The no harm there. 


flame burns on with an unquenchable ardour. Beautiful beings, the ) 
Pune h of your affections is true i 


to you all. He takes you in a 
lump and loves you. He takes i||| pji 

you singly and adores you, pas- i |j|| i. 

sionately but paternally. Here , | i | 

therefore, is the letter : — I | j 

Dearest Mr. Punch, j 

We have aU. been so de- j y|| 

lighted to read your articles 
about shooting. I read them to 1 1 j , 

Papa after dinner in the draw- j 1 1 j ji . 

ing-room. Mamma says she ' 

doesn’t understand such mat- 
ters ; but, of course, things have r 

altered very much since her S/ *il^J ( 

young days, as she is always ! 

telling us._ Howl want to ask I i 

your opinion about an imx)or- 
tant point. i)o you think girls i/ \\ ti 

ought to go out and join the f 1 i 

men at lunch? We all think it ' > | jS 

so delightful, but Feed, my M 

eldest brother, makes himself ^ 

extremely disagreeable about it 
— at least he did till last week, |fi| | 

when Ehilx Eaybuen, who is | i 

my very dearest friend, was |' 1 

staying with us. Then he told f j | 

me we might come for a change, I i J 

but we were to go home again j j 

directly afterwards. G-enerally ^ |Ji|' - 

he says that women are a bore J P ||j 

out shootmg. Please tell us, i I |i 

dear ikfr. Punchy what you I 

really think about it. j j I 

With much love, yours 
always, Eose Larking. 

P.S. — I am so glad you write 
the word ‘‘lunch,” and not 
“luncheon.” I told Fred that 
--^buthewentto 
tionaryy and read out some- 
thing about “Lunch” being 
only a colloquial form of ‘ ‘ lun- — 

oheon,” Still, I don’t care a 
little bit. Dr. Johnson lived 
so long ago, and couldn’t pos- 
sibly know everythinq — could 
he? ^E. L. 

My darling young lady, I Little SpipJeins, 
3^^ply). your letter has made a some evening ? ” 


But, darling Eose,' I am sure Fred was perfectly right to send 
"I you home again directly the 




Ms companion). Now thenf 
A PRIZE. Tommt, my son, just smarten 

, yourself up a bit, and look 

“Don’t tou think one might get up a Dance herb pretty. The ladies are coming 


deep impression on me. Dr. Young Brown, “Hot G-irls enough, my Boy!” Tommy [horror-struck.) 

OHNSON did, as you say, live Little kins. “Hot Girls enough! Why, J^ve got to keep ’em Whatf The women coming to 
somanyyears off Mb with a Stick'” lunch? No, hang it all, you’re 

ago, m fact, that (as a little joking Say you are— do ' 

Sit M someone First Sp, Joking ? Not 1 1 I teU you six soHd women are giing 

would have been one hundred and fifty years old if he had been alive to lunch with us. I heard ’em all talking about it after breakfast. 


‘Not Girls enough, my Boy!” 

“Not Girls enough! Why, J’ve got to keep ’em 


to lunch. 

Tommy [horror - struck.) 
What f The women coming to 
lunch ? No, hang it all, you ’re 
joking. Say you are— do ! 


Z fh. riLf I heard ’em all talking about it after breakfast, 

^ -L thinking it would be, oh, such fun ! By the way, I suppose you 

lunch IS short, crisp, and appetising. The word luncheon” is of know you’ve got a hole in your knickerbockers. 

though it may suit the mansions of the Tommy [looking down, and perceiving a huge and undisguisahle 
xxri when applied to the meals of active sportsmen, rent), G-ood Heavens ! so I have, I must have done it getting over 

^^nother Sportsman (Iringing up the rear with a companion). 
tow ttey skould bear themselves Hope we shan’t he W over fech. There’s a lot of erW to 

Lered^^non titl a Stbbs teUs me they’ve got f splen^d 


entered upon witn a light heart# At any rate, that is not my pur 
pose here. It was rnde— very rude— of Fred to say you were i 


head of birds tbis year, I always think (Me breaks off suddenly ; 

an expression of intense alarm comes over his face.) Why, what’s 


No,itcan’the. Tes, by Jingo, it is^ ft ’s 4o whle hlessed 


•IiT — -—-- V jrvu. vnuu r o, ic can 1 oe. xes, oy Jingo, It is. Xt'stnewnol 

daintily along with yopr pretty compamons to the lunch rendez- lot of women come out to lunchf my wife and all W 
vous. Yon axe dressed in a perfectly Stting, tailor-made dress, ont thing, she couldn’t help it. hK “L^th“L rest, 1 


Well, poor 
, 1 suppose, i 
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But it mean of Chax- 
MERS— I swear it is. He 
ought not to have al- 
lowed it. And then, 
never to let on about 
it to us. Well, my 
day ’s spoilt, if they 
come on with us after- 
wards. I couldn’t shoot 
an ostrich sitting with 
a woman chattering to 
me. Miss Chickweed ’s 
got her eye on you, | 
Lloyd. She ’s marked ; 
you. No good trying to 
do a ramp. You’re’ 
nailed, my hoy, nailed ! 

Lloyds Hang Miss 
Chickweed ! She half 
killed me last night I 
with all kinds of silly 
questions. Asked me 
to he sure and bring 
her home a rocketing 
rabbit, because she ’d 
heard they were very 
valuable. Why can’t the 
women stay at home^ ? 
[They walk on moodily, 

A few minutes later. 
Lunch has just begun. 

Miss Chichweed {mid- 
dle-aged^ hut skittish). 
Oh, you naughty men, 
how long you have kept 
us waiting! Now, Cap- 
tain Lloyd, did you 
shoot really well ? Or, 
were you thinking or 

Well, perhaps I 

oughtn’t to say. See 
how discreet I am. But 
do tell me, all of you, 
exactly how many birds 
you shot — I do so like 
to hear about it. You 
begin, Captain Lloyd. 
How many did you 
shoot ? ( Without wait- 
ing for an answer,) 
I m sure you must 
have shot a dozen. Yes, 
I guess a dozen. And, 
oh, do give me a feather 
for my hat I It will be 
so nice to have a real 
feather to put in it. 
And we ’ve got such a 
treat for you. Mary, 
you tell them. No, I ’ll 
tell them myself. If 
you ’re all very good at 
lunch, we’re going to 
walk with you a little 
afterwards. There ! 
[Butf at this awful pro- 
spect^ consternation 
seizesthemen, Chal- 
mers [the host) 
makes frantic signs 
to his wife, who 
{having, somehow, 
been “ squared ”) 
affects not to see, 
A few desperate \ 
attempts are made 
to express a polite 
joy ; but the lunch 
languishes, and 
darkness closes over 
the melancholy 
scene, 

A Natal Ikqtjiry. — 
The Howe and the why f 


THE VANISHING HOTEE.~A Cry from India. 

A Colonel laments the disappearance of the Rupee, and shows hoiv, whenever he had a step up %n Ins Regiment (each time groiving 
m importance and having more calls on h%s pu'tse), the Rupee at once took a step down, decreasing in importance and reputation. 



As a “ Sub,” free from family ties. 

With constant “ fivers” from the Pater, 
The Rupee I thought a goodly size. 

Though once its value was much greater. 



Children came, money went, all U P, 

I thought, when promotion brought more pay 
(What luck !) ; hut that slippery Rupee 
Decreased more visibly from that day. 



Raised to Captain’s rank, it so fell out 
I fell in love with the Station belle * 

Got spliced ; the Rupee, at once, no doubt. 
In spite, not in love, but value fell. 



Clamming ! Schooling ! Bills by every post ! 

But now, as Colonel, I think I see 
Mv way ; but I count without my host. 
Vanished, like a ghost, has the Rupee I 


^ By this I do not mean the Barmaid wbo presides over the stale buns at our Railway Refreshment -room ; I refer to the 
prettiest girl at the Military Station, where I was quartered. 


PREMIER AND PHYSICIAN. 

{Imaginary Report of an utterly 
impossible Interview.) 

So you got through your labours 
at Oxford, my dear friend, without 
feeling any ill effects Certainly, 
never enjoyed myself more. Every- 
one paid the deepest attention. One 
Don actually used an ear-trumpet. 

Well, and what do you intend doing 
next P — Oh, lots of things. You see 
my Parliamentary work is next, to 
nothing— not a moment more than ten 
hours a-day. So I must do something 
with my spare time. 

Certainly, I have no ohj ection. But 
I should like to hear your programme, 
— I have Quly got it into form for a 
week or so. Before the end of the yeajT 


Ishall haveit ship-shape. But sayfor 
November. Shall we say November ? 

Certainly. What do you propose 
doing in November ? — ^W ell, I think 
Ishallretranslatetheworksof Homer, 
andwrite an exhaustive article in the 
JEncyhpcBdia JBritannica (new edition) 
on the “ Life of Wellii^^gtok.” 

And that is all ? Well, and a fair 
amount, too t — All! What nonsense ! 
Why, that will take me less than no 
time. Then I think T shall ascend 
Mont Blanc, so as to he able to see 
how the summit looks in winter. 
Then I shall translate the Waverley 
Kovels into Swedish. 

W ell, youmight be worse employed, 
but you must not overdo it. — Overdo 
it ! Certainly not I Why, I am strong 
as a horse^ And that reminds me, I 
thmk I shall attempt a long- distance 


ride on my own account. I feel sure 
that I can do better than those German 
and Austrian fellows. 

Where do yon propose to ride ? — 
From John o’ Groat^s to the Land’s 
End, I fancy, will be the course. I 
ought to do it XU three days. 

Of course you will use more than 
one horse ? — Oh, certainly. No 
cruelty. And I think I shall try the 
walk myself on foot, just to see if a 
horse will be able to keep up with me. 
And is there any other exploit that 
you contemplate P — ^I thought I might 
perhaps dine with the new Lord Mayor. 

What! dine with the new Lord 
Mayor ! Why, you would never be 
able to bear the strain ; tlie great 
exertion!— I was half afraid you 
might say this, so I have written and 
respeetfiuly declined the invitation ! 




PUNCH, OK THE LONDON CHAKIVARI. 


[Novbmbbk 12, 1892. 



' # w 

I® ' 

Jill II 


"ICHABOD !” 

Goo, loquitur — 

Heke ’s a pretty fine business, my Magoo ^ ^ 
Wliere are we a- drifting: to now ? 

These here teais in my eyes you must twig , 
I detect the glum gloom on your brow. 

Most natural, Magog, mosi natural ! Loyal 
old giants, like us, 

Must be cut to the heart by these times, which 
they get every year wus and wus ^ 

It ’s Ikybod, Magog ; I see it a- written aE 
over the shop. 

Our glory’s departed, old partner. And 
where is it gomg for to stop ? 

That Feast of Belshazzee weren't in it for 
worritting warnings of woe ; 

Which our beautiful Annual Banguet will 
soon not be worth half a blow. 

It ’s not half a blow-out as it is, not com- 
^ pared with old glorious gorges. 

I wish, oh I wish, MAGOGmine, we was back in 
the times of the G-eoegbs, 

Or even Dick Whittington’s days, which 
for G-iants was quite good enough ; 

1 But they ’ve spoilt all the good things of life 
with their Science, and Progress, and 
stuff. 

I see how it’s drifting, dear Magog. The 
Munching House and the Gddhall 

Did use to be London’s fust pride. Is it so 
in these days ? Hot at aU ! 

Whippersnappers cock snooks at us, Magog ; 
A ignerent pert L. C. C., 

To whom Calipash is a mistry, whose soul 
never loved Calipee, 


A feller elected by groundlings, who can’t 
tell Madeira from Port, 
borne sour-faced suburban Dissenter — he, 
Magog, may make ns his sport, 

Without being popped in the pillory I Proper 
old punishment that ! 

As all the old punishments was. We’re 
a-getting too fiahby, that ’s flat. 

The gallows, the stocks, and the piUory jeept 
rebel rascals m hor, 

But now every jumped-up Jack Cade, or 
Wat Tylee can give us his jor 
Hot-and-hot, without fear of brave Wal- 
woeth’s sharp dagger, or even a shower 
Of stones, rotten heggs, and dead cats. Yah ! 

The People has far too much power 
With their wotes, and free speech, and such 
fudge. Ah ! if Gladstone, and Asquith, 
and Buens, 

And a tid^r few more of their sort, in the 
pillory just took their turns, 

Like that rapscallion, Daniel Deeoe, what a 
clearance he’d have of the cads 
Who worrit us out of our hves with Ueform, 
and such humbugging fads I 

Magog, loqu%tur * — 

Ah, Gog, I am quite of your mind ! Which 
I don’t mind admitting that Knill 
To a Protestant Giant hke me was the least 
httle bit of a 

StiHsomever, he’s Lord Mayor now, and did 
ought to he hacked up as such, 

For what City Fathers determine it ain’t for 
outsiders to touch. 

. But where are the Big Pots ? The Banquet 
seems shorn of its splendour to-day. 


Ho Premier, nor no Foreign Sec., nor no 
Chancellor ^ ^ ! Beally, I say 
This is rascally Badieal imperence I How can 
they dare stop away, 

From the greatest event of the year, when the 
words of ripe wisdom, well wined, 

Should fall from grave turtle-fed bps to make 
heasy the poor Public mind, 

As when Palmeeston, Dizzy, and Salis- 
BUEY, spoke from that time-honoured 
Chair ! 

And that Gladstone— ain’t no great loss ^ 
—hut to think the Woodchopper should 
dare 

To neglect his fust duty like this til Oh ! 

it ’s Ikybod, just as you say, 

My Gog. Civic glory’s burst up, and the 
splendour of Lord Mayor’s Day 
Is eclipsed by that L.C.C. lot and their 
backers. I ’m full, Gog, of fears ; 

The look-out’s enough to depress us, and 
move the poor Turtle to tears. 

It’s Ikybod, Ikybod, Ikybod 1 Oh, for the 
days that were gayer, 

Ho Gladstone, no Eosebeey, no Hae- 
cotjetM! Wy, next we shall have no 
Lord Mayor I [.Left lamenting. 


Yeey Ceuel. — ^Mrs. R. was very much 
annoyed at something^ she said having been 
misreported by a friend. ‘‘I can’t trust 
him,” said the excehent Lady; “he twists 
and gargles everything I say.” 

Obten talked about but Hevee Seen. 
— “ A Clean Sweep,” 




( N ^0 


“ ICHABOD ! ” 

Gog. " FO PEIME MIMSTEE ! NO FUEEIN SECKETAEY ! NO CHANCELLOE 0’ TH’ EXCHEaUEE I 
Magog {Utterly). “ S’POSE WE SHAN’T HAVE NO LOED MAYOE NEXT ! I ” 
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walking. This had an enormous success among young newly- 
THE MAN WHO WOULD. married people, an enthusiastic class of the community. At recita- 

I.-THE MAN WHO WOULD BE LAUREATE. tions you might hear- „ „ _ , „ 

lootsy, wootsy, pooty Sill'?, Save astrolabe, — 

His name was Leoion, He had kept his eye on the Laureateship !Mamnuc’s clailmg, icky thing! And Tippoo Saib ! 

from his early boyhood, when he sent verses to the Poets’ Corner Coial lips that fict the coral, Oh, tiny face, 

of the Btingay Weekly Mail, which sometimes published them ; then Innocence completely inoi al. And tiny feet, 

he cut them out, and pasted them neatly in a book, which he still Sweet Babe, Oh, infant grace, 

possesses. He always wrote on an occasion. “Lines on the He- They say, So incomplete, 

covery of My Sister Emily from the Mumps”; “Dirge on the Haught ihjmes to Babe, Kiss mo, my Sweet ' 

Decease of a Favourite Squirrel,” beginning, “Ho morel” but in anj lay 

there was always plenty more where that came from, and is still. In sequence to these effusions, Leoion poured forth Ballades, and 

At College he was one of the three men who wrote in College Eondeaux, and wrote a Chant Eoyal on a G-eneral Election which 
Rhymes, and secured for that periodical a circulation by taking a occupied a whole column of a newspaper, and needed three men to 

hundred copies each. Legion sent dozens of his, marked., to every read, with a hoy for the “ envoy.” But this ditty was not thought 

poet he heard of, generally addressing them “Dear Alueed” (if to have seriously affected the voting classes in any direction. Legion 
that was the Minstrel’s Christian name), or, in verse, “Brother, my was now usually spoken of as “the versatile Mr. Legion,” acom- 
Brother, my sweet, swift Brother I ” This annoyed some poets, who pliment which never faded to^ annoy him hugely. Sated with 
did not answer ; others were good-natured, and would reply, — popular applause, he turned into a vein of new poetry, and 
“Dbae Sie, — have to acknowledge, with many thanks, your produced The Song of the Spud, which, his admirers averred 
Cehren and Raris, and anticipate much pleasure from its was “racy of the sou.” A grand English Opera, on the Pil- 


Tootsy, wootsy, pooly sing, Save astrolabe,” — 

!Mamnuc’s clailing, icky thing! And Tippoo Saib ! 

Coial lips that fict the coral, Oh, tiny face, 

Innocence completely inoial. And tiny feet, 

Sweet Babe, Oh, infant grace, 

They say, So incomplete, 

Kaught ihjmes to Babe, Kiss mo, my Sweet ^ 

In anj lay 

In sequence to these effusions, Legion poured forth Ballades, and 




perusal.” , grimage of Grace, ' 

Legion kept all these letters in a hook, and published some of I Being the Librettist 
them as advertisements of his Ce- 
hren and Paris (an unsuccessful 

Newdigate), when it appeared in a / \ 

volumej with an astonishingly /Vz/r I 

decorative cover. It was a classi- fX A 

cal piece, in blank verse. Cehren, v I'H 1 I \ 

the father of CEnone, is represented f /IXXii/rX / \ 

asking Paris what his intentions /'(\ /{ w; . ri, i iiL i. — 

are as regards that lady. It was / Yav/I \V\X I h ^ 

a piece of classical genre, the IP 

Daughters and sons as countless as the 

That Ida sends to be my tributaries. ’ . . . _ 

"What he can, give thee, what thy pio- r 

spects are, 

"What settlements thou art prepaied to make, all times, a minority 

If thou wouldst lead OEnone to the altar, = 

This would I know ; excuse an anxious sire ! ” n PaE' 

Then Palis murmured : — “Walker — London.” 

“ Honourable but vague, “paper,” for yowr 

Eemote, but honourable, my purpose is : ” House is crammed 

And that great Biver-god arose in flood, and yonr ‘ ‘ paper ” 

Monstrous, and munnunng, and to the mam. is at a premium. 

He swept the works of men and oxen down, But this par- 

I And had not Paris climbed into a tree, ticular WALKER t 

He ne’er had ciossed the ocean ; never seen Warwiclc ^ 

The fairest face that launched a thousand ships, TTrinoii Tayi/Iati P' 

And burned the topless towers of Ilium. sends forth “So- 

Some accused Legion of plagiarising the last line 'and a half, ciety Stationery” j 

which reminded them, they said, of Maelovte. But he replied that — “ which,” as \ ' 
great wits jump, that it was an accidental coincidence. The public, Mrs, Gamp would 
which rarely cares much for poetry, was struck by Cehren and have said, “ spel- Y 
Paris, “ There is in it,” said the Parthenon, “ an original music, ling of it with an ' 
and a chord is struck, reverberating from the prehistoric years, ‘a’ instead of an 
which win find an answer in the heart of every father of a family.” ‘e,’ Society never 
The Clergy at large quoted Cehren and Paris in their charges is.” Amongthelot 
and sermons, and the work was a favourite prize at seminaries for there’s an “ An- 

* n j "I IT iT . 1 -ITT. TV 


grimage of Grace, was performed, at immense expense, Legion 
being the Librettist. It was patriotic, hut not exactly popular. 

Still, with all these claims on 
country, Legion lived in 
hopes which were wofuUy disap- 
pomted; for, when his chance 
f\{ A H'\ came at last, a Prime Minister of 

(w4fl I modern ideas declared that, as a 

// 'If 1 I K oL Laureate is not useful, he must 

he ornamental. How, neither 
Legion, nor any of his rivals, 
could he called decorative, what- 

K ever the:^might Been in their 

the same reason as Julius CiESAE. 
The wreath was therefore offered 
(by a Plebiscite conducted in a 
n^spaper) to the yo^g Lady-poet 

case, to resign, on attaining her 
twenty-^th Tbirthday.^ The beau- 

LEY J ONES triumphed in this truly 
modern ^mpetition, an^ her book 

to the extreme joy of Publishers 
^ and Reviewers ; though the mar- 

'' shock from whic? ^ never rallied. ■ 
The youthful male population of 
England determined never to be- 
come Poets, unless they were bom 
Poets, a resolution on which, at 
all times, a minority of the race had acted, with the best results. 


* 


Hotes and Paeee.” — There is a lot of “paper” about from 


‘ ‘ "W alker — London.” 
“paper,” for yowr 
House is crammed 
and your “ paper ” 
is at a premium. 
But this par- 
ticular Walker, t 
of Warwick 
House, London, A\^ 
sends forth “ So- V® 


Mr. Johnnie Toole, Sir, not yonr 







fXr 


Mr. ji L. “ Walker ” 


young ladies. Consequently aU the other poets, whom nobody buys, tique SoeietyPaper,” which should be a Society Paper as old as the 
arose, and blasphemed Cehren and Parts in all the innumerable world itself, or it might be used by a Fossilised Fogey Club. 


, , fehren and Parts in all the innumerable world itself, or it might be used by a Fossilised Fogey Club, 

reviews. This greatlv, and justly, added to the popularity of Walker & Co.’s new “ Society Paper,” whether autique or modern. 
Legion’s book.^ He followed it up by Idylls of the Nursery^ a is pretty aud quite harmless— till pen and ink are at work on it ; 


volume of exquisite pieces ou infants as yet incapable of speaking or | ana then but that ’s another story, 
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^ Chent, Ko tliaiiks— I think not. And now I must say good-bye. 

COSTS AS THEY AEE AND WILL BE. I am ashamed to take up so much, of your valuable time. 

{.Two Seems from a Fwrdeal Tragedy showing that some of the Judges' , ^ot at aU. I shall be amply remmerated out of the estate. 

riommendaiiommigi^!adopted\mmed^atelyf^ ^ ^ 


\ bill of costs, and then observes—) Not a bad morning’s work I 

Private Poom, _ 

endanccs THE EUTIIBE (as they will he). Scene — The Same, Solicitor 

le arrives ; and Clerk discovered. 

Sol Now mind, on no account is she to be admitted. She talks 
fJExit, about all sorts of things and takes up my time dreadfully, and now 
{Enter Client.) the Court won’t pass “ luxurious costs,” and objects to payment out 
of estate, I can charge 

Clerk. Yeiy good. Sir. 

lExit, 

Sol Yes. At my very 
busiest time, when every 
moment is valuable ! 
{Enter Client.) What you, 
my dear Madam I I really 
am too busy to attend to 
you this morning. 

Client {astonished). Why 
you said you were always 
pleased to see me ! 

Sol But that was before 
the Judges’ recommenda- 
tions were adopted. Nowa- 

! |([j IllJii days we must not let you 

I i f until we have 

j 11 I explained to you in writing 

illlli! what you are about. And 
as all you say will come 
out of your own pocket, 
and not out of the estate, 
it is only fair to warn you. 

Client, What, out ot my 
own pocket ! Then I shall 
be off. 

Sol Sorry to give up our 
pleasant conversations, but 
they run into money, {Exit 
' Client, when the Soheitor 
shahes his head to the Clerk 
who has brought his rough 
draft of costs, and to which 
nothing now can be legally 
added., and observes — ) Not 
a good day’s work I 


THE PRESENT {as they are). Scene— Solicitor’s Private Room, ^ ^ 

Solicitor awaiting wealthy CKent. Clerk in attendance, THE EUTIIRE {as they will 

Solicitor, The lady is to be shown in the moment she arrives ; and ^ Clerk^ iscovei 

mind, I am not to be disturbed as long as she is here, Sol Now mind, on no account is she t 

Clerk, Yes, Sir. [Exit, about all sorts of things and takes up my 

Sol 4aite pleasant way of spending a morning. {Enter Client.) the Court won’t pass “luxurious costs,” \ 

welli and as for Mart T ^ 

[Enters into long domestic I i j|[[||| | l \ ^ 

Sol.(masympaihdic il||ili 111 
tone). Dear me I And what ,| 
has given me the pleasure . | 
of seeing you here to-day ? | ‘ i 

Client, I only looked in 
to ask you how you 
thought our suit was go- 
ing on? 

Sol Oh, capitally ! You 
know, we have had several 
aj)pointments before the 
Chief Clerk in Chambers, 
and 

[Enters into long explan- — 
ation,^ bristling with 
technicalities. 

Client {quite at sea). 

Dear me, what a compli- 
cated affair a Chancery v' 

suit is ! I had no idea we 
should have to do all this. 

But won’t it be very ex- 
pensive? _ II 

Sol, {smiling) , W ell, yes ; I 

but it will all be paid out | 
of the estate. You, my j 

dear lady, won’t have to 
pay anything for it — I 
mean out of your own 
pocket. 

Client, Oh, that is de- 
lightful ! Because you see 
with the carriages and the ]& 

opera-box And that 

reminds me, I think I shall 
give up the opera-box. Do ^ 

you know last Season the ^ 

music was magnificent, but ^ 

S too learned. I 

{Gives her ^ 

views at great length upon ^ 

the Opera, past, present ^ 

and future. At the end of 
her remarks—) But how I 
do run on ! I am afraid I 
am taking up your time. 

NotataU. I have BALANCE OF PROBABILITIES. 

nothing particular to do, 

and our interview comes Eigh Church Lady, “I suppose that was the Lady Chapel behind the 
out of the estate. Now are Choir ? ” 

you sure we can do nothing Low Church Verger. “I don’t fancy there’s hany such name ’ereabouts, 
for you this morning ? The M’m. I think it was only the Pew-Opener 1 ” 

last time you were here we ^ 

got copies of all the orders for you, I hope you received them safely. When the Inspired Bard th 

Client {laughing). Why, I do not think I have opened the packet 1 As he within the witness-hi 

I came across a hun^e the other day, and could not make out what He told us how his Pegasus 

it was, and laid it aside, because I saw your name upon it and thought From plain (two guineas) n 

it must have something to do with that troublesome Chancery suit. But for the song he wrote f 

Sol {laughing). Well, my dear Madam, that parcel represented We hope he was a-Lottie’d 

several pounds. However, it doesn’t matter ; you won’t have to pay In all its earnings. May ii 

for it, as it wfil come out of the estate. Ana now, what can we do Ere he produce another cat 

for you ? Have you looked into the accounts carefully ? But should he fail, then wl 

Client. No, and I am rather fond of figures. Be laid to rest, it will suffic 



Client. No, and I am rather fond of figures, 

Sol Then we will send you a copy for, say, the last five years. 
Client, Shall I be able to make them out ? 

Sol You ought to he able to do so, my dear Madam. They will he 
prepared by a » leading firm of Accountants, and we will check them 
ourselves before we send them to you. Is there anything else ? 


THE BOOM-DE-AY 
POET. 

[“Mr. Richard Morton, 
the author of “ Ta - ra - ra - 
hoom-de~ay,^" has been called 
to prove what would be a 
reasonable figure for the whole 
pr(^netary rights of a song." 
— Times Law Reports, JYev, 

He came before the public 
t’other day ! — 

ITI F55 The Author of “ Ta-ra-ra- 

■* * Boom-de-ay 

jAdy Chapel behind the ’Twas iu a case before 

Judge Q-rantham 

T SUCH NAME ’EREABOUTS, brought 

(It should have been iu Jus- 

tice “ Collins’ ” Court) 

Wheu the Inspired Bard the Jury faced. 

As he within the witness-box was placed. 

He told us how his Pegasus would fly 
From plain (two guineas) np to (ten) the sky I 
But for the song he wrote for Lottie fair 
We hope he was a-Lottie’d a large share 
Iu all its earnings. May it not be long 
Ere he produce another catching song ; 

But should he fail, then when the poet’s clay 
Be laid to rest, it will suffice to say, 

“ Vixit, He wrote ‘ Ta-ra-ra-Boom-de-ay ” 


Mrs. R. , on hearing that a Cricket-team, though not first-rate, had 
a leaven oi good players, inq.uired how they could have more of them. 



Novbmbbb 12, 1892.] 


PONCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 


227 










Novbmbbe 19 , 1892 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


THE MAN WHO WOULD. 

-THE MAK WHO WOULD PLAY GOLE. 


Buxgee persevered. He learned to wag'rfe Ids club in a knowing 
way. He listened intently when be was bidden to “ keep Ms eye on 
tbe ba’ ”, and to be “slow up.” True, be now ndssed tbe globe 
and all that it inhabit, but soon be bit a prodigious swipe, well over 


Btjxoee was no cricketer, no tennis-player, no sportsman, in cover-poinUs bead,— or rather, in tbe direction where cover-point 
fact. But bis Doctor recommended exercise and fresh air. “And would have been. “Ye’re awfu’ bad in tbe wbuns,” said the 


I’m thinking, Sir,” be added, “ that you cannot do better than just orphan boy; and, indeed, Buegee’s next strokes were played in 
take yourself down to St. Andrews, and |)^t yourself under distressing circumstances. Tbe spikes of tbe gorse ran into Ms 
Tom Moeeis.” “Is be a great Scotch physician ? ” asked Btjlgee ; person — be could only see a small part of tbe ball, and, in a few 
“ I don’t seem to have beard of Mm.” “Tbe Head of tbe Faculty, minutes, be bad made a useful clearing of about a quarter of 
Sir,” said tbe medical man — “tbe Head of tbe Faculty in those an acre. 


parts.” 


It is unnecessary to follow Ms later achievements in detail. 


Bijlgee packed bis effects, and, in process of time, be arrived at returned a worn and weary man, having accompbsbed tbe round in 
Leuobars. Here be observed some venerable towers within a short about a hundred and eighty, but in possession of an appetite which 
walk, and fancied that be would presently arrive at St. Andrews, astonished him. and those with whom be lunched. In the afternoon, 
In this be was reckoning without tbe railway systezn— he was com- tbe luck of beginners attending him, be joined a foursome of Pro- 
pelled to wait at Leucbars for no inconsiderable time, which be lessors, and triumphantly brought in Ms partner an easy victor. In 
occupied in extracting statistics about tbe consumption of whiskey a day or two, be was drinking beer (which be would previously have 






from tbe young lady who ministered to travellers. Tbe revelations rejected as poison), was sleeping like a top, and was laying down tbe 
now communicated, convinced — lawonstimy,andother “mys- 

Btjlgee that either Dr. Moeeis 2; teries more than Eleusinian.” 

was not on tbe lines of Sir jH 1} __ i ^ True, after tbe first three 

Aitbeew Ceaek, or, as an n, days, bis plav entirelv deserted 

alternative, that bis counsels Bulger, and even Professors 

were not listened to by travel- _ ^ berth in 

lers on that line. rrr— ^ , v making up a match. But by 

Arriving in tbe dusk, Bul- xvEtEZy'' steadv perseverance, reading 

GEE went to bis inn, and next — 21^^- Wa Walter Simpsok, taking 

morning in(3uired as to tbe ^ professional, and prac- 

address of the Head of the -r x|| U MI^ tising bis iron in an adjacent 

Faculty. “ I dinna ken,” said field, Bulger soon developed ! 

an elderly person, to whom fo such an extent that few 

be appealed, “that tbe Pro- third-rate players could give 

fessors bad made Tom a ^ stroke a bole. He had 

Doctor, though it’s a sair and ^ considerable danger of 

sad oversicbt, and a disgrace “ a stroke ” of quite a different 

to tbe country, that they > ^ character before be left Lon- 

bae’na done sae lang syne. delights of tbe 

But I j abuse that your Doctor E But be returned^ to the 

was jist making a gowk o’ — L Capital in rude health, and 

ye.” “What!” said Bulger. often be seen and 

“Jist playm’ a plisky on ye. ~ ' beard, topping into the Pond 

and be meant that Tom wad ^ at Wimbledon, and talking in 

pit ye in tbe way o’ becoming - iiili ^ ^ ^ "a fi.ne Fifeshire - accent. It 

a player. Mon, ye ’re a bull- , ^ ^ must be acknowledged that 

neckit, bow-leggit cbieP, and -• ' ‘ < bis story about Ms drive at 

^ ’d shape fi.ne for a Gomer ! second bole, “equal to 

Here ’s Tom.” And, with this Blackwell himself, Tom 

brief introduction, the old Morris himself told me as 

man s^trolled away. much,” has become rather a 

Bulger now found Mmself source of diversion to Ms 

in tbe presence of Mr. Morris, intimates ; bnt we have all 

whose courtesy soon put Mm ~ our failings, and Bulger 
on a footing of friendliness v never dreams, when anyone 

and confidence. He pur- ^ says, _*\Wbat is the record 

chased, by bis Mentor’s advice, ^ ^ .n. _ drive?” that be is being 

a driver, a cleek, a putter, * drawn^ for the entertainment 

a brassey, an iron, a niblick, and a mashy. Armed with these of tbe sceptical and unfeeling. Bulger will never, indeed, be a 
implements, which were “carried by an orphan boy,” and, under player; but, if bis handicap remains at twenty-f our, be may, 
tbe guidance of tbe Head of tbe Faculty Mmself, Bulger set forth some day, carry off tbe montbly medal. With this great aim before 
on his fi.rst round. His first two strokes were dealt on tbe yielding him, and tbe consequent purchase of a red-coat and gilt-buttons, 
air ; Ms third carried no inconsiderable parcel of real property to Bulger has a new purpose in existence, “ sometbmg to live for, 
some distance ; but bis fourth bit tbe ball, and drove it across tbe something to do.” May tMs brief but accurate Mstory convey a 
road. “As gude as a better,” quoth tbe orphan boy, and bade moral to the Pessimist, and encourage those who take a more radiant 
Bulger propel tbe tiny sphere in the direction of a neighbouring view of tbe possibilities of life I 
rivulet. Into tMs affluent of tbe main, Bulger finally bit tbe v - ■ -■■ ■ ■ - — ■ , v,::;i ==: 


ball ; bnt an adroit lad of nine stamped it into tbe mud, while pre- a t>i k* •+ 

tending to look for it, and Bulger bad to put down another. When I^leDiscite ic 

be got within putting range, be bit Ms ball careering back and rxiie result of tbe Fall MalVs compe 
forward over tbe bole, and, “ Eb, man,” quoth tbe orphan boy, to place Mr. Eric Magxat and Mr. §: 
“ if ye conld only drive as you put ! ” ^ , Swinburne and Morris nowhere.] 

In some fiif teen strokes be accomplished bis task of holing out ; ^ popular vote tbe Latu 

and now, weary, and desponding (for be bad fancied Golf to be an Ay I if Parnassus were b 

easy game), be would have desisted for tbe day. But tbe Head of Penny Yote puts lioi 

tbe Faculty pressed on Mm tbe necessity of “ The daily round, tbe >rp;q “TnunAneA more G< 

common task,” So Ms ball was tee’d, and be lammed it into the ’ 

Scholar’s Bunker, at a distance of nearly thirty yards. A mbUck 

was now placed in Ms grasp, and be was exhorted to “Take plenty Guite Moving. — From Far am 


A Plebiscite for Parnassus. 

[Tbe result of tbe Fall MalVs competition for tbe Laureatesbip has been 
place Mr. Eric Macxat and Mr. Gilb art -Smith first and second, and 
yiNBURNE and Morris nowhere.] 

A POPULAR vote tbe Laureate’s post to ? 

Ay I if Parnassus were but Primrose HiH. 

The Penny Yote puts liou below monkey. 

’Tis “Tuppence more, Gents, and up goes the donkey 1 ” 

Guite Moving. — From Far and Near and All AUve^ are two 


sand.” Presently a kind of simoom was observed to rage in the excellent “ movable toy-books ” that will please the little o^s (when 
Scholars’ Bunker, out of wMeb emerged the bead of tbe niblick, their seniors are tired of playing with them) far into the Yule-tide 
tbe ball, and, finally, Bulger himself. His next hit, however, was season. Tbe author is LothaeMaggeni>orfer, gentleman towbom 
a fine one, over the wall, where, as the ball was lost, Bulger de- Mr. Funch wishes a “ Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year.” 
posited a new one. This be, somehow, drove witMn a few feet of TMs may appear a little premature, but it is a far cry from Eng- 
tbe bole, when be at once conceived an intense enthusiasm for tbe laud to Germany, and tbe Sage of Fleet Street has allowed for any 
pastime. “It was a fine drive,” said tbe Head of tbe Faculty, delays that may be caused by fogs, railway unpnnctuality, and other 
“Mr. Blackwell never Mt a finer.” Thus inflamed with ardour, necessary evils. 
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THE AMERICAN GANYMEDE. 
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[The extraordinary triumph of Mr. Groybr 
Clevbland, Democratic Candidate for the Ameri- 
can Presidency, is attributed to a 'general revolt 
against the McKinley Bill.] 

0 PLUMP and pant-striped boy^ nphome, 
Like Ganymede of old, 

Punch hails you, with your slack, untom, 
Fast in the Eagle’s hold. 

It is, indeed, a startling sight, 

That speculation tames on; 

And it must give an awful fright 
To Hebe Habkisok I) 


XJ^ up to the Olympus, where 
The White House spreads its board, 

Whirled high through the electoral air, 
A boy less long than broad ! 

He looks not like the Tammany breed, 
That with high tariffs dally ; 

He proves, this Yankee Ganymede, 

The Democratic rally. 

This eagle ’s a colossal fowl, 

Like Bindhad^B monstrous Eoc. 

A bird of prey some say, a-prowl 
Like that Stymphalian ffock, 


With iron claws and brazen beak, 

Intent to clutch and collar, 

Fired with devotion strong, yet weak, 

To the Almighty Dollar. 

Pooh ! Plunder ’s not his only j oy. 

He hovered till he saw 
“ A something-pottle-bodied boy,” 

Who spurned McKinley’s Law. 

He stooped and clutched him, fair and good, 
Flew nigh o’er roof and casement, 
Whilst the Eepublicans all stood 
Agape in sheer amazement. 




He soars with proudly swelling crest 
And followed with acclaims, 

A cause of wonder in the "W est, 

And crowing by the Thames. 

For England, glorying in the sight, 
G-reets Boy and Bird together ; 
Whilst watching with serene delight 
That big, bla^, falling feather 1 


EGBERT ON LOED rlliil llHiiUni'lill 
MAEE'S DAY. [ 

The most ewentfooUest I I il^jj 
day of the hole year broke, ‘j I'.l' 
as the poets says, without 
almost not no fog, on J 
W ensday larst, to my grate , j 

serprise andjoy; butnoing, ^ 11 

from long xmriens, how ^ 

unsertain is whether at this ^ 

orful seasun of the year, I ^ ^ 

took jest one leetel glass of - ^ 

hold brandy before setting [ J 
out on my arjus dootys. 

1 was encurraged to do so oj 
also by the horful rumers 
as was spread about, weeks 
afore, as to threttend atacks 
on the sacred Show by ^ 
some disapintedprottestens, 

I think tney called their- , 
selves, as hadn’t bin in- 1,1 , 

I wited to the Bankwet, and 
so meant to prottest accord- ‘Iti 
iiigly. ijr_ 

But I needn’t a bin 
alarmd, for the most re- 
spekful mob as filled the U 

streets was as quiet as mice, 1 

havm heard, I ’m told, as 1 

how as the Copperashunhad 
had the lectric light turned A 

on at GildhaU, by which f 
means, of course, they coud i 

comunicate with any - I 

wheres, and so know where ' 

to send an hole army of 
Waiters to, well forty fide, 
and armed to the teeth 
with a splendid Lunch, 
to help the pore Perlice in 
their arjus dootys. 

From wot I seed of the 
butifool Sho, I shood give 
the cake to the Frute- 
Makers’ splendid Car, aU 
covered with the most buti - 1 

fool Frute, all made, too, in 
England, as it trewthf ooUy 
said on both sides of the 
high - backed Car. The 
second plaice I shood give A 
to the numerus^ butifool 
young Ladys, with most 
butifool flaxin air, all most 
bisily ingaged in a twist- 
Im and a twiddlin of _ -t- 

luvly gold and silver wire, 
on a Car belongin to the Well, I shot 
Makers of Gold and Silver votrR Skirt 
Wire Drorers, wich I 


they ushaBy is. At my pertickler tabel, the him, and when I took it to the himpashent 
two gents at the top was that trubblesum Gent, and told him so, he fairly roared with 
about the reel Turtm-soup as I ain’t a tall larfter, and told it all round as a capital joke ! 
accumstumed to, and I amost poured a hole I wunders where the joke was. 
ladel-fuB down the fine shirt-front of one of When the dinner was over and the speaches 
em; and then, trying at the next help to awoid began, I got permishun to stand unnerth© 
him, I sent my helbow full into the face of gallery for to hear them ; but strange to tell, 
the other, and a^pretty fuss he made, you bet, not a word coud I hear, and them as I 
^hear I coudn’t unnerstand. 

, 1 1 . , / / So I began for to fear as 

II '1 ) Hill llftltfrjl 1 

< 3^ I i| ' II I I I' m ^ the other end of the ’AH 

111 1 i®st in time for to hear a 

werry dark hut gennel- 



CANDID CRITICISM. 

‘ Like my New Frock, Aunt Jamb ? ” 

‘ Well, I should say you ’d got Skirts for tour Sleeves, akd a Sleeve 


manly young feller, as was 
called the Gayqueer, or 
some such wonderfool 
name, and who, I was told, 
come all the way from 
Indier, make sitch a grand 
and nobel 8i>each, and in 
quite as good Inglish as 
ewen I coud use, as got 
him more applorse from 
the distinguisht hordiens 
than all the speaches maid 
hyHerMadjesty’s Ministers 
put together. Always 
xceptin the Lawyers, for 
they seems to have sitch a 
jolly good time of it, that 
they are allers as reddy to 
cause a larf as to enjoy 
one. We all seemed sum- 
how to miss the werry 
Prime Mimxster — we are 
aU so aoustomd to see the 
werry top of the tree, that 
we don’t ^uite like being 
put off with a mere bow, 
however big and himport- 
ant it may be ; besides, I 
must confess as I do like to 
bear his luvly woice, ewen 
when 1 don’t quite tinn^- 
stand all as he says. ^ 
I don’t suppose as any one 
of my numerus readers 
will quarrel with me when 
I says, better luck nex 

Eobebt. 


Proofs before Letters. 

Humbugs will always ape 
their betters, 

Fools fancy the a^habet 
brings them fame; 

But you don’t become a 
man of letters 
By tacking the letters 
after your name. 

One suffix only the fact 
expresses, 

And that’s an A and a 
couple of S’s! 


Another MEAsriMa. — 
I Rantzau is the title of 
MASCAGin’snewOpera. The 


Wire Drorers, wich x , MASCAGin snewUpera. Xiie 

heard a most respectfool carpenter declare, and acshally torked of sending for the sonper- title, anglicised, would be suitable for an 

must, he thort, be most uncomferal to wear, intendent, ewidently not knowing who I was. old -fashioned transpontine melodramatic 

With that good fortun as allers atends the The same himpashent Gent amost worried tragedian, who could certainly say of Mm- 

Hed Waiter, I seem to have atracted the myhfeout arterwards, and all about a glass self, I rant so 

notis of one of the most butifool of the young of plane water as he called it, and when I told — ■ 

Ladys af onrsaid, for she acshally tossed me a him as I didn’t think as we hadn’t not none jai, i, • r* a ^ 


J luvlv littel hit of reel golden wire, which I in the plaice, hut T coud get him a hottel of 
shall trezure nex my art for years, if so be as amost any kind of Shampane as he liked to At what time would Shakspearb’s heroine 
how it don’t skratch. name ; he again said as he wood call for the of The Taming of the Shrew have been exni- 

The grand Bankwet, with its nine hunderd souperintendent. So in course I had to go for nently fitted to be a modem Sunday-School 
Gestes, was as nshal, about the grandest some, and a preshns long time it took me to teacher ? 

thing of the kind as the world has ever seen, get it ; the wme-steward naterally sayin as Answer. When Fetruchio kissed he^ he- 
hut sumhows it struck me as the gents was he never before herd of sich a order on sich cause then she was a Kattie Kiss'd, (flem I 
much more impashent for their wittles than a ocasion, and he had only one hottel with A Cate-ohist.) 


Shakspearian Conundrum. 

At what time would Shakspearb’s heroine 
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ALL 


ROUND 

No. 


THE FAIR. 


Scene — A street of Gingerbread^ Sweetstnff^ and Toy -stalls^ "" Cocoa- 
nut Shies f ^'‘Box-pitching Saloons f ^c,^ " forming the ap- 
proach to the more festive portion of the ^ Fair^ from which 
proceeds a cheerful cacophony of orchestrions^ barrel-organs^ 
steam-whistles, gongs, hig d7'ums, rattles, and speaking- 
trumpets^ 

Froprietors of Cocoa-nut Shies, Now, tlierL, play up all o’ you — 
ar-kar I There goes another on 'em ! That 's the way to ’it ’em—' 
win all yer like, &c. 

A nival Froprietor {pointing to his target, through the centre of 
which his partner'"' s head is protruded). Look at that! Ain’t that 
better nor any coker-nut ? Every time you ’it my mate’s ’ed, you 
git a good cigar ! {As the bystanders hang hack, from mothms of 
humanity,) ’Ere, ^ave a go at ’im, some o’ you — give ’im a little 
encouragement I 

The Head {plaintively). Don’t neglect a man as is doing his best 
to please yer, gen’l’men I ) A 
soft-hearted Bystander takes 
a shot at him, out of sheer 
compassion, and misses,) Try 
agen, Sir. I ain’t ’ere to be 
idle ^ 

A Sharp Little Girl {pre-- 
siding over a sloping Chinese 
Billiard - hoard). Now, my 
dears — {To a group of hoys, 
of about her own age) — ’ave 
what yer like. A penny a 
pull, and a prize every time I 
Wherever the marble rolls, 
you ’ave any one article on 
the board ! 

[One of the boys pays a 
penny, and pulls a handle, 
propelling a marble, which, 
after sinking a bell at the 
top of^ the slope, wobbles 
down into a compartment. 

The Boy {indicating a gor- 
geous china ornament on the 
board), I ’ll ’ave one o’ them — 
to take ’ome to mother. 

TAe S, L, G, {with pitying 
superiority). No, my boy, you 
can go to a shop and buy one 
o’ them for sixpence it you 
like— hut ^ere you must ’ave 
what you git! 

[/SAe awards him a very dingy 
lead-pencil, with which he 
departs, abashed, and evi- 
dently revolving her dark 
saying in his perplexed 
mind, 

l>a]l ! 

Eor hevery ball that goes in the boxes, you choose any prize 
you like! {With sorrow and sympathy, to a female Com- 
petitor,) Too ’ard, Lady, too ’arrf/ {To a male Comp,, 
whose ball has struck the edge of the box, and bounced off,) 

Yery naar, Sir ! 

[Several Competitors expend penny after penny unsuccessfully, 
and^ walk away, with a grin of entire satisfaction, 

Joe {landing a ball in one of the boxes, after four failures), I told 
’ee I’d gel waun ini {To his Young Woman,) What are ye goin’ 
to ’ave, Melia ? . 

Melia {hovering undecidedly over a glittering array of shell-boxes, 

cheap photograph-albums and crockery). I’ll take one o’ no, I 

won’t neither. . . I really don’t know what to ’ave I 
Joe {with masculine impatience). Well, go on — ^take summat, can’t 



last successful.) Theer— now, ye can please yourself, and doan’t 
choose nawthen’ foolish jfAwtimel {He strolls on with lordly indif- 
ference, and is presently rejoined Ay Melta.) Well, what did ye take 
arter all ? 

Melia, I got so flustered like, for fear o’ losin’ you, I just up and 
took the first that came ’andy, 

Joe, Why, if ye ain’t bin and took another cup^ an’ sarcer ! hor — 
hor I tbat ’s a good ’un, that is ! Take keer on it, it ’s cost money 
enough any ’ow — ’t wouldn’t be no bargain if it wur a ’ole tea-set I 
What ’s goin’ on ’ere ? 

[A venerable old Sportsmmi, wlio^n the reader 7nay possibly ^ 7'e- 
collect having met before, has collected a small crowd in a 
convenient corner ; his stock-in-trade consists of an innocent- 
looking basket, with a linen- cover, upon ivhich are a 
sharpened skewer and a narroic strip of cloth. 

The Sportsryian, I’ll nndertake to show you more fun in five 
minutes, than yon ’ll get over there in two : {with a vague suspicion 
that this is rather a lame conclusion) — in ten, I should say I This ’ere ’s 
a simple enough little game, when you know the trick of it, and I ’m 
on’y a learnin^ it myself. I ain’t doin’ this for money. I got money 

enough to sink a ship — it’s 
on’y for my own amusement* 
Now you watch me a doin’ up 
this garter— 'keep yer eye on it. 
{He coils up the strip,) It 
goes up ’ere, ye see, and down 
there, and in ’ere agin, and 
then round. Now, I ’m ready 
to bet anything from a sove- 
reign to a shilling, nobody 
’ere can i)rick the middle. 
I T1 tell ye if ye win. I ’m ole 
Billy Faibplay, and I don’t 
cheat! {A Spotty '■faced Man, 
after intently followmg the 
process, says he believes he 
could find the middle,) Well, 
don’t tell — that ’s all. I ’m 
’ere all alone, agin the lot o’ 
ye, and I want to win if I 
can-one dog to a bone ! ( The 
S.-F. M. produces a fiorin 
from a mouldy purse, and 
stakes it, and makes a dab at 
the coil with the skewer,) No, 
yc ’re VTrong — tbat ’s outside I 
(0. B. F. pulls the strip out,) 
By Gum, ye ’ve done it, after 
all I ’Ere ’s four bob for you, 
and I ’m every bit as pleased 
as if I ’d won myself I ’Go ’ll 
try next ? 

A Smart Young Man {with 
a brilliant pin in a dirty neck- 
tie, to Joe). I don’t see how 
it ’s done — do you ? 

Joe, Ye will if you don’t 
take yer eyes ofl it— theer, I 
could tell ye the middle now, 
I could. 

The Sp,-F, M, Law, yes, 
it’s simple enough. I done 
it first time. 

Old B, F, Give an old man 


ye I (Melia selects a cup and saucer, as the simplest solution of the 


moblem,) I doan’t carl that mooch of a show for fippence, I doan’t. 
Theer, gi’ us ’old on it. [He stows the china away in his side-pockets. 

Melia, You took an’ ’urried me so— else I don’t know as I fancied 
a cup and sarcer so paxtiekler. I wonder if the man ’ud change it, 
supposin’ we was to go back and ast ’im ! 

Joe {slapping his thigh). Well, you are a gell and no mistake! 
Come along back and git whatever ’tis you’ve a mind to. {Iteturn- 
ing.) ’Ere, Master, wiU ye gi’ this young woman summat else for this 
’ere ? {He extracts the cup in fragmerds,) ’Ullo, look a’ that now! 
( To Melia. ) Theer, it ’s all righ^doan’t take on ’bout it. — I ’ll ’ave 
another go to make it oop. {He pitches hall after ball without success,) 
I wawn’t be bett, I lay I ’ll git ’un in af oor I ’ve done I {He is at 


“No^\ then, play up, all o’ you— ai-liai ' 

a chance to get a bit. If any party ’ere ’as found me out, let Mm 
’old ’is tongue— it ’s all Z ask. {To Joe.) You’ve seen this afore, 
Zknow! 

Joe, Noa, I ain’t— but I could tell ye th’ middle. 

Old B, F, Will ye bet on it? Come— not too ’igh, bnt just to 
show you ’ ve confidence in your opinion I 
Joe {cautiously), I woant bet wi’ ye, bnt I ’ll hev a try, just for 
nawthen, if ye like ! 

Old B, F, Well, I want to see if you really do know it— so, 
jest for once, I ain’t no objection. (Joe pricks the garter,) Yes, 
you We found the middle, sure enough! It’s a good job there was 
no money on— for me, leastwise ! 

The Sp,-F, M, I ’ve a good mind to ’ave another try. 

The Sm, Y, M, I wouldn’t. You’ll lose. I could see you on’y 
guessed the first time. {The Sp. F, M,, however, extracts a shilling, 
stakes it —and loses,) There, I could ha’ told you you was wrong 
— {To Joe) — couldn’t you ? 


Joe, Yes, he art to ha’ pricked moor to waun side of ’un. {The 
Sp.-F. M. stakes another florin,) Now he ’s done it, if ye like 1 
0. B, F, There, ye see, I ’m as often wrong as not myself. 
(2b the Sp.-F. M.) There’s your four bob, Sir. Now, jest once 
more ! 
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Joe [to Melia). I ’ll git the price o’ that theer cup an’ saroer out 
of ’un, any’ow. {To 0. B. F.) I ’ll ha’ a tanner wi* ye ! 

0. B B. ’ Alf a soverin, if you like — it ’s all the same to me ! 

Joe {after 'pricking), I thart T ’ad ’un that time, too, I did ! 

The Sm. Y, M. You shouldn’t ha’ changed your mind— you were 
right enough afore ! 

Joe, Yes, I should ha’ stuck to it. ( 2b 0. B. F.) I ’ll het ye two 
hoh on the next go— come ! 

0. B, F, Wml, I don’t like to no, though I can see, plain 

enough, you know too much. (Joe pricks ; 0. B. F, pulls away the 

strip, and leaves the skewer outside?) I could ha’ sworn you done 
me that time— hut there ye are, ye see, there ’s neyer no tellin’ at 
this game— and that ’s the charm on it ! 

[Joe walks on with Melia in a more subdued frame of mind. 

The Sm. Y, M. {in the ear of the Spotty -faced One), I say, 1 got 

a job o’ my own to attend to— jest pass the word to the Old 

Man, when he’s done with this pitch, to turn up heyind the swing- 
boats there, and come along yourseH, if yer can. It ’s the old lay 
I ’m on— the prize-packets fake. 

The Sp,-F. M. Eight— we ’ll giye yer a look in presently— it ’ll 
be a little change for the Ole Man — trade’s somethin’ cruel ^ere! 


HIS IVIAD-JESTY AT THE LYCEUM. 

Except when Henet lEYnra impersonated the hapless -victim of 
false imprisonment in the Bastille, whence he issued forth after 
twenty years of durance, never has he been so c-uriously and 
wonderfully made-up as now, when he represents Lear, monarch of 
all he surveys. Bless thee, Heney, how art thou -transformed I 

Sure such a King 
Lear was never seen 
on any stage, so per- 
fect in appearance, 
so entirely the ideal 
of Shakspeake’s 
ancient King. It 
must have been a 
vision of Ievino in 
this character that 
the divinely-inspired 
poet and dramatist 
saw when he had a 
Lear in his eye. For 
a moment, too, he 
reminded me of 
Booth — the “ Gene- 
ral,” not the “parti- 
cular” American 
tragedian, — and 
when he appeared in 
thunder, lightning, 
hail, and rain, he 
suggested an embodi- 
ment of the ” 

of Michael Akgelo. 

A strange weird 
play; much for an 
audience, and more 
for an actor, all on 
his own shoulders, to 
bear. A one - part 
play it is too, for of 
the sweet Cordelia , — 
and sweet did Elleh 
Teeet look and so 
tenderly did she 
play! — little is seen 
or heard. With 
Goneril and Began, 
the two proud and 
wicked sisters, — asso- 

_ , ciated in the mind of 

Bather mixed. Mr. Irving as Ophe-Lear.” the modernest British 

Public -with Messrs. Heebeet Campbell and Hahey Kicholls, as 
is also Cordelia associated either with Cinderella or -with Beauty in 
the story of Beauty and the Beast— -'we have two fine commandin? 
figures • and weE are these parts played by Miss Ada Byas and 
Miss Maub Miltoh. The audience can have no sympathy with 
the two wicked Princesses, and except in Gone'nVs brief Lady- 
Macbethian scene with her husVand, neither of the Misses Leae has 
much drama-tic ohanee. Pity that Mrs. Leae — ^his Gueen and their 
mother, wasn’t alive I Let us hope she resembled her youngest 
daughter Cordelia, otherwise poor Lmr must have had a hard life of 
it as a married man, 

^ Why should not Mr. Ievuto give the first part of this play recon- 
sideration ? Why not just once a week try him as a different sort of 



Lear f For instance, suppose, to begin with, that he had had a had 
time of it with his wife, that for many years as a widower he had 
been seeking for the opportunity of disposing of his daughters, 
handing over to them and to their husbands the lease and goodwill of 
“ The Crown and SceiAre,” while he would he, as King, “ retired from 
business,” and going out for a lark generally. Thus jovially would 
he_ commence the play, a rollicking, gay, old dog, ready for any- 
thing, up to anything, and, like old Anchises, when he jumped on 
to the back of JEneas, “a wonderful man for his years.” In fact, 
Lear might begin like an old King Cole, “a merry old soul,” a 
“joUy old cook I” And then— “Oh, what a difference in the 
morning!” — when all his plans for a gay career had^ been ship- 
wrecked by Cordelia^ capricious and unnatural affectation. 




Then mnst commence his 
senility ; then he would begin 
to break up. A struggle, to 
show that there was life in 
the old dog yet, could he seen 
when the old dog had been 
out hunting, in Act II., and 
had shot some strange ani- 
mal, something between a 
stag and a dromedary, which 
no doubt was a na-tive of 
Britain in those good old 
sporting days. However, 
more of this anon. Suffice it 
to say now, that our Hekey 
lEVEsro’s Lear is a triumph 
in every respect, and that 
the audience only wanted a 

little more of Cordelia, 

m r n j -ct • which is the fault of the 

Mr. Terriss as the Good Fairy. immortal and unequal Bard. 

To those unaeq[uainted with this play, Mr. Teeeiss’s sudden 
appearance in somewhat anti- Lord- Chamberlain attire, as he bounded 
on, with a wand, and struck an attitude, was suggestive of the Good 
Fairy in the pantomime ; and his subsequent proceedings, when he 
didnH change anybody into Harlequin, Clown, and so forth, puzzled 
the unlearned spectators considerably. But Mr. Teeeiss came out 
all right, and acquitted himself (being his own judge and jury) to 
the satisfaction of the public. His speech about Dover Cliff, gene- 
rally supposed to convey some allusion to the Channel Tunnel, was 
excellently delivered, and certainly after Lear, “on the spear side,” 
Mr. Tebeiss must take the Goodeley Cake. 

Next to him in order of merit comes Mr. Feahk Cooeee, as the 
wicked JBdmimd, on whom the good Edmtjis'D, “Edmundus Mundi,” 
smiled benignantly from a private box. There was on the first night 
a great reception given to Howe — the veteran actor, not the wreck, 
and very far from it — ^who took the small part of an old Evicted 
Tenant of the Karl of Glossier, a character very carefully played by 
Mr. Aleeed Bishop.^ Bloreat Henricus! “Our Heney” has his 
work cut out for him in this “Titanic work,” as in his before- curtain 
and after-play speech he termed it. This particular “Titanic work ” 
is (or certainly was that night) in favour with “the gods,” who 
“ very much applauded what he’d done.” But the gods of old were 
not quite so favourable to “ Titanic work ” generally, and punished 
eternally Titanic workmen. To-night gods and groundlings applaud 
to the echo, and then everyone goes home as best he can in about as 
beautiful a specimen of a November fog as ever delighted a Jaok- 
o’ -Lantern or disgusted Pexvate Box. 


Ax Opeeatic Note. — Wednesday, — Lord Mayor’s Day and Sheriff 
Sir Atjgttstus DEimiOLAinjs’s Show. FAmico Fritz, or “The old Min 
is friendly,” as Dick Swweller would have put it. Not by any means 
as bright as Cavalleria, MUe. Del Tobee, del-lightful as Suzel, 
M. DtrpEiCHB, very good as Bahhino ; Ceemoxini, weak as Fritz ; and 
Mlle.MAETHA-CiTPin-BATTEEMEiSTEE, good as iisual in the part of the 
“ harmless necessary Cat ^^-erina. Opera generally “ going strong.” 

Eepoeteb Decistok. — U ganda is to be occupied till March next. 

, Then, order of the day, “ March in, March out! ” 
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^^SAPE BIND, SAFE EIND!^^ 

P. C. John Bull loquitur : — 

Keep tliem ? Right my Gallic friend ! 

’Tis my duty, sad but binding. 

Free the Woli— to what good end? 

Loose the Snake—what Tantage finding ? 
Faction fiusters, Cant appeals 
In the name of sham-humanity. 

Right, not wrath, my bosom steels ; 

Softness here were sheer insanity. 

You Ve my warmest sym- 
pathy, [Terror ’ 

Victim of the new Red ^ r 

My caged Rayachols to ( 

free [of error, \ 

Were the maddest kind " 

Prison walls and dungeon . 

wards [gaoler, ' 

Love I not, I’m no bom 
But just Law which Free- ' v 

dom guards ^ 

Must Ignore anarchic 

railers ^ 1 /||I 

Blind offence of men half " 

mad r Kj|r 

’Neath the goad of brute ^ 9 : 

oppression, 

Blunderings of fierce fools - ^ ^ 

of fad, ^ J 

Demoniacal possession 1 

Of red rage at law unjust, iW 

I can check with calm H iW/ \ 

compassion; 11 '/ \ 

But must firmly crush to Izw jj 

Murder— in the newest j' \lj9 m 

Dynamite as Freedom’s I [/ /g 

friend? 

’Tis the foul fiend’s i W 
latest juggle. 1 W . 

We must fight it to the end, | m | 

Firm, unfaltering in this 1 J^/ | 

struggle. //fLJ 11 ^ 

Mere “Political Offence,” 

AR this murder, mash- f/ 

ing, maiming ? ^ 

’Tis a pitiful pretence, 

Honour - blin(Bng, wis- | 

dom- shaming. 

Indiscriminate, ruthless O, 

raid: 

Mad chance - medlv of """ " 

disaster ! [aid, 

Sophistry, the fiend’s sworn 
Never better served its 
master 

Than in calling such heU- “What ’s th 

birth [human, — “He’s no G-jb 

A new gospel, holy, “No Gbntlbi 

Blasting^ as with maniac “Why, hb s; 

mirth that Scuttle ’s 

Blameless men, and says. An’ ’e up 
guiltless women I 


m/% A X AT^%r Or rather of the dress you wore, [meant, 

TO A MODEL YOUNG LADY. p^or though, maybe, no harm or hurt is 
[It is reported that it is a oommon custom in Remember, dearest, I implore,^ 




M 


No ! The Dynamiter’s creed— 

Though hate swagger, though c 
snivel — 

Fires no “ patriotic” deed; 

Base-born, aR its ends are evR. 

Let caged wolves and tigers free ? 

What more wicked, what absurder ? 
Amnesty to Anarchy 
Means encouragement to Murder ? 


Whehe to Place Him.— Why ought the 
future Poet-Laureate, whoever he may be, to 
occupy rooms over or close to the stables at 
Buckingham Palace ? Because he would 
then be inspired by the Royal Mews. 


Paris, amongst ladies of position, to pay for their I wonH be fond of an advertisement I 
dresses by wearing them in pubhc, and letting it be -..iz:,,.,:— 

O'J® B00KIN9.0MCE, 

It suits yonr figure to a T. “ Days with Sir Moger^ de Coverley ! ” 

I ’m free to own that I confess, exclaimed the Baron, on seeing the charming 

It’s just the kind of dress for me. httle hook brought out at this season by 

Yet will you kindly tell me, dear, Messrs. Macmillan. “Delightful! Immortal 1 

Not merely was the costume made for Ever fresh! Welcome, with or without Rlus- 
tration; some of Mr. Thom- 
son’s would not be missed. 

^ ^ ^ V ^ ‘ slumbered. 

■ST OF TRUE GENTILITY. „.V‘X 

Lougee like, Mariabann « ” published by Osgood, 

•N; WHATEVER HE *S LIKE 1 ” McIlVAINE & Co., and 

J7hat *s HB BEEN AND DONE?” Written by Nobody, No- 

a-carryin’ up the Coals, an* he says, ‘ I ’m afraid body’s name being men- 
SAVY FOR YOU,* *B SAYS, — ‘ PRAY LET M£ CARRY IT 1 ’ ’e tioued as being the author. 
iRRiES IT issBLF, JUST LIKE A FooTM AN 1 ” It begius weR, but it is 

an old, old tale— B lanche 

ourself alone — but is it clear Amort and the Chevalier, and so forth — and 

And certain that your dress is paid as Sir Charles Coldstream observed, when 
for ? he looked down the crater of Mount Vesuvius, 

<^reen Eoom of t£e Comedie Praii<;aise,” in 
English Illustrated Magazine for this 
wfi month, pleasantly witten by Mr. Fbembicb: 

LL to HiWKi*, -H awkins with an aspirate, not 

And since when yon decide to .. -enest ’Awkins” at present associated 

k -A 4 . -u 'w^ith “ A Chevalier ” in London. Mr. 

broad, you R go amidst a hum Hawkins teRs many amusing anecdotes, and 

Of praise for Madame’s loTely Model ^ 

h ! promise me that when I read But the article would he damaged by ex- 

My paper (as I often do), tracts. Therefore, “ Tolle^ says yours 

shaR not with remorseless speed and everybody’s, very truly, 

See endless pars in praise ot you, The Baron de Book- Worms. 


TEST 


TRUE GENTILITY. 


“WHAT*S THE NEW LODGBR LIKE, MaRIARANN « '* 

“He’s no Gentleman, whatever he ’s like 1 *' 

“No Gentleman 1 What 's he been and done ?** 

“Why, he see mb a-carryin* up the Coals, an* he says, ‘I’m afrj 
that Scuttle ’s too heavy for you,* *b says, — ‘ pray let m£ carry it 1 ’ 
SAYS. An’ ’E up and carries it ISSBLF, JUST LIKE A FoOTMAN 1 ” 


Yourself alone— but is it clear 


for? 

Mistake me not. I do not dread 
That you ’U think fit to run away 
And leave the biR unpaid. Instead, 

I fear that you wiR never pay, 
Because no bill wiR ever come ; 

And since when yon decide to 
toddle 

Abroad, you ’R go amidst a hum 
Of praise for Madame’s lovely Model 

Oh ! promise me that when I read 
My paper (as I often do), 

I shaR not with remorseless speed 
See endless pars in praise ot you, 



Sbeoent-de-Tille. “HA, M’SIEU '.-FOZ7 HAVE YOUE DYNAMITERS UNDER LOCK AND KEY! 

TRSS BIEN I KEEP THEM 1 1 » 
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WHAT ABOUT GLASS HOUSES? 

First Jovial Cably [to Second Ditto), “Hi sat, Bill, did yer hever see sirs Guys as 

THESE ’ERE GiRLS MAKES OF THEIRSELVBS ? HoW, YE ’D NIVER SEE A MAN GO AKT) MAKE 

SrOH A ridik’lotjs hobjiok of ’isself ' ! ” 


A PUPP OP SMOKE. 

( What the heart of the yormg Vocalist said to the 
Anti-Tohaccmist, after reading Mr. Charles 
Santlefs sage observations on Singing and 
Smoking j in his new hook ‘ ‘ Sticdent and 
Sing erf) 

[‘* Smoking is an art ; it may be made useful or 
otherwise, according as it is exercised.” — Mr. 
Santley.] 

Tele me not, ye mournful croakers, 
Smoking is a dirty habit. 

Brainless are ye, sour non-smokers, 

As a vivisected rabbit. 

“ Smoking is an Art,” says Saisttlet ; 

There is Beauty in the bowl. 

They who doubt it must be scantly 
Blest with sense, or dowered with soul. 

As an Art it claims attention ; 

Study is the only way. 

Smoking skill, not smoke-prevention, 

Is the thing we want to-day. 

Art is long and smoke is fleeting ; 

But puff on until you learn 
Good tobacco ’s not for eating 1 
Pipe-bowls are not meant to hum ' 

Smoke without expectorating, 

Do not sputter, do not chew ; 

Puff not as though emulating 
Some foul factory's sooty flue 

Let not oily dark defilement 
Sting your lips ; there is no need. 

Joy and care need reconcilement 
For enjoyment of the weed. 


Trust no “ Germans,” buy no “ British,” 
Sound Havanas only smoke I 

“Lady Mcotine ” is skittish, 

Penny Pickwicks are no joke. 

Smoke no strong shag, no rank “ stinger,” 
Pick your baccy, puff with skill, 

And— although you are a singer. 

You may smoke, and not feel ill. 

Let us then be up and smoking, 

An an Art the thing pursue ; 

As great Sai^tlet, who ’s not joking, 

Says he does, and all may do ! 


LADY GATS DISTRACTION. 

Dear Mr. Pukch,— You are as fickle as 
the rest of your sex, I fear, otherwise you 
would not have requited my devotion to you 
and your interests in such an awful manner 
as you did in publishing my husband’s letter 
last week I — and such a letter ! Oh, I could 
write such a scathing reply to it ! 

Of course, it was jealousy on the part of 
Sir Charles at my literary success — (setting 
aside the wonderful tips) — which caused the 
explosion that led to his writing to you, hut 
I never— never— -thought! you would insert 
his letter, especially as I slipped in a post- 
script which to my mind explained every- 
thing — as, indeed, postscripts should do, or 
what is the good ot writing a long letter 
about nothing in front ot themr' The 
wretch confesses that he laughed at my 
articles until he knew who wrote them, and 
then thought less of them I Isn’t that like 
a husband? — I won’t say like a man, as so 


few husbands are men^ — at least, in the 
eyes ot their wives. The moment a wife 
does something her husband can’t do, he 
dislikes and pooh-poohs it ; whereas, the 
more accomplishments a husband displays, 
the more a wife appreciates him, or says so 
even if she doesn’t ! — which is a noble false- 
hood, for how few women ^ are large-minded 
enough to pretend to admire qualities which 
they despise because they don’t possess them 
— I ’m not sure that this is what I mean, nor 
do I quite understand it, but it reads well, 
which is more than Sir Charles’s stuff does ! 

And then his impertinence in proiiosing to 
“ edit ” my letters ! — as if anyone could be 
more capable ot doing that than you ^ — (you 
will observe that it is solely on your account 
that I am annoyed !) — I could not brook such 
interference !— I don’t know exactly the 
meaning of “brooking” anything, but I 
know I wept enough tears ot annoyance to 
form a decent “brook” of themselves! I 
need hardly tell you that it was a biting 
sarcasm on my part to suggest that be should 
fluish his letter with a “ verse,” as I always 
do— but there— men don’t understand sar- 
casm— (one of our most frequently employed 
weapons of offence !)— and the poor thing 
thought I was in earnest, and did it I And 
what a verse I I could write better with my 
left hand I 

I need scarcely tell you that I have left 
him— (this is why my; address is not to he 
published)— as I consider my duty to the 
Public rendered it imperative that I should 
do so, for I should not think much of any 
woman who allowed a paltry consideration of 
domestic obligations to weigh against the 
pursuit of a career of usefulness. 

If, therefore, a vein of sadness and cynicism 
runs through this letter, you will understand 
that it does not proceed from any regret at 
the “brealdngup of the happy home,” but 
rather from sorrow at the thought that once 
again the intellectual superiority of one of 
the softer sex has not been accepted in the 
right spirit by the possessor of the weaker 
mind, to whom she owes obedience ! 

I trust I have done with Sir Charles for 
ever I — especially if he speaks the truth in 
saying that “following my tips has ruined 
him” — for why should any woman burden 
herself with an impecunious husband? He 
does not know where I am, and I feel stiU 
more secure in my retreat from having just 
heard that he has engaged the services of 
several of the most prominent London Detec- 
tives to trace me ! 

Owing no devotion now to Sir Charles— • 
who will appreciate the following tender lines 
with which I close my letter — 

0 'W OMAH ! in our hours of ease, 

Thou art not very hard to please I 

Thou takest what the gods may send ; 

But, thwarted ! — thou wilt turn and rend I 

I am able to subscribe myself, dear Mr Funch^ 
Yours more devotedly than ever. 

Lady Gay. 

[From internal evidence, we are inclined to 
believe that this present letter, or the one last 
week from “ Sir Charles,” is a forgery. In 
former correspondence Lady Gay mentioned “ Lord 
Arthur ” as her husband, We pause for an 
explanation. — E d.] 


Proverb for Vocalists, a propos of 
Sir Joseph BARfrey’s Bemarks oh Articu* 
LATioH, — “Take care of the sense, and the 
sounds will take care of themselves.” 


"Why is pepper essential to the health of 
the new Lord Mayor? — Because without 
“ Kn.” (cayenne) he would he “ill.” 




Clixistmas ! Hang it all ! But how 
Can that be ? ^Tis weeks from now. 
What a fearful thought, I vow 
That it numbs ! 

‘ ‘ Order Christmas papers ^ ' fills 
Bookshops, bookstalls. With its bHls, 
Taxes, tips, fogs, frosts, coughs, chills, 
Christmas comes 1 






NATURE AND ART, 

A.M.A, “By George, this View 's magnificent 1 I say, FIiTjffer, you really ought 

TO HAVE THOSE WoODS PAINTED." 

Mr. Mufer {late in the UjphoUtery line^ retired.) “ ’M — ^M. Ho YOU think that would 
IMPROVE 'em ? What Colour, now ? " 


LEHT TO THE LADIES. 

My dear Mr. Punch, 

EVERYONE'— I mean everyone with 
a right mind— will sympathise with those 
nice people at Bristol who have been holding 
a “ Woman^s Conference.” So kind and 
thoughtful of them, isn’t it ? I notice that 
Lady Battersea gave a spirited account of a 
Confederation of Temperance of some thirty 
villages in Korfolk. The dear, good inhabi- 
tants are to keep ofiE the allurements of drink 
by “ listening to such shining lights as Canon 
Wilberforce, and social teas, processions 
with banners, and magic-lanterns, play their 
part.” How they are to listen to the teas, 
processions and lanterns, I don’t quite under- 
: stand, in spite of the fact that they (the 
af^esaid teas^ &c.) seem to be “ playing their 


parts.” Evidently teas, &c., are amateur 
Actors. 

Then somebody who described herself as 
“a nobody from nowhere,” is said to have 
“touched a moving chord, as she spoke with 
great feeling of the sympathy and the moral 
help the poor give hack to those who work 
among them.” What “moving chord?” 
Sounds Hke a bell-rope I 

Then another lady who wore “ the black 
and lavender dress of the Sisters of the 
People,” followed with a paper, “ perhaps 
overfull of details.” And here let me say 
that I am quoting from “a woman corre- 
[ respondent ” who seems to he full of admira- 
tiou for her talking sisters. But in spite of 
this admiration, she knows their little faults. 
For instance, she describes a speech as 
“ vigorous, racy, and perhaps a trifle sen- 








Even Christmas-cards appear, j 

They are with us half the year, 

I would banish them from here, 

Say, to Thrums, 

Or to any monmful place. 

Where I ’d never show my face, 

For they tell one that, apace, 

Christmas comes i 

Seasonable Christmas Motto eor Well- 
known Fine-ArtPublisher9.—“ Tuck in!” 
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TO ''THE LAZY MINSTREL” 

On the publication ofht’^ EujMh Edition, with tho cm Nineteen Foeons oj igmally written for Mr. Funch. 
r?\ ^ / ’ - - ' Who would Bot be a Minstrel Lazy ? 









He’s got “Ho Smoking” posted up in big 
letters in every room in the bouse, Eeggte 
said it was awiul. He bad to lock bis bed- 
room door, sbove tbe cbest - of - drawers 
. , against it, and smoke with bis bead stuck 

A trifle crazy, cMmaey. He got a peck of 

TT » of them . Ab . soot, one nigbt, right on tbe top of bis nut. 

Here’s Ashby Steeby, in punt or Now I caU tlat simple rot. ^ 

^wberry, ^ Second Sp. Ab, I’ve beard of tbat man. 

He s ever^ merry . sing bey down jjiet bim tbougb, I ’m thankful to say. 

Let me see what’s the beggar’s name? Jack- 
Or anything very Babbett, or Pollabd, or something 

Like Tra! la. la I la ! that. He ’s got a big place somewhere in 

On sunny days he trolls bis lays Suffolk, or Yorkshire, or somewhere about 

With gay guitar and Tra I la ! 3a I la I there, 

From groves and glades come meadow- Young Sp^ Yes, that’s tbe chap, I fancy. 

sweet maids, Yow that kind of thing starts yon very 

Hone of your saucy inmxes or jades; nicely for tbe day. It isn’t necessary tbat 
The poet is there either of tbe sportsmen whose dialogue baa 

Without a care, ^ been reported should believe implicitly in the 

With no regret, with mild cigarette, absolute truth of what be is saying. Observe, 
With gay guitar, and whiskey from neither of them says that he himself met this 
Leith, man. He merely gets conversation out of him 

Will he he crowned with tbe Laureate on tbe strength of what someone else has told 


The Lazy Laureate of the Thames. 

{The Nymph Pantalettina is heard singing.') f 
Come where my Ashbt bes dreaming, 
Dreaming for hours after lunch. 

Softly I for he is scheming 
Poems for Mister Punch ! 

Graceful is bis position — 

Hark ! how be sweeps tbe strings, 

While of bis Eighth Edition 
The Warbler Stebby sings : — 

{The Pard chirpeth his roundelay.) 

“On ‘ Spring’s Delights’ in ‘Hambledon 
Lock ’ 

‘ My Country Cousin ’ may hap — 

With her I ’ll go 

* In Rotten Row,’ ! 

Stop on an ’oss ! 

‘ At Charing-Cross,’ 

For a ‘ Tam O’ Shanter Cap.’ i 


wreath ? 

Ho gout? Oh no! But I’m 
And suffering from dejection, 

L n ■ * IT ^11 f* 


him. That, you see, is the real trick of the 

thing. Don’t hind yourself to such a story as 

’ Taken in being part of your own personal experience. 
[Tow,’ Work it in on another man’s back. Of course 


‘ Spring Cleaning ’ I ’H use for a pair of there are exceptions even to this rule. 


old shoes 

(Oueer rhyme upon reflection), 

‘ Sound without Sense,’ I ’ve no pretence, 
To write Shakspearian Sonnets. 

Of her and him. 

As suits my whim, 

I sing, and I hymn her bonnets ! ” 

{Chorus of Pantalettina and Piver 
Nymphs.) 

So, hail to the Bard so merry, 

To Lazy Laureate Stebby ! 


this question I shall he able to treat at greater 
length when I come to deal with the important 
suWeet of “Shooting Anecdotes.” 

^ Very often yon can work up quite a nice 
little conversation on cigarettes. Every man 
believes, as is well-known, that he possesses 
the only decent cigarettes in the country. He 
either— (1), imports them himself from Cairo, 
or (2), he gets his tobacco straight from a Arm 
of growers somewhere in Syria and makes it 
into cigarettes himself; or (S),_ he thinks 
Egyptian cigarettes are an abomination, and 


He’U sing of a Lock on the Thames ! only smokes Russians or Americans; or (4), 
oh rare ! " knows a man, Backastobottlo by name, 

Or hymn a Lock of his Lady’s hair. somewhere in the Ratcliff e Highway, who has 

the very best cigarettes you ever tasted. You 

wouldn’t give two-pence a hundred for any 
times of the day, after breakfast, after lunch, others after smoking these, he tells you. And, 


CONVERSATIONAL HINTS FOR a • . * 

VATTTtrr* C!Tr/iATr*T7"D c alter cLinner, and in between. 

xUuJMiT oxLUUiJcilCb. Young Sp. Well, I don’t know. If I try 

The' subject of Lunch, my dear young to smoke when I ’m actually shooting, I gene- 
friends, has now been exhausted. We have rally find I’ve got my pipe in the gun side of 
done, for the time, with poetry, and descend my month. 1 heard of a man the other day 
again to the ordmary prose of every-day who knocked^ out three of his best teeth 
shooting. Yet stay — ^before we proceed further, through bringing up his gun sharp, and for- 
there is one matter apart from tbe mere de- getting he ’d got a pipe in his mouth. Boor 
tails of sport, which may be profitably con- beggar ! he _was very plucky about it, I 


sidered in this treatise. It i 
delightful subject of 

SMOKIHG. 


It is the divine, the believe ; but it made no end of a difference to 
his pronunciation till he got a new lot shoved 
in. Just like that old Johnnie in the play — 
HG. Overland something or other — who lost his 


First, I ask, do you know — (1), the man who f^lse set of teeth on a desert island, and 
never smokes from the night of the 11th of couldn’t make any of the other Johnnies! 


lastly, there is the man who loathes cigarettes, 


! ^ 






despises those who smoke them, and never. 


August up to the night of the 1st of Feb- understand him. despises those who smoke them, and never, 

ruary in the following year, for fear of in- Second Sp. I ’ve never had any difficulty smokes anything himself except a special kind 
jnring his sight and his shooting nerve ? '^'ith my smoking. I always make a habit of of cigar ornamented with a sort of red and 
(2), the host who forbids all smoking amongst carrying my smokes in the left side of my gold garter. 

the guests assembled at his house for a mouth. Out of this conflict of preferences the 

shootmg-party ? Young Sp. Oh, but you ’re pretty certain young shooter can make capital. By flat- 

Yon, naturally enough, reply that you have &®t the smoke or the ashes or something, tering everybody in turn, he can practically 
not the honour of being acquainted with these blown slap into your eves just as you ’re going get his smoking: gratis, for everyone will he 
severe, but enthusiastic gentlemen. Hobody loose off . Ho. {With decision.) I’m off sure to offer him at least one cigarette, in 

does know them. They don’t exist. But it ^ly smoke when the popping begins. order to prove the superiority of his own par- 

is very useful to affect a sort of second-hand Second Sp. Don’t be too hard on yourself, ticular kind. And if the young shooter, 
knowledge of these Gorgonsjof the^weed,|as Thevltell me there are precious few after smoking it, expresses a proper amount 

thus : — * birds in the old planting this year, so you can of ecstasy, he is not at all unlikely to have 

A Party of Qum is walUna to fho iiT^f heat yourself to a cigarette when you get a second offered to him. Most men are gene- 

offlU/ny TiwiP in 90 there. It never pays to trample on one’s rons with cigarettes. Many a man I know 

of the day. Time, say about 10 20 a.m. for tobacco too much. would far rather give a beggar a cigarette 

Young Sportsman {who has a pipe in his Young Sp. No, by Jove. Old Reggie than a shilling, though the cigarette may have 
mouth, to Second Sportsman., similarly Mobbis told me of a fellow he met somewhere cost, originally, a penny-halfpenny, or more 
adorns^. I always think the after-breakfast this year, who goes regularly into training — a strange and paradoxical state oi affairs, 
smoke is about the best of tbe day. Some- for shooting. Never touches baccy from Here is a final piece of advice. Admire all 
how, tobacco tastes sweeter then than at any August to February, and limits his urink to cigarette-cases, and say of each that it’s the 
otlgr time of the day. ^ three pints a day, and no whiskeys and sodas, very best and prettiest you ever saw. You 

Second Sp. {puMng vigorously). Yes, it ’s And what ’s more, he won’t let any of Ms can have no notion how much innocent plea- 
first class ; but I hold with smoke at most guests smoke when he ’s got a shoot on, sure you will give. 


{j;^^ HOtriGE. — ^Rejected Coinmunications or Contiibations, whether MS., Frinted Matter, Drawings, or Pictures ox any description, wiU 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper, Xo this rnl© 
there will be no exception. 
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LETTERS 


ABSTRACTIONS. 


No. XYIL— TO FAILURE. 

A Philosopher has deigned to address to me a letter. 


shouting with laughter at some joke made, as most of his jokes were, 
at his own expense. 

It was during one of his brief intervals of prosperity, at a meet of 
the Ditchington Stasr -hounds that I first met Johhnie, He was 
‘ Sir,’’ beautifully got up. His top-hat shone scarcely less brilliantly than 

- -l; XI - .x _q? i -i - ^ i t t 


writes my venerable correspondent, “ I have been reading your open his rosy cheeks, his collar was of the stifiest, Ms white tie was folded 
letters to Abstractions with some interest. You will, however, per- and pinned with a beautiful accuracy, his black coat fitted him like 
haps permit me to observe that amongst those to whom you have a glove, his leather-breeches were smooth and speckless, and his 
written are not a few who have no right whatever to be numbered champagne-coloured tops fitted his sturdy little legs as if they had 
amongst Abstractions. Laziness, for instance, and Crookedness, and been born with him. ^ He was mounted on an enormous chestnut- 
irritation — not to mention others— how is it possible to say that these horse, which Anak might have controlled, hut which was far above 
are Abstractions? They are concrete qualities and nothing else, the power and weight of Johnnie, plucky and determined though he 


Forgive me for making this correction, and believe me yours, &c. A was. Shortly after the 
Platonist.^’ — To which I merely reply, with all possible respect, checked, I noticed a 


of the run, while the hounds were 
atless, dishevelled figure, riding 


“Stufi and nonsense!” I know my letters have reached those to furiously round and round a field. It was Johnnie, whose horse 
whom they were addressed, no single one has come hack throngh the | was bolting with him, hut who was just able to guide it sufficiently 
Dead-letter Office, and that is enough for me. Besides, there are , to keep it going in a circle instead of taking him far over hill and 
thousands of Abstractions that the mind of “A dale. 1Ye managed to stop Mm, and I shall never for- 


thousands of Abstractions that the mind of “A 
Platon 1ST” has never conceived. Somewhere I 
know, there is an abstract Boot, a perfect and 
ideal combination of all the qualities that ever 
were or will he connected with hoots, a grand 
exemplar to wMch all material hoots, more or less, 
nearly approach ; and by their likeness to which 
they are recogMsed as hoots by all who in a previ- 
ous existence have seen the ideal Boot. Sandals, 
mocassins, hntcher-hoots, jack-hoots, these are hut 
emanations from the great original. Similarly, 
there must he an abstract Dog, to the likeness 
of which, in one respect or another, both the 
Yorkshire Terrier and the St. Bernard conform. 
Sa much then for “ A Platonist.” And now to 
the matter in hand. 

My dear Failhee, there exists amongst us, as, 
indeed, there has always existed, an innumerable 
body of those upon whom you have cast your 
melancholy blight. Amongst their friends and 
acquaintances they are known by the name you 
yourself bear. They are the great army of failures. 
But there must he no mistake. Because a man 
has had high aspirations, has tried with all the 
energy of his body and soul to realise them, and 
has, in the end, fallen short of his exalted aim, 
he is not, therefore, to he called a failure. 
Moses, I may remind you, was suffered only to 
look upon the Promised Land from a mountain- 
top. Patriots without number — Kossuth shall be 
my example —have fought and hied, and have 
been thrust into exile, only to see their objects 
gained by others in the end. But the final 
triumph was theirs surely almost as much as if 
they themselves had gained it. On the other 
hand there are those who march from disappoint- 
ment to disappointment, but remain serenely 
unconscious of it all the time. These are not 
genuine failures. There is Chaesley, for instance, 
journalist, dramatist, novelist — Heaven knows 
what besides. His plays have run, on an average, 
about six nights ; his books, published mostly at 
his own expense, are a drug in the market ; but 
the little creature is as vain, as proud, and, it 


get how he laughed at Ms own disasters while he was 
picking up his crop and replacing his hat on his head. 
Not long afterwards, I saw our little Mazeppa crashing, 
horse and all, into the branches of a tree, but in spite 
of a black eye and a deep cut on his cheek, he finished 
the run — fortunately for him a very fast and long one — 
with imperturbable pluck and with no further misad- 
venture. “ Nasty out that,” I said to him 
as we trained hack together, “you’d better j 
^ get it properly looked to in town. ’ ’ ‘ ‘ Pooh, ’ ’ 

said Johnnie, “it’s a mere scratch. Did 
you see the brute take me into the tree? 
By Jove, it must have been a comic sight ! ” 

/ with that^ he set off again on another 

hurst of inextinguishable laughter. 

About a week after this, the usual crash 
came. A relative of J ohnnie was in diffi- 
^ culties. J ohnnie, with his wonted chivalry, 

A came to his help with the few thousands that he 
' \ had lately put by, and, in a day or two, he was 

||] on his beam- ends once more. And so the story 

|l went on. Money slipped through his fingers like 
^ water — prosperity tweaked him by the nose, and 

filed from him, whilst friends, not a whit more 
deserving, amassed fortunes, and became sleek. 
But he was never daunted. With inexhaustible 

1 courage and resource, he set to work again to 
rebuild his shattered edifice, confident that luck 
would, some day, stay with him for good. But 
it never did. At last he threw in his lot with, a 
band of adventurers, who proposed to plant the 
British flag in some hitherto unexplored regions 
of South or Central Africa. I dined with 
Johnnie the evening before he left England. He 
was in the highest spirits. His talk was of rich 
farms, of immense gold-mines. He was off to 
[ make Ms pile, and would then come home, buy 
^ an estate in the country — ^he had one in Ms eye — ; 
y and live a life of sport, surrounded by all the 
L comforts, and by all his friends. And so we 
® parted, never to meet again. He was lost while 
^ making his way hack to the coast with a small 
party, and no trace of Mm has ever since been 


must he added, as contented, as though Fame had set him, with a discovered. But to his friends he has left a memory and an example 
blast of her golden trumpet, amongst the mighty Immortals. What of^ invincible courage, and unceasing cheerfi^ess in the face of 


lot can he happier than his ? Secure in his impregnable egotism, misfortune, of constant helpfulness, and unflinching staunchness, 
ramparted about with mighty walls of conceit, he bids defiance to | Can. it he said that irach a man was a failure? I don’t think^o. 
attack, and lives an enviable me of self-centred pleasure. ’’ ..r,, ..-r . , 


Then, again, there was Johnnie Teuebeidoe. I do not mean to 
liken him to Chaesley, for no more unselfish and kind-hearted 


misfortune, of constant helpfulness, and unflinching staunchness. 
Can it he said that such a man was a failure ? I don’t think so. 
I must write again. In the meantime I remain, as usual, D, H. 


SiONS OE THE Season. — “ Beauty's Daughters / ” These charming 


being than Johnnie ever breathed. But was there ever a stone that indies are to be* obtained ior the small sum of one penny I 

roUed more constantly and gathered less moss ? Yet no steoke conld trifling amonnt, — unless there is a seasonably extra 

subdue his mconquerahle cheerfulness. Time after time he got Ms charge,— you can purchase the Christmas Number of the Penny Ulus- 
head above the waters ,* time after time, some malignant emi^ary of trated, wherein Mr. Clement Scott “ our dear departed ” (on tour 
fate sent him bubbling and gasping down into the depths. ^ He was round the world--“ globe-trotting ”), leads off with some good 
up again m a moment, striving, hattbng, buffeting. Nothing pould verses. Will he he chosen Laureate ? He is away ; and it is charac- 
make Johnnie despair, no disappointment could warp the simple teristic of a truly great poet to he “ absent.” And the Editor, that 
straightforward sincerity, the loyal and almost cMldlike honesty of undefeated story-teller, teUs one of his best stories in Ms best style, 
Msnature. And if here and there, for a short time, fortune seemed and gives us a delightful picture of Miss Elsie Noemais'. “Alas! she 
to shine upon him, you may he sure that there was no single friend ig another’s! she never can he mine ! as she is Somebody Elsie’s, 
whom he did not call upon to bask with Mm in the^ fleeting rays. Success to your Beauties, Mr. Latey, or more correctly, Mr. Eaely- 
And what agiorions laugh he had; not a loud gulraw that splits and-Latey, as you bring out your Christmas Number a good six 
your tynapan^ and ijrushes merriment flat, but an irrepressible, ^eeks before Christmas Day. 


your tympanum and ijrushes merriment fiat, but an irrepressible, ^eeks before Christmas Day. 

helpless, irresistible infectious laugh, in wMch Ms whole body be- 

came involved. I have seen a whole roomful of strangers rolling on Motto eoe the Laeoue Com 
their chairs without in the least knowing why, wMe Johnnie, with mankind is — Manh ! ” 

his head thrown hack, his jolly face puckered into a thousand 

wrinkles of hearty delight, and his hands pressed to his sides, was The New Employmeis't 


Motto EOE the Laeoue Commission. — “The proper study of 


-Being “Unemployed.” 


VOL, cm. 


Y 
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REAL PRESENCE OF MIND. 

Policeman X 24 , drunk and almost incapable is just able to blow his Whistle 

BOB Help ! 


CABBIN" IT COUNCIL. 

(In Xoyembee,) 

Grand Old Jarvie, loqmtur — 

OLudI OLudt OLiidl 
As Tom Hood cried, apostropliisiiig London), 
November rules, a reign oi ram, fog, mud. 
And Summer’s sun is fied, and Autumn’s 
fun done. 

Far are the fields M.P.’s Lave tramped and 
gunned on ! 

Mai wood IS far, and far is fair Dalmeny, 

And Harwarden, 

Like a garden 

(To Caucus-mustered crowds) glowing and 
greeny 

In soft September, 

Is distant now, and dull ; for ’tis November, 
And we are in a Fog ! 

Cabbin’ it. Council? Ab! each absent 
Member 

May be esteemed a vastly lucky dog ! 

Tbe streets are up— of course I No Irish, bog 
Is darker, deeper, dirtier than that hole 
Sp-nc-r is staring into. On my soul, 
M-rl-y, we want that light you ’re seeking, 
swarming 

Up that lank lamp-post in a style alarming ! 
lake care, my John, you don’t come down a 
whopper ! 

And you, young P-s-b-ry, if you come a 
cropper 

Over that dark, dim pile, where shall we be ? 

Pest I I can hardly see 
An inch before my nose— not to say clearly. 
Hold him up, H-rc-rtI He was down 
then, nearly, 

Our crook-knee’ d ‘ * crock.” Seems going very 
queerly, 

Although so short a time out of the stable. 
Q,uiet him, William, quiet him I— if you’re 
^ able. 

This is no spot for him to fall. I dread 
The need— just here— of “sitting on his 
head,” 

Cutting the traces 

Will leave us dead-look’d, here of all had 
places ! 

Oh, do keep quiet, K-mb-rl-y I You ’re 
twitching 

My cape again ! Mind, Asq-th ! You ’ll be 
pitching 

Over that barrier, if you are not steady. 
Fancy us getting in this fix — already 1 
Cabbm’ it in a fog is awkward work, 
Specially for the driver, who can’t shirk, 
When once his “ fare ” is taken. 

I feel shaken. 

’d rather drive the chariot of the Sun 

(That’s dangerous, but rare fun!) 
Like Phaethon, 

Than play the Jehu in a fog so woful 
To this confounded “ ShoM” I 


LADY GATS GHOST. 

Mount Street^ Berkeley Square* 
Dear Mr. Punch, 

More than a fortnight ago I fied 
from the London fog, with the result that it 
got thicker than ever about me in the minds 
of your readers and yourself I I determined 
during my absence to do what many people 
in the world of Art and Letters have done 
before me, employ a “Ghost’' — (my -first 
dealings with the supernatural, and probably 
my last I)* I wired to one of the leading 
Sorting Journals for their most reliable 
Racing Ghost— he was busy watching Nun- 
(who is only the Ghost of what he 
was !)— and the Bogie understudy sent to me 
was a Parliamentary Reporter !— (hence the 
stilted style ot the letter signed ‘ ‘ Pomperson,’ ’ 
Heavens I what a name 1) — had five minutes 


to explain the situation to him before catching 
the train de luxe — (Lord Arthur had gone 
on with the luggage) — and I don’t think he 
had the ghostliest idea of what I wanted^ 
— ^the one point he grasped, was, that he was 
to use anonymous names — ^which he did with 
a vengeance ’ — My horror on reading his letter 
was such that I dropped all the money I had 
in my hand on the “red” instead of the 
‘ ‘ black ” — and it won ! — (I thiuk I shall bring 
out a system based on “fright.”) 

Of course all my friends thought Lord 
Arthur and I had quarrelled, and I was 
“ off ” with someone else ! — ^What a fog t This 


idea being confirmed by the following week’s 
letter, which was the well-meant hut mis- 
directed effort of my friend Lady Harriett 
Entoucas, to whom I wired to “ do some- 
thing for me” — (she pretty nearly'did for me 
altogether there was nothing for it hut to 
come home— where I am — Lord Arthur 
wanted to write you this week,^ hut I thought 
one explanation at a time quite enough— so 
his shall follow — “if you want a thing done, 
do it yourself i ” — s© in future I will either he 
my own Ghost or have nothing to do with 
them I Yours appaxitionally, 

Lady Gat. 
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Majisty tte ftT 7 EE 5 r, as she appearedin ’er ’appier aad younger days, 
ALL ROUND THE FAIR. surrounded hy the late Mr. Spuroeon, the ’Eroes of the Soudan, and j 

_ other Members of the Royal Fam’ly, 

l:To. IL ^ 

T ^ nr Ttr Inside the Circus. 

Inside THE ‘‘Q,ueen’s Grand Collection of Movino waxworks it i ^ zt. 

AND Lions, and Museum Debaeiment oe Foebign Wondees AfUr some Ughf-rope,jugg_hna, and boneleu performances have been 
AND Novelties/’ given in the very limited arena^ the Clown has introaucea the 

. Learned Tonye . 

The majority of^ the Fullic is still outside, listening open-mouthed to Clown, Now, little Pony, go round the Company and pick me out 
a comic dialogue between the Showman and a juvenile and the little boy as robs the Parmer’s orchard. 

irreverent Nigger, Those who have come in find that, with the [^fhe Tony trots round, and thrusts his nose confidently into a Small 

exception of some particularly tame-hohing murderers^ heads m Boy’s face. 


AND Novelties.” 


The majority ofi the Fuhlic is still outside, listening open-mouthed to 


exception of some particularly tame-hohing murdererd heads in 
glazed pigeon-holes, a few limp effigies stuck up on rickety 
ledges, and an elderly Cart-horse in low spirits, there is little to 
see at present. 


Small Boy {indignantly). Ye ’re a liar, Powney ; so theer I 
Clown. Now, see if you can find me the little gal as st( 


C/oion. Now, see if yo 
mother’s jam and sugar. 


can find me the little gal as steals her 
Look sharp now, don’t stand there playin’ 


Melia{fo'icm,as they inspect the Cart-horse). This ’ere can’t never with yer bit! ^ ^ t x 7 - 

be the live ’orse with five legs, as they said was to be seen inside ! A Little Girl [penitently, as the Accusing Quadruped halts in 
Joe. Theer ain’t no other ’orse in ’ere, and why shouldn't it be front of her). Oh, please, Pony, I won’t never do it no more 
’im, if that ’s all ? Clown. Now go round and pick me out the Young Man as is fond 

Melia. Well, I don’t make out no more’n/uwr legs to’un, nohow, 0’ kissin’ the girls and married ladies when their ’usbands is out 

myself. 0’ the way. (The Bony stops before an Infant in Arms.) ’Ere, 

Joe. Don’t ye he in sech a ’urry, now— the Show ain’t yet ! think what yer doin' now. You don’t mean 'im, do you? (The 

\The barrel-organ outside blares “ God Save the Queen," and more Bony shakes his head.) Is it the Young Man standin’ just beyind 

Spectators come stumping down the as is fond o’ kissin’ the girls ? (The Bony 


wooden steps, followed by the Showman. 

Showman. I sheR commence this Exhi- 
bition by inviting your inspection of the 
wonderful live ’orse with five legs. (To 
the depressed Cart-horse.) ’Old up! (The 
poor beast lifts his off-fore-leg with obvious 
reluctance, and discloses a very small super- 
numerary hoof concealed behind the fet- 
lock.) Examine iti for yourselves— two 
distinct ’oofs with shoes and nails complete 
— a great novelty ! 

Melia. I don’t call that nothen of a leg, 
I don’t— it ain’t ’ardly a oof, even I 

Joe (with phlegm). That’s wheer th’ old 
’orse gits the lart on ye, that is ! 

Showman, We will now pass on to the 


Showman, We will now pass on to the A 
Exhibition. ^ ’Ere (indicating a pair ^ of /// 
lop-sided Orientals in nondescript attire) (fy 
we ’ave two life-sized models of tbe 
Japanese villagers who caused so much W/A 
sensation in London on account 0’ their m/j 
peculiar features — you will easily reoker- n/j 
nise the female hy her bein’ the ugliest one 
0’ the two. ( Compassionate titters from 
the Spectators.) i will now call your 
attention to a splendid group, taken from 
English ’Istry,^ and set in motion by 
powerful machinery, repperesentin’ the 
Parting Interview of Charles the First 
with his fam’ly. (Bolls up a painted 
canvas curtain, and reveals the Monarch 
\ seated, with the Duke of Gloucester on 
, his knee, surrounded by Oliver Crokwell, 





Is it the Young Man standin’ just beyind 
as is fond o’ kissin’ the girls ? (The Bony 
nods.) Ah, I thought so I 

The Rustic Lothario (with a broad grin). 
It ’s quoite tri-ew I 

Clown. Now I want you, little Pony, to 
go round and tell me who ’s the biggest 
rogue in the company. (Reassuringly, as 
the Bony goes round, and a certain uneasi- 
ness is perceptible amo 7 ig some of the spec- 
tators). I ’ope no Gentleman ’ere will be 
offended hy bein’ singled out, for no 
ofience is intended, — ^it is merely a ’arm- 
less (Finds the Bony at his elbow.) 

Whvj you rascal! do you mean to say I'm 
the biggest rogue ’ere ? [The Bony nods.) 
You’ve been round, and can’t find a 


////// / 


“ It ’s quoite tri-ew I ” 


(Fmphatic shake of the head from Bony; 
secret relief of inner circle of Spectators.) 
You and me ’ll settle this later! 

First Spectator (as audience disperses). 
That war a clever Pony, sart’nly I 

Second Spect, Ah, he wur that. [Reflec- 
tively. ) I dunno as I shud keer partickler 
’bout 'avin of ’im, though ! 

In the Home of Mystert. 

A small canvas booth with a raised plat- 
form, on which a Young Woman in 
short skirts has just performed a few 
elementary conjuring tricks before an 
audience of gaping Rustics. 

The Showman. The Second Part of our 
Entertainment will consist of the perform- 


ance as many Courtiers, Guards, and Maids of Honour as can be auces of a Real Live Zulu from the Westminster Royal Aquarium. 
accommodated in the limited space.) I will wind up the machinery Mr. Farini, in the course of ’is travels discovered both men and 
and the unfortunate King will he seen in the act of bidding his fam’ly women— and this is one of them, [Here a tall Zulu, simply 
ajew for ever in this world. ^ ^ attired in a leopard' s-skin apron, a bead necklace, and an old bushy, 

[Charles begins to click solemnly and move his head by progressive creeps through the hangings at the back.) He will giv^ you a speoi- 
jerks to the right, while the^ Little Duke moves his simultaneously men of the strange and remarkable dances in his country, showin’ 
to the left, and a Courtier in the background is so affected by the you the funny way in which they git married — for they don’t git 
scene that he points with respectful sympathy at nothing; the married over there the same as we do ’ere — cert’n’ly not! (The 


Spectators do not commit themselves to any comments. 


Spectators form a close ring round the Zulu.) Give him a little more 


Showman (concluding a quotation frorn Markham). “And the room, or else you won’t notice the funny way he moves his legs while 
little Dook, with the tears a-standin’ in ’is heyes, replies, ‘ I will he dancin’. 


tore in pieces fust ! ’ Other side, please ! No, Mum, the lady in 
mournin’ ain't the beautiful but ill-fated Mary, Queen o’ Scots— it’s 
Mrs. Maybrick, now in confinement for poisonin’ her ’usban’, and the 
figger close to her is the Mahdi, or False Prophet. In the next case 


we ’ave a subject selected from Ancient Roman ’Istry, bein’ the story /see 1 


l^The ring widens a very little, and contracts again, while ^ the 
Zulu performs a perfunctory prance to the monotonous jingle 
of Ms brass anklets. 

Melia (critically). Well, that ’s the silliest sort of a weddin’ as iver 


of Androcles, the Roman Slave, as he appeared when, escaping from Joe. He do seem to he ’avin’ it a good deal to ’isself, don’t ’e ? 

his crule owners, he entered a cave and found a lion which persented Showman. He will now conclude ’is entertainment hy porsin 

with ’is hleedin’ paw. After some ’esitatioii, Androcles examined round, and those who would like to shake ’ands with ’imare wmcome 
the paw, as repperesented before you, (Winds the machinery tip, to do so, while at the same time, those among you who would like to 
whereupon the lion opens hts lower jaw and emits a mild bleat, while give ’im a extry copper for ’isself you will ’ave an opportunity of 
.^DROCLES turns Ms head from side to side in bland surprise.) This noticin’ the funny way in which he takes it. 

lion is the largest foresthred and hlaokmaned specimen ever imported Spectators (as the Zulu begins to slink round the tent extending a 


into this country — ^the other lion standing beyind [disparagingly), has 
nothing whatever to do with the tableau, ’aving been shot recently 
in Africa hy Mr. Stanley, the two figgers at the*side repperesent the 
Boy Murderers who killed their own father at Crewe with a ’atchet 
and other ’orrible barbarities. I shall conclude the Collection by 


ingly), has huge and tawny paw). ’Ere, come arn ! 


{The booth is precipitately cleared. 
Writs Letter^ Days ” should he the companion volume to Red 


showing you the magnificent group repperesentin’ Her Gracious 1 Letter Days, published by Bentley. 
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CONVEESATIONAL HINTS FOR YOUNG SHOOTERS. 

unconscious of a reyerse, with, a sort of smiling persistence, down 
Ihe Smoking-Koom. ^ ^ the stream of modified untruthfulness, of which nobody ought to 

The subject of the Sinoking-rooni would seem to be intimately and know better than Flickers the rapids, and shallows, and rocks on 
necessarily connected with the subject of smoke, which was dea.lt which the mariner’s bark is apt to go to wreck. What is there in 
with in our last Chapter. A yery good friend of mine, Captain the pursuit of sport, I ask myself, that brings on this strange ten- 
Shabeack of the 55th (Q,ueen Elizabeth’s Own) Hussars, was good deney to exaggeration ? How few escape it The excellent, the 
enough to fa-your me with his yiews the other day. I met the gallant prosaic Dubson, that broad-shouldered, whiskered, and eminently 
officer, who is, as all the world knows, one of the safest and best snub-nosed Nimrod, he too, giyes way occasionally^ Flickees’s, 
shots of the day, in Pall Mall. He had just stepped out of his Club I own, is an extreme case. He has indulged himself in fibs to such 
— the luxurious and splendid Tatterdemalion, or, as it is familiarly an extent, that fibs are now as necessary to Mm as drams to the 
called, “the Tat’^ — where, to use his own graphic language, he had drunkard. But Dubson the respectable, Dubson the dull, Dubson 


called, “the Tat where, to use his own gri 
been “ killing the worm with a nip of Scotch, 

“ Early Scotch wood- 

cock, I suppose,” says I, 
sportively alluding to the 
proverb. 

“Scotch woodcock be 
blowed,” says the Captain, 
who, it must be confessed, y — 

does not include an appre- _ 
ciation of delicate humour . ^ ////'/ 

amongst his numerous 'V/ — 

merits ; “ Scotch, real 

Scotch, a noggin of it, my r 
hoy, with soda in a long I 

glass; glug, glng, down it ' | ^| /// 

goes, hissin’ over the hot V? mA. 

coppers. Yon know the 
trick, my son, it ’s no use 
pretendin’ you don’t” — W 

and thereupon the high- w 

spirited warrior dug me 1 

good-hnmonredly in the ’ 

ribs, and winked at me ' 

with an eye wMch, if the j 

truth must I be told, was ^ 

bloodshot to the very verge M 

“ Talkin’ of woodcock,” 
he continued — we were hM 

now walking along Pall 
Mall together — “they tell H|| 

me you ’re writin’ some p-as H|i 

or other about shootin’. 

"Well, if you want a tip |ffl||| 

from me, just you let into li || 

the smokin’ room shots a Sm l|| 

bit ; yon know the sort I ffl H 

mean, fellows who are 'X iffl || 
reg’lar devils at kilim’ \^|| i jH 

birds when they haven’t \ I! ||jW! 
got a gun in their hands. ^ 

Why, there’s that little v | jii|| 
son of a corn-crake. Flic- \ Itll! | 

KERS — when once he gets \ 
talkin’ in a smokin’ room \ 

nothing can hold him. ^ 

He ’d talk the hind leg off ^ 
a donkey. I know he jolly 
nearly laid me out the last 
time I met him with all \ 

histalk No, you don’t,” \ \ 

continued the Captain. ^ \ 

imagining, perhaps, that I YNexcovc) JicjpW^ 

Was goiog to rally him on —I 

his implied connection of * • 

himself with the three- Second 

legged animal he had 
mentioned, “no you don’t 




THAT IT SHOULD COME 


JBoy. “Second-Class, Sir?’ 

Boy, 


the nnromantic— why does the gadfiy sting him too, and impel him 

— ’ now and then to wonderful 

, ^ antics. For was it not 

Cy ^ Dubson who told me, only 

^ week ago, that he had 
^ ^ shot three partridges stone 

^ ... .. ^ 

Tn TWIdi therefore, my gay 

inio. young shooters, you who 

. “ I NBTAH TRAVEI, Secobd-Class ! ” Week by week suck vras- 

r Third, Sir ! ” dom and conversational 

^ ability from these columns, 


THIS! 


’ Captain, “I nevah travel Second-Class!’ 
‘ This way Third, Sir ! ” 


— ^it wouldn’t he funny ; and besides, I ’m not donkey enough to it is borne in upon me that for your benefit I must treat of the 
stand much of that ass Flickers. So just you pitch into him, and Smoking-room in its connection with shooting-parties. Thus, per- 
the rest of ’em, my bonny hoy, next time you put pen to paper.” At haps, you may learn not so much what you ought to say, as what 
this moment my cheerful friend observed hansom that took Ms you ought not to say, and your discretion shall be the admiration of 
fancy. “Gad!” he said, “ I never can resist one of those india- a whole country-side. “The Smoking-room: with which is ineor- 
rubber tires. Ta, ta, old cock — ^keep your pecker up. Never forget porated ‘ Anecdotes.’ ” What a rollicking, cheerful, after-dinner 


The Smoking-room: with which is ineor- 
What a rollicking, cheerful, after-dinner 


your goloshes when it rains, and always wear flannel next your sound there is about it. Shabrack might say it was like the title 


. . - souna mere is aoout it. ohabrack mignt say it was XiKe tne title 

skin,” and, with that, he sprang into his hansom, ordered the cah- of a cheap weekly, which as a matter of fact, it does resemble. But 
man to drive Mm round the town as long as a florin would last, and what of that ? Next week we will begin upon it in good earnest. 

was gone, ^ — 

Had the Captain only stayed with me a little longer, I should ^ i ^ 

have thanked Mm for his hint, which set me thinking. I know Boxing Kangaroo* 

Flickers well. Many a time have I heard that notorious ro- From Smith and Mitchell to a Kangaroo ! 1 ! 

mancer holding forth on his achievements in sport, and love, and The ‘ ‘ noble art ” is going up I Whilloo I 

society, I have caught Mm tripping, convicted him of imagina- Stay, though I Since pugilist-man seems coward- clown, 

tion on a score of occasions ; dozens of Ms acquaintances must Perhaps ’tis the Marsupial coining down I 


On tlie Boxing Kangaroo. 

From Smith and Mitchell to a Kangaroo ! 1 ! 

The ‘ ‘ noble art ” is going up I WhiUoo I 
Stay, though I Since pugilist-man seems coward- clown, 
Perhaps ’tis the Marsupial coining down I 





FELINE AMENITIES. 

I 'VE BKOXraHT YOTT SOME LACE FOR YO-gR STALL AT THE BaZAAR, LiZZIB. I ’M AFRAID IT ’s KOT QUITE OlD ENOUGH TO BE 
RMALLY VALUABLE. I HAD IT WHEN I WAS A LITTLE OlRL.” 

“ Oh, that 's Old enough for ANYTEim, dearest « How lovely ! Thanks so very much I ” 


“LE GEAND EEANCAIS.” 


SHOET AND SWEET. 


[“With all Ms faults, M. de Lesseps is perhaps 
the most remarkable —we may eyen say the most 
illustrious — of livmg Freuchmeu.” — The Tvmes.l 


Jacques Bonhomme loquitur:-- 

Someone sliould suffer — ^yes, of course — 

For the depletion of my stocking ; 

But Ze Grand Frangais f Bah ! Remorse 
Moves me to tears. It seems too shocking. 
Get hack my money ? Fas de chance 1 
And then he is the pride of France ! 

I raged, I know, four years ago, 


Against those Panama projectors. 
Thelaw seemed slack, inquiry slow ; 

How I denounced them, the Directors, 
Including Mm — ^in some va^ue fashion ; 
But then — Bonhomme was in a passion I 


I [“ The Young Ladies of N’ottinghamhave formed 
a Short-skirt League.’^ — Zaxly Qraj^li%cS\ 

Ye pretty girls of England, 

So famous for your looks. 

Whose sense has braved a thousand fads 
Of foolish fashion-books, 

Your glorious standard launch again 
To match another foe, 

And refrain ^ 

From the train 

While the stormy tempests blow, 

While the sodden streets are thick with mud, 
And the stormy tempests blow I 


We ’re fools. ^ Yet, girls of England, 

We might inquire of you, 

Why wear those capes and sleeves that seem 
Ouite wide enough for two ? 

And why revive the chignons — 

Huge lumps pinned on ? You know 
You would cry 
Should they fly 

Where the stormy tempests blow ; 

For they catch the wind just hke balloons. 
Where the stormy tempests blow. 


And now to see the gendaimie^s hand — > 
Half shrinkingly—upon his shoulder, 
Our Grand Frangais—so old, so grand I 
Ma foiy it palsies the beholder. 

And vnll it lessen my large loss 
To fljt a stain on the Grand Cross ? 


See how the girls of Nottingham 
Inaugurate a League 
For skirts five inches from the ground ; 

They ’ll walk without fatigue, 

No longer plagued with trains to lift 
Above the slush or snow ; 


Thev ’ll not sweep 
Mud that ’s deep 

While the stormy tempests blow ; 
Long dresses do the Yestry’s work. 
While stormy tempests blow. 


Too sanguine ? Too seductive ? Yes ! 

But was it not such hopeful charming 
That led him to his old success ? 

The thought is softening, and disarming ; 
O’er Suez and the Red Sea glance. 

And see what he has done for France I 


Faults o’ Both Sides.— Ardent Radicals 
grumbled at the Government for not holding 
an Autumn Session. That was a fault of 
omission. Now touchy Tories are angry with 
it for showing too strong a tendency to what 
Mr. Gladstone once sarcastically called “a 
policy of examination and inquiry ” — into the 
case of Evicted Tenants, Poor-Law Relief, 
&c. This is a fault of (Royal) Commission. 
Luckless Government I The verdict upon it 
seems to be that it 


“ Does notMng in particular, 
And does it very — tUT 


0 pretty girls of Nottingham, 
If you could save us men 


FesU on this Panama affair ! 

Egyptian sands sucked not our savings 
As aid those swamps. StiU I can’t bear 
To see him suffer. ’Midst my cravings 
For la revanche^ I ’d fain not touch 
Our Greatest Frenchman— ’tis too much 1 


If you could save us men 
From our frightful clothing. 

How we should love you then I 
We ’d shorten turned-up trouser, 
And widen pointed toe, 

Leave off that] 

Yile silk hat. 


Notice. — The Twin Fountains of Trafalgar 
Square regret to inform the British Public 
that, although they have performed gratui- 
tously and continuously for a number of years, 
they are compelled to retire from business, as 
they cannot compete with the State-aided 
spouting which takes place in their Square. 


When the stormy tempests blow— 

1 Wretched hat that stands not wind or rain 
I When the stormy tempests blow. 


A Great “Treat.”— Public-house Polities 
at Electiou time. 


“LE GRAND ERANgAISl” 

JACaras Boshomme [regarding M. be Lessees, apart), “ BAH !_ I HAVE LOST MY MONEY 1 [Pause.) ALL THE 
SAME, I CANNOT DESIRE THAT HE, SO OLD AND SO DISTINGTOSHED, SHOULD SHEEER ! 1 ” 
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OUR BOOKING-ORFICE, 

Books from the publishing house of Pishee are always 

goodly to look upon, the public having to thank him for something 
new in form, binding, and colour, in other series than the Pseudonym 
Library. In a new edition of Th4 Sinner^ s Comedy, just issued at 
the modest price of Eighteenpence, he has solved a problem that has 
long baffled the publisher, and bothered the public. Few like the 
appearance of a book with the pages machine-cut ; fewer still can 
spare the time to cut a book, Mr. Fisher XJhwen’ compromises by 
presenting this dainty little volume with the top pages ready cut, 
the reader having nothing to do but to slice the side-pages, a labour 
which no book-lover would grudge, seeing that it leaves the volume 
with the uncut appearance dear to his heart. The story, told 
im 146 pages, is, my Baronite says, worthy the distinction of its 
appearance. The characters are clearly drawn, the plot is interest- 
[ ing, the conversation crisp, and the style throughout pleasantly 
I cynical. The author, Joicsr Oliver Hobbes, has a pretty turn of 
aphorism, “ A man’s way of loving is so different from a woman’s ” ; 
and agam, “ G-enius is so rare, and ambition is so common.” Here 
be truths, old enough perhaps, but cleverly re -set. 

Some people complain that politics are dull. They should read 
the parliamentary and extra-parliamentary utterances of the Member 
for Wrottenborough. They appear weekly in that rising young 
paper, the Sunday Times, and an extremely readable selection ot 
them has lately been published “in book form,” for the enlivening 
of theBe^ss. Adapting the Laureate’s lines, the Baron would say, — 
“ They who would vote for an M.P. whose sense with humour chimes, 

‘Will read the Member for Wrottenborough, all in the Sunday Times — 

A paper our sires paid Sevenpence for, along of its giit and go, 

Seventy years ago, my Pubhc, seventy years ago ! 

For whimsical audacity, and (Quaint unexpectedness, Mr. Path, in 
his latest book, J*laythings and Parodies, would be hard to beat. 
In this there is a good back-ground of shrewd observation. He does 
not propose to make your ffesh creep, or your eyes run torrents. ^ He 
simj^ly sueoeeds in making you laugh. In “The Processional 
Instinct,” Mr. Paih informs us that he has discovered that our private 
life is circular, and our public life is rectOineal. Shakspeare, who, 
being for all time, and not merely for an age, recommends this 
author to the general public when ne says that everybody “ should 
be so conversant with Paih,” 


The 3£emories of Dean Mole is rather a misleading title ; “ but,” 
says the Baron, “I suppose the term ‘ Beminiscences ’ is played out. 
The word * Memories ’ seems to suggest that someone, whether 
Dean Hole, or Dean Corker, or any other Dean, had more than one 
memory, as indeed those persons appear to possess who mention their 
‘ good memory for names,’ and their ‘ bad memory for dates,’ and vice 
versd, Soit ! ” quoth the Baron, in excellent French, “ you may take I 
it from me (if I ’ll part with it) that the Hole book is by no means a 
half-and-half sort of hook, but is vastly entertaining.” The stories 
of “ The Cloth” form the most entertaining part of the work. The 
Baron wishes success to this work of the Dean in Holey Orders, and 
suggests that the volume should be re-entitled Gathered^ Leaves from 
Dean Molds Rose Garden, a better title than “ Beminiscences.” 

Mariok Crawford’s Don Orsmo (published by Macmillak & 
Co.) would be worth reading were it only for the colour of its word- 
painting, and for its high-comedy dialogue. Yet is Mr. Cra.w- 
roRD rather given to pause in his story, for the sake of moralising 
on the tendencies of the age; and the reader, patient though he 
may be, when he has become interested in the personages of the 
novel, does not care to be button-holed by a digression. Mariok 
Crawford’s recipe for commencing an amorous duologue (early in 
Yol. III.), which is to lead up to a declaration of love, is deliciously 
ingenious. It begins with the gentleman taking a seat, and his first 
remark is upon the chair, Mr. Crawford evidently remembers the 
old story of how the tenor who knew but one song, “ In my Cottage 
near a Wood,” used to introduce it into any scene of any Opera by 
the simple process of making his entrance alone and finding a <mair on 
the stage. “Aha I ” quoth he. “ What ’s this ? A chair F and made 
of wood ! Ah I that word ! how it reminds me of my ’umble home, 

‘ my cottage near a wood.’ ” Cue for hand ; chord ; song. In this 
instance, the love-scene, admirably led up to on the above plan, is 
strikingly powerful ; it is the work of a master-hand. The denou^ 
ment is both artistically original and,^ at the same time, ordinarily 

E rohable, May all readers enjoy this excellent novel as much as 
as the sympathetic Baroh de Book- Worms, 


Classical Q,ijESTiOK,“~If some schoolboys, home for Christmas 
hohdays, wanted Sir ATJaxTSTxrs Druriolakhs to give them a 
Christmas Box (not a private one at the Pantomime), what Ancient 
Philosopher would they mention ? Why— of course— “ ARiSTiPRirs.” 
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A LABOUR OF LOVE. 


The V^car, And were you at the Ball last Kight, Mrs. Ramsbotham?” 
Mrs, H. ** Oh, yes ; I was Shampooing Eight Young Ladies there ! ” 


LOCAL COLOUR. 

Mr. Alfred Austin, in his new poem, 
Fortimatus^ the Pessimist^ has hit upon a 
new notion, to say nothing of a novel rhyme. 
Sings he : — 

“ When the foal and biood-mare hinny, 

And in every cut-down spmney 
Lady’s-Smocks grow mauve and mauver, 

Then the Winter days are over.’" 

This opens a polychromatic vista to the 
New Poetry. Technical Art comes to the 
aid of the elder Muses. The products of gas- 
tar alone should greatly regenerate a some- 
thing time-worn poetic phraseology. As 
thus * — 

When the poet, Mr. Pennyline, 

Is inspired by beauteous Aniline, 

Products chemical and gas-tarry 
Give the modern Muse new mastery. 

Mauve maj/ chime with love, and mauver 
Form a decent rhyme to lover ; 

While (and if not, why not ?) mauvest 
Antiphonetic proves to lovest. 

(Yerse erotic always sports 
Tricksily with longs and shorts. 

Yerbal votaries of Venus | 

Are an arbitrary genus, 

And as arrogant as Howells 
In their dealings with the vowels. 

Zove, move, rove, linked in a sonnet, 

Pass lor rhymes ; the best have done it !) 
Then again there is Magenta ! 

Surely science never sent a 
Handier rhyme to — well, polenta, 

Or (for Cockney Muses) Mentor I 
The poetic sense auricular 
Can’t afford to be particular. 

Rags of rhymes, mere assonances, 

Now must serve. Pegasus prances, 

Like a Buffalo Bill buck-jumper, 

When you have a “regular stumper” 

(Such as “ silver ”) do not care about 
Perfect rhyming ; “ there or thereabout” 

Is the Muse’s maxim now. 

You may get (bards have, 1 trow) 

Rhyme’s last minimum irreducible, 

From dye-vat, retort, or crucible. 

Verily (as Touchstone says), “I’ll rbyme 
you BO, eight years together, dinners and 
suppers, and sleeping hours excepted ” And 
it it is “the right butter woman’s rate to 
market,” or “the very false gallop of verses,” 
it is at any rate good enough for a long-eared 
public or a postiilant for the Laureateship. 


WAR ON A LARGE SCALE. 

{An Account of the Conflict, from the Diary of 
an Inhabitant of Herne Bay , ) 

Monday, — ^Extremely awkward—the entire 
British Fleet have come ashore ; and, as it 
is impossible to move them on account of 
their enormous tonnage, this will entail a loss 
of £24,000,000,000 I 

Tuesday, — Troubles never come singly ! 
The French, taking advantage of the tem- 
porary suspension of our naval operations, 
have declared war. This means the utter 
ruin of the bathing season, not only at Herne 
Bay, hut Southend, and the Isle of Thanet. 

Wednesday, — As I expected ! The French 
Fleet are coming up towards London. They 
are sure to pepper us as they pass. As every 
gun carries several hundred miles, I do not 
see how books can be uninterrupitedly issued 
from and returned to the Circulating Library. 

Thursday, first slice of luck! The 
entire French Fleet during the mist last night 
came into collision with the Nore Light, and 
sank immediately. I was surprised at their 
sparing the Reculvers and the local bathing- 
machines, hut now the mystery is explained. 

Friday. — Just learned that the great gun 


of Paris, which carries forty-four thousand 
miles, is to be tried for the first time to-mor- 
row. It would have been used earHer, had it 
not been necessary to raise a foreign loan to 
supply funds to load it. ^ Trust it won’t he 
laid in our direction. This war has already 
caused the Insurance Companies to double 
their charges I -Too had I 
Saturday, — All’s well that ends well. 
Hostilities are at an end. This morning all 
the glass in the windows were broken at 
8 o’clock. Ten minutes later the Champs 
Elysees was deposited haK a mile from Birch- 
ington. We now know that the great Paris 
gun burst on its first discharge, and France 
exists no longer as a country, but as a “ geo- 
graphical expression ” is deposited in various 
parts of Europe. 


Real and Ideal. — “A EeaUy Hard- 
Headed Man ” — the Iron-skulled individual 
now exhibiting at the Aquarium, If his will 
IS as iron as his head, what a despot he would 
be ! If France is tired of her Republic, she 
might try the Iron-Headed Man as a ruler. 
There is the chance, of course, that he might 
turn out a numskull, and be only King Log, 
after all. 



A GENTLEMAN WHO « TAKES UPE 
EASILY.” 








A REMINISCENCE OF THE BASEBALL SEASON. 
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JIM’S JOTTIISIGS. 

Do thp poor malce tlie slums, or tlie slums 
make the poor ?” — Kenry Lazarwi, %n Land^ 

Is it tlie poor wot makes the Slums, or the 
Slums wot makes the poor ? 

Well, that ’s the question, Gruv’nor, and I ’ve 
’eared it arsked afore, [be 0 K. 

And the arnser ain’t so easy, if you wants to 
Don’t suppose as I can settle it, but I ’ll have 
my Httle say. 

My old friend Mister ^Lazarus, now, he ups 
and sez, sez he, 

The great Ground Landlord is the great 
prime cause. “ Yah ! fiddlededee ^ ” 
Cries the House-Tarmer ; “Slums is Slums, 
acos the Poor is Pigs ! 

“You try ’em, friend philanthropist ! They’ll 
play you proper rigs.” 

Yus, there’s two sides to hevery think, wus 
luck 1 That ’s where we ’re fogged. 
Passiges like foul pigstyes, gents, and back- 
yards like black bogs, 

Banisters broke for firewood, and smashed 
winders stuSed with rags, 

These make the snifiers slate the poor, 
Perticular if they ’re wags. 

Well, gents, you know, it’s this way. Just 
you fancy yerselves horn 
In a back- slum like Pagman’s Kents. ’Old 
’ard, don’t larf with scorn I 
Some on us is born there, yer know ; it might 
ha’ bin your luck, got the chuck. 

If yer mother ’d bin a boozer, and yer father ’ d 

Of course yowrn was respectable ; mine 
wosn’t ; there ’s the diff. 1 
Ah I things like this ain’t settled by a snort 
or by a snifi. [dark dive. 

Jest fancy hopening yer eyes fust time in a 
Or a sky-parlour where a plarnt o’ musk won’t 
keep alive. 

Emagine, if yer washups can, some ten foot 
square o’ room, 

With a stror-heap in one corner, and a “ dip” 
to light the gloom ; 

With the walls dirt-streaked with damp-lines, 
outside, a drunken din, 

And Mnside, a whifi of sewer-gas in a hat- 
mosphere of gin. 

Some on you carn’t emagine there’s sech 
’errors on the earth ; 

But there are, you bet your buttons. Who ’d 
select ’em for their hirth ^ [I expect ; 
Not you, not me, not no one, if you asked ’em, 
But yer place o’ birth yer see, gents’ jest the 
thing yer carnH select. 

If you’re horn where streets is narrer, and 
where rooms is werry small, 

I Where you’ve damn sludge for a ceiling, 

I rotting plarster for a wall ; 

I Where yer carn’t eat, sleep, wash yerselves, 

I or lay up when you ’re sick, 

Without tumbling one o’er tother, wy, yer 
I sinks, gents, pooty quick. 

I Sinks ! Yes, when wot yer lives in is a sink, 
or somethink wus ; 

With a drunkard for a ’'mother, and some 
neighbour for a nuss ; 

With the gutter for yer playground, and a 
’ome from which yer shrink, 

Can you wonder that poor Slum-birds is give 
o’er to Dirt and Drink. 

Ah I them two D’s goes together. Just you 
plant some orty <iueeu 

In a rookery, in her kidhood, and then tell 
her to keep clean. 

Wash ’er face, and mend ’er garments, — 
wich they ’re mostly sewed-up rags,— 

In six months she’d be a scare- crow, ^ands 
like sttt, and ’air all jags. 


Wot yer washups don’t q^uite tumble 'to ’s 
the fack as like breeds like. 

If you would Mmprove Slum-dwellers, at the 
Slum you fust must strike. 

Give us small dark "oles to dwell in, 'and you 
must he jolly green 

If you thiuK folks bred in dirt like, are 
a-going to keep ’em clean. 

When the sewer-rats take to sweetening and 
lime- washing their foul ’oles, 

And bright light and disinfectants are the 
fads of skunks and moles, 

Then poor souls in ceKar-dweUings and in 
jerry-builders’ dens, 

Will he smart as young canaries and as clean 
as clucking hens. 



Nocxt Sprigoings guyed me proper, iu his 
chuckly sorter style, 

With his thumb ’ooked orf ul hartful, and his 
ohickaleary smile. 

“ Jim,” sez he, “ wot price your jabber ? Do 
yer think the blooming blokes 

Cares a cuss for me and you, Jim, any more 
than for our mokes ? 

“ Shut yer face, you pattering josser ! Dirt 
and Drinlc is good for Kents ! 

If the Poor was clean and sober, where ’udhe 
their cent-per-cents ? 

If it’s Public ’Ouse ’gainst Wash ’Ouse, if 
it ’s Slumland wersus Swipes, 

I am on for booze and baeky ’stead o’ drains 
and water-pipes. 

“You may be too jolly clean, Jim, and a pre- 
cious sight too light, 

Were’s the good to scrub yer skin orf t And 
if when a cove gits tight, [wot a lark 

Or would give his donah wot-f or on the Q.T. 

If there weren’t no ’andy alleys, nor no 
corners snug and darK 

“If the Public — and the Slops — ^wos always 
fly to wot we done, 

’Long o’ widened streets and gas-light, wy 
we ’d ’ave no blooming fun. 


Lagged for larrupping yer missus, nailed for 
boozing till yer nod ? 

Wy, you jabbering young Juggins, we should 
always he in quodP"^ 

’Ard nut is Nocxy Spriggings— of the sort 
as make the slums, 

’Cos there ain’t much chance for cleanness, or 
for comfort, when he comes. 

He ’s as ’appy in the dirt, gents, as a blowfly 
or a ’og ; [a bog ; 

Or poor Paddy in his tater-patoh alongside of 

He ’d chop up ’is doors and winders for a fire 
to ’ot his lush, 

Don’t care a ’ang for decency, and never 
raised a blush. 

But, artermy hexperience — and I ’ve ’ad some 
down our court — 

I believe that— fair at bottom — ^it’s the Slum 
as makes his sort. 

Anyways I ’m pooty certain, if we ’d got more 
light and space, 

And were not jammed up together in a filthy, 
ill-drained place ; 

If the sunlight could but see us, and the 
public and the cops. 

There would be less booze and bashing, fewer 
drabs and drinking-shops. 

Aye, and fewer Nocxx Spriggingses I I 
don’t go for to say 

As it’s all along o’ Landlords, who’d rent 
’ell, if ’twould but pay ; 

But I ’ve noticed you find fewest mice where 
there are lots of cats, 

And where there ain’t no rat-holes, weH—yer 
won’t spot many rats 1 

THE LAST DISCOYEEY. 

{A Sequel to a recent Lecture, By Mr, PuncKs 
Prophetic Beporter,) 

The enormous crowd cheered^ again and 
again. It was furious. The enthusiasm spread 
from throng to throng, until a mighty chorus 
filled every portion of the land. And there was 
indeed reason for the rejoicing. Had not the 
great Arctic Explorer come home ? Had he not 
been to the North Pole and hack ? At that very 
moment were not a couple of steam-tugs draw- 
ing his wooden vessel towards his native 
shore ? It was indeed a moment for congratu- 
lation— not only personal but national, nay 
cosmopolitan. The victory of art over nature 
belonged to more than a country, it belonged 
to the world I 

And the tugs came closer and closer, and the 
cheers grew louder and louder. Then the 
vessel hearing the Explorer was near at hand. 
The crowd joyously jumped into the water, 
and raising him on their shoulders, bore him 
triumphantly to land. 

How they welcomed him I How they seized 
his hands and kissed them! How they cried 
and called him “ Master,” and “ Tietor,” and 
‘ ‘ Hero ! ” It was a scene never to be forgotten I 
When the excitement had somewhat sub- 
sided, they began to ask him questions. At 
last one of them wished to know how he con- 
trived to find the North Pole and get back in 
safety ? 

, “You intended to drift?” said they. 

’ “Great and glorious hero, victorious victor, 
triumphant explorer, did you do this ? ” 

‘ ‘ I did,” was the reply. 

“And tell us what was your method of 
obtaining the knowledge you now possess? 
Oh, great chief, how did you manage it ? ” 
Then came the answer — 

“By sitting still, and doing nothing I ” 
And now it being dark, tney separated to 
illuminate their homes in honour of the fresh 
industry — an industry admirably adapted to 
that great and contented class of the com- 
mumtyt the Unemployed f 


KOXICE. — ^Eejected Coimnumcations or Contributions, whether KS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures ot any description, WIU. 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this mle 
there will be no exception. 
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THE MAN WHO WOULD, 
in. —THE MAH WHO WOULD GET OH. 

“I BKEAMED,” said the Scotch Professor^ “that I was struggling 
for dear life with a monstrous reptile, whose scaly coils wound about 
my body, while the extremity of his own was lost in the distance. 
At last I managed to shake myself free, and setting my foot on his 
neck, I was preparing to cut his throat, when the animal looked up 
at me with an appealing expression, and said, ‘ At least you might 
give me a testmonial ! ’ 

TMs professional nightmare (for the labours of a Scotch instructor 
consist, to a great extent, in writing testimonials, or in evading re- 
quests for them), suggested to one of his audience the history of 
SATJifnEES McGkegob, the Man who would Get on. In boyhood, 
SAtrisrnEES obtained an exhibition, or bursary, to the University of 
St. Mungo’s. This success implied no high degree of scholarship, for 
the benefice was only open to persons of the surname of McGeegok, 
and the Christian-name of Satjndees. The provident parents of our 
hero, having accidentally become aware of this circumstance, had their 
offspring christened SAni?-j)EBS, and thus secured, from the very first, 
an opening for the young man. 

At St. Mungo’s, Satodebs was mainly notable for a generous view 
of life, which enabled 
him to look on the goods 
of others as practically 
common among Chris- 
tians. A pipe of his own 

he somehow possessed, ^ . 

hut tobacco and lights ^ 

he invariably borrowed, S ^ 

also golf-baUs, postage- 

books, caps, gowns, and 
similar trifies ; while his 
nature was so sooml, that 

in to supper with one or 
other of ms companions. 

The accident of , being 

left alone for a few mo- 

ments in the study of our 7 

Examiner, where Sauit- 

DEBS deftly possessed j^/Yn 

himself of a set of exam- v///w^^Y 0 yy 

ination-papers, enabled ^ j j 

him to take his degree 

with an and brU- ii 

siderably astonished his H .ffl 

instructors. By adroitly ^ ® 

using this good fortune, . 

Satodebs accumulated 

a pUe of most egregious '•==== ^ ==^ ~==-^ W1 U 

he regarded as the main- 
spring of success in life. 

He had early discovered 
in himself a singular 
capacity for drawing 

salaries, and as he had unbounded conceit and unqualified ignorance, 
he conceived himself to he fit for any post in life to which a salary 
is attached. He had also reall}^ great gifts as a crampon^ or hanger- 
on, and neglected no opportunity, while he made many, of securing 
useful acquaintances. Thus it was the custom of his college to 
elect, at stated periods, a man of eminence as Hector. Saundebs 
at once constituted himself secretary of a committee, and, without 
I consulting his associates, wrote invitations to eminent politicians, 
poets, painters, actors, editors, clergymen, and other people much in 
I the public eye. In these effusions he poured forth the innocent 
I enthusiasm of his heart, expressing an admiration which might 
seem excessive to all but its objects. They, with the guilelessness of 
mature age and conscious merit, were touched by Sawbees’s 
expressions of esteem, which they set down to hero-worship, and a 
fervent study of Mr. Cabetle’s works. Only one of the persons 
addressed, unluckily, could he elected ; hut Saustdebs added their I 
responses to his pile of testimonials, and frequently gave them good j 
epistolary reason to remember his existence and his devotion. 1 

His earliest object was to become secretary to somebody or some- | 
thing, the Prime Minister, the Minister for Foreign Affairs, the | 
Society for the Protection of Aborigines, or Ancient Monuments, or 
even as Secretary to the Carlton Club, Saeotebs felt he could do his 
I talents justice in any of these positions. If anything was to be had, 
Satjnbebs was the boy to ask for it ; nay more, to asx other people to 
ask. Private Secreteyships to Ministers, or societies, or great 
Clubs, are not invariably given to the first applicant who comes 
along, even if he appeals to testimonials in the Junior Mathe- 




matieal Class from Professor McGlashak of St. Mungo’s. But I 
SAnirpEBS was not daunted. He would write to one notable, inform- 
ing him that his grandmother had been at a parish school with the 
notable’s great uncle —on which ground of acquaintanceship he 
would ask that the notable should at once get him. a post as Secre- 
tary of a Geological Society, or as Inspector of Manufactories, or of 
Salmon Fisheries, or to a Commission on the Trade of Knife - 
grinding. 

Another notable he would tell that he had once been pointed out 
to him in a railway station, therefore he was emboldened to ask 
his correspondent to ask his Publisher, to get at the Editor of the 
TimeSy and recommend him, Saunbebs, as Musical Critic, or Sub- 
editor, or Society Heporter. Hor did Saekbebs neglect Professor- i 
ships, and vacant Chairs His testimonials went in for all of them. 
He was e^ally ready and qualified to be Professor of Greek, Meta- 
physics, Etruscan, Chemistry, or the Use of the Globes, while 
Biblical criticism and Hatural Heligion, prompted his wildest 
yearnings. Though ignorant of foreign languages, he was prepared 
to be a correspondent anywhere, and though he was purely unlearned 
in all matters, he proposed to edit Dictionaries and Enoyelopeedias, 
of course with the assistance of a large and competent staff. His 
proofs of capacity for a series of occupations that would have 

staggered a Ceichtok, 
was attested by | 

was dismissed from the 
only work which he * 

had ever made even a pretence of doing. He has not the 
energy, nor the lungs necessary for the profession of an agitator ; he | 
has not the grammar re(j.uired in a penny-a-liner, he cannot cut 
hair, and Ms manners unfit Mm for the occupation of a shop-assist- 
ant, so that little is left open to Satobeks but the industry of the 
Blackmailer. The office of Secretary to a Missionary in a Leper 
settlement, on an island of Tierra Bel Fuego, is, however, vacant ; 
and, if the many important personages with whom Sattstbebs has 
corresponded will only make a united effort, it is possible that the 
Man who would Get on may at last be got off, and relieve society 
from the burden of his solicitations. May the comparative failure 
in life of Saxtstbebs McGbegob act as a warning to those who 
think that they shall he heard, by men, for their much asking ! 

P.S. — TMs does not apply to women. We have just been informed 
that Mr. Satjkbebs McGbegob, M.A., is about to lead to the altar 
the only and orphan daughter of the late Alisteb McFtogbs, Esq., 
of Castle Fungus, Dreepdaily, H.B., the eminent introducer of 
remarkably improved processes in the manufacture of Heel-balL 

“ Ob'e Dowb*, t’otheb Come on ! ”— Mr. Hobace Sebgeb has a 
JPrima Donna supply always on tap. After two of them have retired 
from the principal part in Incognita^ the lively Miss Aiba Jebopbe 
— (“ * Aid ’em jenottee,’ she ought to he ealled,” quoth Mr. Wagg- 
sctaee) — comes to the rescue, and “ onwe goes again ” with an excel- 
lent danseuse^ too, thoronighly in earnest, as her name implies, which 
sounds like Miss Sin- cere and is written Miss Sx. CxB. 
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A MERE DETAIL. 

Frund of the Fam%ly, “Weel, Mrs. M'Glasgue, and how’s tour Daughter doin’, the one that was Married a whide A6o«” 
Mrs, M^Glasgu, *‘Oh, varPwA weel, thank ye, Mr. Brown, varba werl, indeed ! She canna abide her Man. But then, 
YE KEN, IHERB ’s AYE A SOMETHING 1 1” 


THE EIGHT FOR THE STANDAED. 

{Modern Monetary Version . ) 

’Twas the gallant Golden Knight downed his yisor for the fight. 

All true champions delight m hard tussles. 

With his yellow Standard reared at his back, no foe he feared, 

And his gaze aU comers queered, 

There at Brussels. 

Like Sir Kenneth, only more so, he expanded his fine torso. 

His Standard — hold he swore so — ^flying proudly, 

Still supreme should fiow and flaunt, its defenders none should daunt. 
’Twas a very valiant vaunt. 

Shouted loudly. 

How the Silver Knight had sworn— that the Standard so long borne 
By the Aureate One, in scorn irreducible 
Should not solitary wave. He ^d sguabosh that champion brave, 

Or would find a torrid grave — 

In some crucible I 

Such cremation he would dare if that Standard he might hear 
To the dust, and upraise there one more Silvery. 

For this Argent Knignt, though pale, was right sure he aould not fail, 
He was proud of Ms white mail, 

And Ms skill— very I 

So here, Gentles, you hehold that brave Knight in mail of Gold, 
Sworn Ms Standard to uphold Mgh and aureate ; 

And that blusterous battle-bout, twixt those champions stern and 
stoutj 

WiH inspire, I have no doubt, 

Our next Laureate ! 

Yank Knights-Errant may evince interest grave ; that Indian Prince 
Will alternate swell and wince as they struggle ; 

The young Scottish Knight Balfour Iwho looks callow more than 
dour) 

Hopes the Silver Knight may score, 

By some juggle. 

BuJ m spite of Yank and Scot, and the Bimetallic Icrt, 
j ^ what, hack the Gold ^un. 

And did Jhet— for fun— ere tMs Standard fight is done, 

I should plank my ten to one 

On the Old »Un I 


SUN-SPOTS. 

Fogv haze, smoke or cloud, almost daily enshroud 
The Metropolis— place we should shun — 

And day after day' the reports briefly say, 

‘‘Bright sunshme at Westminster— none,” 

Yes, none ! 

0 Sol, not a ray ; no, not one ! 

The Times says that lots, quite a fine group of spots, 

Are discernible now on the sun ; 

Have these stop^d heat or light, so that weather-wise write, 
*‘ Bright sunshine at Westminster — none P ” 

Yes, none I 

0 Sol, what have you been and aone ? 

Have these sun-spots increased ? We know London, at least, 
Is a spot unconnected with sun ; 

All day long we hum gas, the report is, alas I 
“ Bright sunshine at Westminster — none,” 

Yes, none I 

0 Sol, you old son of a gun ! 


LADY GAY’S SELECTION. 

Dear Mr. Punch, Mount Street, Berkeley Square* 

I AM proud of being the “selection” referred to above, 
though, as a matter of fact it was I who “ selected” Gax from the 
numerous sweet young tMngs submitted for my approval during the 
Season when I was considered the parti” I— but on tMs point I 
maintam a noble silence ! In spite of the old Welsh proverb, “ Oh, 
wad some Gay the giftie gie us,” &c. &c., I was a bit puzzled on 
reading Gat’s letters, at the similarity of names, hut thought it only 
a coincidence, hintil she was so upset by the one she read when abroad, 
that she oomessed everything, and asked my advice! — It’s very 
strange how aU these clever women, when they get into a fix, apply 
for assistance to weak “ man I ” eh P How that flat-racing is over, 
we are “ resting on our oars ” for a time— (that is literally true, for 
the country has been mostly under water lately I) — ^but we shall 
shortly have a cut-in at steeplechasing, when^ Gat will doubtless 
have some new experiences to relate ; meanwhile^ allow me to sub- 
scribe myself— (I like to subscribe to everything good)— Yours 
explanatorily, (Lord) Arthur Fleetwood. 
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ALL ROUND THE FAIR, 

III. 

Int the “ Fine Art ” Exhibition. 

Eustic Art Patrons discovered a']pplying their eyes to peepholes^ 
through tohich a motley collection of coloured lithographs of the 
Crimean Campaign, faded stereoscopic-views, Scriptural engrav- 


ings, and daubed woodcuts from the “ Illustrated Police News,^* yerselves, all on yer! 


Inside the SpARRiNa Saloon. 

The Spectators are waiting patiently around the ropes ; the Professor 
is still on the platform, expatiating on the coming contest. Job 
has found a friend whoyn he has entrusted with his hat and coat. 

Joe (to the Friend). Jest kip a heye on these ^ere, will ye ! ^ 

[Re hands him a huge pair of highlows. 
Prof (calling in). Fnr the larst time, come outside and show 


is arranged for their inspection. 


The Friend. You got to go out agin, JoE, better putt on yer coat 


First Art Patron (waiting for his turn at the first peephole). Look an’ ’at, not to ketch cold! 
alive theer, G-e-aroe, ain’t ye done squintin’ at ’un yet r ^ Joe. Ah, and I ’ll ’ave to ’ave they ho-oots on agen, too. ^ (Re gets 

Ge-arge (a local humorist). ’Tis a rare old novelty, Ben, th’ latest into his things in a great flurry, and hastens outside.) ’Tis enough 
from London, and naw mistake ’bout it ! to take th’ ’art out of a man, thet ’tis ! 

Ben (with disappointment, as he succeeds to the peephole). Why, [More exhortations from Proprietor, until the last Spectator has 
’tain’t on’y Adam an’ Eve afoor th’ Fall I that ain’t so nptickler been induced to enter the Saloon, whereupon the Champions 

noo, as I can see — Lar dear, they ’re a settin’ nekked on a live lion, return, and the hangings at the entrance are finally drawn. 

and a nursin’ o’ rabbits! (At the next hole AD&M and Eve are re- Prof, (acting as Timekeeper). ISTow then, all ready ? (To Joe.) 
presented After the Fall, overwhelmed with confusion, while the In you go — What are yer waitin’ for ? Never mind about takin’ orf 
lion is stalking off scandalised, with a fine yer boots ! G-entlemen, JBattees o’ Ber- 


expression of lofty moral indignation.) ’Ere 
they are agen ! that theer lion thinks he ’s 
played sofy to ’en long ’nongh, seemin’ly I 

Ge-arge (from a further peephole). I say, 
Ben, ’ere ’s Mrs. Pearcey a murderin’ 
Mrs. ’Ogg down this ’un—we’re a-gittin’ 
along ! 

Ben (puzzled). They must ha’ skipped out 
a deal. I ’m on’y at “ Cain killin’ Abel ! ” 

Female Patron (to Proprietor). ’Ere, 
Master, I can’t see nothen’ down ’ere — ’tis 
all dark like ! 

Proprietor. Let me ’ave a look! You 
shud put your ’ands so, each side o’ your 

eyes, and (Re looks.) ’Urn, it is rayther 

— hut what else do yer expeck f It ’s a 
‘‘ Yiew o’ Paris by Night,” ain’t ii—that^^ 
all right! 

Outside “ Proeessor Pugman’s Sparring 
Saloon.” 

The Professor (on a little platform, with 
a pair of Pupils). Now then, all you as are 
lovers o’ the Noble and Manly Ait o’ Self- 
Defence, step inside and see it illusterated in 
a^ scientific an’ fust- class manner ! _ This 
(introducing first Pupil, who rubs his nose 
loith dignity) is ’Opper of ’Olloway, the he- 
coming nine-stun Champion. This bother ’s 
Batters o’ Bermondsey, open to fight any 
lad in England at eight- stun f onr . I s there 
anyone among yon willing to ’aye a round 
or two with either on ’em fur a drink an’ 
admission free?-— if so, now’s his time to 
step forward — ^there’s no waiting, mind 
yer? 

Joe (to Melia), I b’lieve as ’ow I could 
tackle the little ’un — I used to box above 
a hit. 

Melia. Don’t ye now, Joe ; you ’ll on’y go 
and git yourself ’urt or summat ! 

Joe. I shan’t git ’urt. ’Ere, Master, I ’m 
game fur to put on the gloves wi’ Hm. 

Prof. Git inside with yer then ! (To 



“ I beer they are ! Oh my, what a pictur’ ! ' 


mondsey is agoin’ to fight three rounds with 
a volunteer, one o’ your own men. What- 
ever you see between ’em (solemnly), pass no I 
remarks ! Time ! 

[JoEcfwt? “Batters o’ Bermondsey” loalk 
round each other and make a fumbling 
attempt to shake hands, after which 
while preparing to deliver a blow with 
ext? erne caution and deliberation, is sur- 
prised by a smart smack on his cheek, 
which makes him stagger ; he recovers 
himself and prances down on Batters 
with a windmill action. 

Batters (limpmg into his coryier), ’Ere, I 
say, ole man — moind my tows—f oight at yer 
right end ! 

Joe (apologetically). I didn’t mean nothing 
nnfair-like — I warnted fnr to take off them 
’ere boots — but I warn’t let I 

Batters. I ’ll let ye— fur ’taint no corpet 
slippers as you’ve got on, ole feller, I tell 
yer strite ! 

[Joe reynoves the offending loots. 

Spectators- (during the second round, 
which is fought with more spirit than science 
on Joe’s part). Ah, Joe ain’t no match for 
’un— he let un ^ave it then, didn’t he ? My 
word! but it’s “Go ’ome an’ tell yer 
Mother, an’ ax yer IJncle ’ow ye he ” with 
’un, pretty near every time ! 

Brof. (with affected rapture). Oh dear ! 
Oh lor I What doins ! Time ! you two, 
afore ye kill one another! Now, Gentle- 
men, a good clap, to encourage ’em. I think 
you’ll agree as the Yolunteer is showin’ 
you good sport ; and, if you think him de- 
servin’ of a drink, p’raps one o’ you will 
oblige with the loan of a ’at, which he ’ll 
DOW take round. (The hat is procured, and 
offered to Joe, who, however, prefers that 
the collection should be made by deputy.) 
DoTft forgit ’im, Gentlemen! (Coppers 
pour into the hat, and the last round is 
fought; B. of B. ducking Joe’s Wows with 


Crowd Now then for the Great Glove Contest — Just goin’ inside great agility, and planting his own freely in various parts of Joe’s 
to begm— Mind, there ’s no waitin’ ! anatomy ) 

JT7I 1 J . i « . , _ - , . . , . .... _ 


to begin— Mind, there ’s no waitin’ ! 

Joe. ’Ere, Melia, come along in, and look arter my ’at an’ coat. 
Melia. I dussen’t, Joe ! I can’t abear to see no fightin’, I’ll bide 
’ere till ye come out. 

[J OE enters the tent, followed by the Pupils and a few Connoisseurs, 

/■ 7- . 7. • X _ . T * . • /» / , It t “ A » ... 


Long in, ^d look arter my ’at an’ coat. Spectators. ’E’ll be knocked out in a minnit, ’e will! Don’t 
I cant abear to see no fightin’, I’ll bide sim to git near ’nn no ’ow. Look a’ that—sjiA thar agin! Ah, 
. ^ Joe got one in that time — ^hut the tother ’s the better man — ’e don’t 

ed by the Pupils and a few Connoisseurs, touch ’un without Httin' of ’un— d’ye see ? Time ! Ah, and time 


Proj. \lookiyig into the interior^ of tent through a slit tn the canvas), it was time, too — fur Hm I 
Theer they are ! Oh my, what a pictur’ I They ’re puttin’ on the gloves Prof, (to Joe, as he sits blinking, and blowing his nose with 

• (The Crowd hesitate.) ’Ere! [To vigour). That was a jolly good fight — ^tho’ rongh. You’ve some 


the Champions.) ^ Step outside once more and show yourselves ! 
[The Champions appear, re-mount the platform, and are intro- 
duced all over again. 


notion o’ sparrin’ — ^we’d soon make a boxer o’ you. ’Ere’s your 
share of the collection— sevenpence ap’ny. We give you the 
extry ap’ny, bein’ a stranger. Would yon feel inclined to 


Melia (mtercepUng her swain). JoE, ’ow are ye gittin’ on? Yon fight six rounds, later on like, with another of onr lads, fur ten 


don’t look none the worse so fur ; is it neelly over ? 

Joe (gruffly). Neelly over ! why, we ain’t begun yet— nor likely to 
wi’ all this bloomin’ palaverin’ ! , 


Melia. I do wish ’twas over — Nip a good ’art, Joe; don’t let ’ungo do me fur 
knockin’ ye about ! k 


bob, now ? . . 

Joe (making a futile attempt to untie Ms glove with Ms teeth). 
Much obliged, Master, but I’ve ’ad about enough spree a’ ready to 


Joe (with a slight decrease of confidence). Theer ’s a way to talk I roTind or two ? 
I doan’t reckon as ’ow he ’ll me, not in three rounds, I doan’t, [Two Ru, 

but il I ’d a-know d there ’d be all this messin’ about fust, I ’d a little 

[Re goes inside gloomily. squart 


Prof. Are there any two friends in ’ere as ’ud like to fight a 


[Two^ Rustics step forward valiantly — a tall dark man and a 
little red-haired one — and, after the usual preliminaries, 


square up at a safe distance. 
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Spectators {to the tall man). 'Why don’t ye step up to 'un, Jim ? j 
IJse yer right ’and a bit I {To the short one.) Let out on ’un, Tom ! | 
[Tom, thus exhorted^ lands an unexpected blow on Jim’s epe. 

Jtm {suddenly ducking under the rope in great dudgeon), ’Twas a 
cowardly blow ! I didn’ stan’ up to be ’it in th’ fa- ace i’ that way ; 
I’ye ’ad enoof of it ! 

Tom. Come back and fight it out I ^ {Soothingly.) Why, ye come 
at me like a thunderin’ great lion^ ye did ! 

Jim {putting on his hat and coat^ sulkily). Loi-on or noan, I ain’t 
gawin’ to hey naw moor on it, I tell ’ee. \_Groans from Spectators. 

Prof. Don’t be ’ard on ’im, G-ents ; it ain’t ’is fault if he ’s on’y 
bin used to box with bolsters, and as he ain’t goin’ to finish ’is 
rounds, it ’s all oyer for this time, and I ’ope you ’re all satisfied with 
what you ’ye seen. 

A Malcontent. I ain’t. I carl it a bloomin’ swindle. I come ’ere 
to see some sparrin\ I did I 

Prof. ^ Step mside the ropes then, and I 'll soon show yer some I 
{This invitation is hastily declined) Well, then, go outside 
quiet, d’jear me? or else you’ll do it upside down, like ole John 
Bkown, in ’arf a sec., I can tell yer I 

\The Malcontent departs meekly^ and reserves any further obser~ 
rations until he is out of hearing. 

Melia {to Joe). Lor, I wish now I’d been there to see ye ; I do 
’ope ye weren’t too rough with ’un, though, Joe. What shall we do 
next ? — ’aye a turn on the swings, or the swishback circus, or the 
giddy- go-round— or what? (Joe shakes his head.) Why won’t 
ye, Joe? 

Joe {drive?i to candour). Why ? — ’cause it ’ud be throwin’ away 
money, seein’ I’ye got ’em all goin’ on inside o’ me at once as ’tis, if 

f e want to know ! I feel a deal more like settin’ down quiet a bit, 
do, if I cud find a place. ^ 

Melia {with an inspiration). Then let’s go and ’aye our likenesses 
took! 

cannot understand why Joe should he so needlessly %n- 
cen sed at so innocent and opportune a suggestion. 


THE “BEST EVIDEHCE ’’*-H0W HOT TO GET IT. 

Have been summoned to attend as a Witness in the trial of the six 
roughs who first drugged and then sayagely ill-treated a foolishly 
conyivial citizen in Whitechapel. Don’t know if it was wise of me 
to tell the PoUce that I could identify the men. Since my eyidence 
before the Magistrate came out, I have had thirty-seven threatening 
letters, my front windows haye been broken seyeral times oyer, and 
a yaluable dog poisoned. StiU, eyidently a patriotic duty to “assist 
the course ot Justice ; ” and no doubt I shall be compensated. 

So this is the “Central Criminal Court,” is it? Should hardly 
haye belieyed it possible. Outside mean and dirty. 

Interior, meaner and much dirtier. Speak to Usher. Usher most 
polite. Glad, that at any rate, they do know how to treat important 
Witnesses. Am assured I shall haye a seat “ close to^the Judge.” 
Produce my witness-summons. Demeanour ot Usher suddenly 
changes, 1 shall have to go to.the “ Witnesses’ Waiting-room in the 
old Court.” Where’s that? 'He doesn’t know. I’d better ask a 
Policeman. It now flashes across me that Usher mistook me for a 
wealthy, and probably generous spectator, and thought when I was 
fumbling in my pocket for my summons, I was looking for half-a- 
crownfor / Depressing. 

Policeman leaves me in a dark, draughty passage, with a bench on 
each side, “ But where is the waiting-room ? ” I ask an attendant. 
“ This is the waiting-room,” he replies. More like the Black Hole. 
Was it wise of me to give information to the Police ? 

Two Days later, — They crammed Witnesses into that passage ! 
Ho seats for half of them. We had one chair, and Usher took it 
away “ as a lady wanted it in Conrt.” Lady no doubt a spectator — 
did she hunt in her pocket for half -a- crown ? Anyhow, after two 
days in the passage, 1 have just given my evidence in Court, with 
fearful cold on my lungs, owing to the draught. Yery hoarse. 
Ordered by Judge, sternly, to “ speak np.” Conscious that I looked 
a wretched object. Jury regarded me with evident suspicion. 
Severely cross-examined. Mentioned to Judge about my windows 
being smashed, <fec. ; could I receive anything for it ? “ Oh, dear 
no,” replied the Judge ; “we never reward Witnesses.” Amusement 
in Court — at my expense. In fact, the course of Justice generally 
seems to he altogether at my expense. Home in a cab and a fever. 
Pind ten more threatening letters, and an infernal machine under 
area-steps. Go to bed. Doctor says I am in for pneumonia and 
bronchitis, he thinks. Tells me I am thoroughly run down, and asks 
me, “What I’ve been doing to reduce myself to this state?” I 
reply that, “I have been assisting the course of Justice.” Doctor 
shrugs his shoulders, and I hear mm distinctly mutter, “More fool 
jou I ” I agree with Doctor, cordially. ^ Am quite certain now that 
it was unwise to tell Police that I could identify those criminals. If 
this is the way in which Witnesses are treated, let Justice in future 
assist itself ! 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Mt Baronite has been reading Mona Maclean^ Medical Student. 
(Blackwood.) “It is,” he tells me, “a Hovel with a purpose — 
no recommendation for a novel, more especially when the pur- 
pose selected is that of demonstrating the indispensahility of 
women-doetors. Happily Gkaham Teavers, as the author (being 
eyidently a woman) caUs herself, is lured from her fell design. 
There ^ is a chapter or two of talk among the girls in the 
dissecting-room and the chemical laboratory, with much about the 
“ spheno-maxiUary fossa,” the ‘ ‘ dorsalis pedis,” and the general where- 
abouts of “Scarpa’s triangle.” But these can he skipped, and the 
reader may get into the company of Mona Maclean when she is less 
erudite, and more womanly. When not dissecting the “ plantar arch,” 
Mona is a bright, fearless, clever girl, with a breezy manner, re- 
freshing ^ to a]l admitted to her company. The episode of her 
shopkeeping experience is admirably told, and afiords the author 
abundant and varied opportunity of exercising her gift of draw- 
ing character. Mona Maelean is, apparently, a first efiort at novel- 
writing, The workmanship improves up to the end of the third 
volume ; and Miss Travers’ next book will be better still. 



AftVetion’s Offering— from Allied the betond to Deal Geo'^ge the First. 


To Mr, J. Fisher Unwin comes the happy thought of issuing, 
in a neatly-packed box, the whole twenty volumes of the Pseudonym 
Library — and a very acceptable Christmas-Box it will make. Tbe 
volumes, with their odd, oblong shape,^ are delightful to hold ; the 
type is good, and the excellence of the literary matter is remarkably 
well kept up over the already long series. Mr. Unwin promises 
fresh volumes, introducing to the British public Finnish and Danish 
authors, or Danish first, and the others to Finnish. 

See how these Poets love one another! How touching is the 
dedication of Alfred Austin’s latest volume to George Meredith! 
May both live long and prosper, is the hearty wish of their friend, 

The Baron De Book- Worms. 


THE BOYAL BOAD TO COMFOBT.---A Dream, 

The rival Steamboats were on the alert. ^ It was a misty night, 
and it was a difficult matter to make out the lights of Calais Harbour. 

“We shall catch him yet,” said the Captain of the Bine Yessel. 

“ He will not escape us,” observed the C. 0. of the Bed. 

Suddenly the Blue started at full steam ahead, and was lost to 
sight in Calais harbour. She was quickly followed by the Bed, 
moving with equal expedition. 

The vessels reached the quay nearly at the same time. Then there 
was confusion and sounds of military music. Evidently the Illus- 
trious Personage had embarked. Then the mist cleared "away. 

“He is safe on board,” said the Captain of the Blue Yessel, and 
his Mate indulged in a short laugh of triumph, 

“ It does not matter,” observed the Commanding Officer of the 
Bed; “ the Blue may have his person, but we have his luggage ! ” 

And then the cheers were renewed again and a^ain, and the Illus- 
trious Personage came to the conclusion that En^sh enterprise was 
not without its disadvantages I 
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WHAT OUR ARTIST HAS TO PUT UP WITH. 

He TEjLVBLS ALL OVER ENGLAND IN SEARCH OF A BACKGROUND FOR HIS “ VlVlAN BEQXJILim MeRLIE IN THE FOREST Oh 

BROOSLIANBE ” — ^A HOPELESS QfEST I 


BOOET OE BENEEACTOE? 

Timid Ratepayer loquitur : — ' 

0 LOR I 0 dear I WLat have vre here f What 

a nondescript, huge Hid-Noddy I 

None know, I snrej what Jhave to endure. 
It ’s enough to frighten a body ! 

They are always up to some queer new game, 
and a giving me some fresh master; 

But this one is a crux from the sole of his 
foot to the crown of his comical castor. 

He looks as big as all out-of-doors, and e’en 
Bumble was hardly as bumptious. 

He ’d make my London a Paradise, which is 
a prospect that ’s perfectly scrumptious. 

But oh ! he is big, with the funniest rig ; a 
Titan who, ii he should tumble, 

Might squelch me as hat as an opera-hat, and 
make me regret old Bumble. 

Noodledom ruled me for many long years; 
this means, I am told, a new Era ; 

But bad as a Booby may be as a Boss, what 
about a colossi Chimaera*? 

1 don’t say he ’s that, but with body of goat, 

dragon’s tail, and the head of a lion, 

A creature were hardly more “ mixed” than 
this monster, whose rule for the time I 
must try on. 

A complex, conglomerate, Jack-of-all- 
Trades! W'ell, 1 trust he’U be master 
of some of them ! 

Largo al factotum ! He ’s game for all tasks, 
and— I wish I was sure what would come 
of them. 


Most representative ? Palpable that I And 
his plans most sublime (so he says) are ; 

But he looks just as motley a nondescript as 
the image of Nebuchadnezzar. 

The elephant who can root up a huge oak, or 
handle a needle or pin, is 

Less marvellous much, and it may be, of 
course, that the folks who distrust him 
are ninnies. 

I hope so, I ’msure. There are evils to cure, and 
of room for improvement there ’s plenty ; 

And all must admit that, whatever his 
faults, he cannot be called far niente. 

He does look a bit of a Bogey, but then he 
may prove just a big Benefactor, 

And ifhe should work onthe cheap kiU. Corrup- 
tion, and kick out the knavisn Contractor, 

Without piling Pelion on Ossa (of rates) on 
my back, till my legs with the “ tottle ” 
Hmp, 

I shall “learn to love him ” as Giant Benefi- 
cent, not a big, blundering Bottle-Imp ! 


Opera-goer’s Diary.— (the Grand 
Otello Company, Limited) was the feature last 
week. Gianini a stout Otello,, much aud 
Moor. Melba a charming Desdemona, but 
not a great part for her, Dufrichb as lago, 
good, but not good enough for him* Sir Dru- 
RioLANUS gives Carmen at Windsor Castle, 
before the Queen I Aha I Where now is 
Lago Factotum and His Special Patronaged 
Royal Box at the Olympic ? Drubiolanus 
Yictor, with all the honours. 


AT A EINK. 

Round and round, and to and fro 
At a rink, 

Pretty girls, with cheeks that glow 
Rosy pink ; 
Graceful, gleeful, gliding, go, 

Whilst they link 
Arms together, like the fiow 

Past its brink 
Of a river’s eddy— so 

Duffers think 

They can glide. See one start slow, 
Shyly shrink, 

Fearful lest his end be woe, 

Sheepish slink, 
Skates on unaccustomed toe 

Strangely clink, 
Hot and thirsty he will grow, 

Long for drink ; 
All around amusement show, 

Laugh and wink, 
But they look as black as crow, 

Or as ink. 

If he fall against them. Oh, 

In a twiak 
On the fioor, not soft but low, 

See him sink I 

Whilst he murmurs gently, “ Blow 
This old rink I ” 


Logical and Engine-ious.— Why object 
(thongh we do) to Advertisements of all sorts 
along our Railway lines ? Surely, wherever 
the Locomotive goes, there is the very place 
for puffing. 
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CONVEE-SATIOEfAL HI^TS EOB YOUHG- SHOOTEBS. wtole world in every dull detail, regardless of the right of other men 


The Smoking-Boom. 

( TFith which is incorporated “ Anecdotes,'^) 


to get an occasional word in edgewise — ^these are the true marks of 
the genuine bore. He must know that you take no interest in him 
or his story. Even if you did, his manner of telling it would flatten 




mmi 


Let us imagine, if you please, that the toils and trampings of the you, yet he fascinates you with that glassy stare, that self-conscious 
day are over. You are staving at a comfortable country-house with and self-admiring smirk, and distils his tale into your ears at the 
friends whom you like. You have had a good day at your host’s very moment when you are burning^ to talk over old College-days 
pheasants and his rabbits. Your shooting has been fairly accurate, with Chalmers, or to discuss an article in the Field with Shabrack. 
not ostentatiously brilliant, but on the whole satisfactory. You have I remember once finding myself, by some freak of mocking destiny, 
followed out the hints given in my previous Chapters, and are con- in a house in which two bores had established fortified camps. On 
sequently looked upon as a pleasant fellow, with plenty to say for the first night, we all became so dazed with intolerable dnlness, that 

himself. After tea, in the our powers of resistance 

drawing-room, you have faded away to the vanish- 

had an hour or two for the ing point. Both bores 

writing of letters, which i ai g sallied out from their ram- 

you have of course not |i| . S parts, laid our little pos- 

written, for the reading of - — f YY — sessions waste, and led, 

the morning papers from ’ll'lll N W |fi| captives 

London which you have '' I 1 u'/lllil ~ back with him, gagged, 

skimmed with a faint inte- |iJ bound, and incapable of 

rest, and for the forty or I struggle. 

eighty or one hundred and i " jE M So next day, when the accus- 

twenty winks in an arm- _ tomed train 

chair in front of the fire, " F yZ Of things grew round our sense 

which are by no means the again, 

least pleasant and com- Ij — - we agreed together, those 

forting incident in the day’s H W| | m ^ us, Imean, who had suf- 

programme. ^ You^ have tl fered on the previous night, 

dressed for dinner in good 1 something must be 

time ; you have tied your || ft, What it was to be 

white tie successfully “ in II 1 MmlmmlmWMA \ we could not at first decide, 

once you have taken in 1 m friW \ 

a charming girl (Rose ||\M\ vMfm v\\^\ \' 

Larking, let us say) to Mow \ 

dinner. The dinner itself IK //, // j 

has been good, the drawing- ' A \ 1 i j , 

room interlude after dinner \ I i I ^ 

has been pleasantly varied p \ f§||}| |]|f j| j W \ I 

with music, and the ladies y l l^iiiiMil lllllVu Wl ' 

have, with the tact^ for || | 

which they are sometimes ||||}|| w 

distinguished, retired early j|M [|™|||i/| IIYT^ of boring -competition in 

to bed-rooms, where it is the smoking-room that very 

believed they^ spend hours B||||W Hi|Vwm j||\|^^S night, to engage them in 

in the^ combing of their |||{|||| warfare against one ano- 

beautiful hair, and the fB HiWmMW 1 1 ililBfl! IM^S Au ffi ImW ourselves to sit 

interchange of g^ossip. You |H ||HK[ip|9|| | I iliiiBi MmKS IBm BB by and watch them mu- 

are in high spirits. You IMIIIHMIIIIIIII 11 II 1 1 iiilM 11 1 IBHIil M ii^H f'0-®<lly extinguishing one 

think, indeed you are sure |i| Mp BB^^^g USiilll 1 1 I MfiH B I |W|||B another ; a result that, we 

(and again, on thinking it ||i I l| |iH||||| ||l||||j ||P|WwMilll ill ill were certain, could not fail 

well over, not quite so sure), 1 1| iiiim Im 111 li brought about, owing 

that the adorable Bose I I IBf ! ' lii ii to the deadly nature of the 

looked ^kindly upon you as | | | Mi W jjj j p | ffl|l| i weapons with which each 

she said good-night, and j || m ffl |1 11 1 |||||||il ||™i^^^^ was provided. Both the 

allowed her pretty little y | | llli ||f ffi I i|[| iH|||jW||®Mlw bores, I may observe, shot 

hand to linger in your own |||||j}l||l|||l| |y| | lllll| lll|||l|||||| 1 111 || execrably during the day. 

while you assured her that evening, after a 

to-morrow you would get short preliminary skirmish, 

for her the pinion-feather iBi i from which Shabrack the 

of a woodcock, or die in the hussar extricated us with 

attempt. ^ You are now but little loss, that which 

arrayed in your smoking- — we desired came to pass, 

coat (the black with the It was a terrible spectacle, 

red silk-facings), and your cV'eAcuuo In a moment both these 

velvet slippers with yonr magnificent animals, their 

initials worked in gold — bristles erect, and all their 

a birthday present from QUITE UNPARDONABLE. tusks flashing fiercely in 

are^ each^’afto Ms o^ Assistant {in his Tuost insinuating manner), In tour case, Madam, I should in th^^thSra^e^ Every 

fL'hior BiDMlrly^^^^^^ ^0” Colours most suitable.” RESULT 1 detafi“^^^^ 

and the whole male party struggle is indelibly burnt 





QUITE UNPARDONABLE. 


Assistant {in his most insinuating manner), In tour case, Madam, I should 
CERTAINLY CONSIDER FaST COLOURS MOST SUITABLE.” RESULT 1 


our powers of resistance ! 
faded away to the vanish- | 
ing point. Both bores 
sallied out from their ram- 
parts, laid our little pos- 
sessions waste, and led, 
each his tale of captives 
back with Mm, gauged, 
bound, and incapable of 
struggle. 

So next day, wlien the accus- 
tomed train 

Of things grew round our sense 
again, 

we agreed together, those 
of us, Imeau, who had suf- 
fered on the previous night, 
that something must be 
done. What it was to be 
we could not at first decide. 
We should have ]pref erred 
* ‘ something lingering, with 
boiling oil in it,” but at last 
we decided on the brilliant 
suggestion of Shabrack, 
who was of the party, that 
we should endeavour by 
some means or other to 
bring the two bores, as it 
were, face to face in a kind 
of boring -competition in 
the smoking-room that very 
night, to engage them in 
warfare against one ano- 
ther and ourselves to sit 
by and watch them mu- 
tually extinguishing one 
another ; a result that, we 
were certain, could not fail 
to be brought about, owing 
to the deadly nature of the 
weapons with which each 
was provided. Both the 
bores, I may observe, shot 
execrably during the day. 
In the evening, after a 
short preliminary skirmish, 
from which Shabrack the 
hussar extricated us with 
but little loss, that wMch 
we desired came to pass. 
It was a terrible spectacle, i 
In a moment both these : 
magnificent animals, their 
bristles erect, and all their 
tusks flashing fiercely in 
the lamp-light, were locked 
in the death- OTapple. Every 
detail of the memorable 
struggle is indelibly burnt 


is gathered together in the smoking-room. There you sit and smoke into my brain. Even at this distance of time, I can remember 
and chat until the witcMng hour of night, when everybody yawns how we aU looked on, silent, awestruck, fascinated, as the dreadful 
and grave men, as weR as gay, go up to their beds, fight proceeded to its inevitable close. For the benefit of others, let 

hfow, sinoe you are an unassuming youngster, and anxious to learn, me attempt to describe it in the appropriate language of the Ring, 

isSy*;E‘jS*T^.K'ss'K;'/ ssss “* 

I answer, is not to he a bore. It is so easy not to be a bore if only Hampshire Dullard. 

you give a little thought to it, Hohody wants tobea bore. I cannot Round L — Both men advanced, confident, hut cautious. After 

• f XT- - "L*-. ^-11 : ^ i 


imagine any man consciously incurring the execration of his fellow- sparring for an opening, the Proser landed lightly on the jaw 
men. And yet there exist innumerable bores scattered through the with, — “When the Duke of Dashbury did me the honour to ask 
length and breadth of our happy country, and carrying on their me to Ms Grace’s noble ^ deer-forest.” He ducked to avoid the 
dismal business with an almost malignant persistency, Longwinded- return, but the Hampshire Champion would not be denied, and 
ness, pomposity, the exaggeration of petty trivialities, the irresistible placed two heavy fi.sh-stories fair in the bread-basket. The Proser 
desire to magnify one’s own wretched little achievements, to pose as swung round a vicious right-hander anecdote about a stag shot 
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THE SERPENT’S TOOTH. 

^‘Didn’t I send "im to Heton an’ Hoxford? Didn’t I send ’im into the Harmy, 

ALONG o’ SOME O* THE BIGGEST NOBS IN ALL HeNGLAND, WITH AN ALLOWANCE FIT FOR A 
YOUNG Hearl? And what’s the hupshot of it all? Why, he gives Dinners to 
Books and Royal ’Ighnesses, an’ don’t even harsk ’is pore old Father to meet ’em. 
’IgHNESSES, indeed ' I COULD BUY UP THE 'OLE BLESSED LOT I AnD, WEAT ’N MORS, I 
WOULRN^T MIED TELLIlf 'SU SO TO TESIR FaOES, FOR TwO FiNS f—-AE f JUST AS SOON AS 
LOOK AT 'em— AND 'S KNOWS IT 


at 250 yards, but the blow fell short, aud he 
was fairly staggered bv two in succession 
(“ the tree-chmbmg rabbit/’ aud “the Mar- 
guis of Dullfibld’s gaiters”), delivered 
straight on the mouth. First blood for the 
Dullard. After some hard exchanges they 
closed, and fell, the Dullard underneath. 

Round IL — Both blowing a good deal. 
The Proser put up his Dukes, and let dy 
with both of them, one after another, at the 
Dullard’s conk, drawing claret profusely. 
ITothing daunted, the Dullard watched his 
opportunity, and delivered a first-class Royal 
Pnnce on the Proser’ s right eye, half closing 
that optic. The men now closed, but broke 
away again almost directly. Some smart 
fibbing, in which neither could claim an 
advantage, ensued. The round wasj brought 
to a close by some rapid exchanges, after 
which the Proser went down, Betting 6 to 4 
on the Dullard. 

Round III,, and ^last. — Proser’ s right 
peeper badly swollen, the Dullard gory, and 
a bit groggy, but still smiling. Proser opened 
with a ricochet, which did great execution, 
but was countered heavRy when he at- 
tempted to repeat the trick, the Dullard all 
but knocking him off his legs with a fifty- 
pound salmon. After some slight exchanges 


they began a hammer-and-tongs game, in 
which Proser scored heavily. Dullard, how- 
ever, pulled himself together for a final rush. 
They met in the middle of the ring, and 
both fell heavily. As neither was able to 
rise, the fight was drawn. Both men were 
heavily damaged, and were carried away with 
their jaws broken. 

There you have the story. The actual 
result was that these two ponderous bores aU 
hut did one another to death. So exhausted 
were they by the terrible conflict, that our 
comfort was not again^ disturbed by them 
during this particular visit. W e were Incky, 
thongn at first we scarcely saw it, in getting 
two evenly matched ironclad bores together. 
If we had had only one, the matter wohld 
have been far more difdcult. 


Undecided. 

Goosey, Goose, Uganda, 

With whom will yon wander, 

With the English, with the French ? 
Or with Kmg Mwanga ? 


Advice Gratis a Bill Poster).— In- 
yest all yonr savings in hoardings.” 


THE COMPLIMENT OP COIN. 

[An FkiTaatfrom Mr, Fimch's Purely Imag%nary 
Conversattons , ) 

Scene — Interior of a Palace, ^ Emperor and 
Empress discovered discussing the former's 
tour in foreign parts, 

Rmperor {finishing a good story). So after 
I had made a hearty meal off the bread-and- 
milk, I gave the old woman a note for five 
thousand thalers, and told her to buy a three- 
sous portrait of myself so that she might see 
the Sovereign that she had saved from starva- 
tion. Ha ! ha ! ha I Wasn’t it amusing ? 

Empress [smiling), Yery, dear; hut wasn’t 
it a little expensive ? Surely you could have 
got the breaa-and-milk for a smaller sum ? 

Emperor, Of course I Jcould I But then, 
don’t you see, it made me ’popular. It ’s in 
aU the papers, and reads splendidly ! 

Empress, Yes, of course, dear. By the 
way, i found this volume ( producing look 
hound in velvet with real gold clasps) in your 
overcoat. May I peep into it ? 

Emperor [doubtfully), I don’t think you 
will find it particularly interesting. I have 
just jotted down my petty cash disbursements. 

Empress [opening Oooh and glancing at con^ 
tents). Dear me ! Why the total amounts to 
£15,000 1 I see it ’s put in English mon^. 

Emperor, Yes, it saves trouble. When 
I am travelling I get rather confused with 
all coinage save that of Mother’s Fatherland. 

Empress, But surely £15,000 is a lot to 
expend upon extras ? 

Emperor, Depends on the view you take of 
things. I had a lot of things to buy. 

Empress, But surely this must be wrong P 
Shoeblack fifty guineas I 

Emperor {lightly), Ho, I think that’s all 
right. You see, the fellow, after he had 
cleaned my boots, suddenly recognised me, 
called me Sire, and sang the ^^Wacht am 
Rhein," I couldn’t, after that, give him less. 

Empress, Well, you know best, dear; hnt 
I should have thought you could have got 
your boots cleaned for rather less I 

Emperor, Possibly ; but I should have lost 
the story. And you know it reads so well. 

Empress, And here ’s another rather big 
item, £800 for a London cabman I 

Emperor, I consider that the cheapest item 
in the lot. He wanted more ! 

Empress, And here are several ’items of 
seventy pounds apiece. What were they for? 

Emperor, Ob, nothing in particular. Little 
girl picked up my handkerimief , and a little 
boy asked me for a kite, W as obliged to give 
them each a bundle of tenners. It would have 
been so mean if I had given them less. But 
there, I told you you wouldn’t find the hook 
at all interesting. If you will pass it to me, 
I will lock it up. 

Empress. Oh, certainly, dear. ( Gives up 
volume,) And now, darling, I am going to 
ask yon a favour. You never saw such a pet 

of a coronet as they have at Yon ’s. 

Now I want you to buy it for me ]^articularly. 

Emperor {embarrassed). Certainly, dear — 
but you know, we are not too well ofi. 

Empress, Oh, but it is simply charming. 
Rubies round the edge, and a cross of bril- 
liants and emeralds. And, really, so cheap. 
They only want £100,000 for it I 

Emperor, Yery nice indeed; hnt just at 
this moment it would be a little inconvenient 
to mrodnce so large a sum. 

Empress, Large sum I TThy, the rubies 
alone are worth all the money. 

Emperor, Yes, I know, dear. And now I 
must hurry away; duty, my love, comes 
before pleasure. ^ See you soon. 

[Exit hurriedly^ to attend a review. 
In the meanwhile^ Coronet remains in 
the Jewellers shop-window. Curtain, 
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AN EVENING FROM HOME. 

There used to appear dailjr— and it may be appearing daily now, 
for augbt I know, only, speaking, on oath., I haven’t lately noticed 

it —a question addressed 
X \ by Everybody in General, 

/ I j iN. or by Nobody in Particu- 

LLIj — Js — lar to Everybody Else, 

^ HAMPivs ossowTor. 1 which took this form : 

.. FRASCAT1ENS15' J “Where shall we dine 

m ^ ^ to-day P ” I forget what 

B |i||i / the answer was, but, as 

Ul I I ^ ^ domesticated 

'll' m' man, with a good cook 

Jt |1 ^ his own kitchen, 

I I — could answer it off- 

Za saying to him- 

^ ! mi l// ^ “ ‘ shall we 

JmKw ' wty. at 

^ / II 1 \ home, of course — where 

i / IIIW^ better ? — and catch me 

^2 M \ II ^ moving out afterwards.” 

Hr- / mA Jif \ But, if he were contem- 

E / plating the unpleasant 

W certainty of having post- j 

fc/ Wm'' i\ prandially to leave his 

r I i mi ^ hearth and home in order 

Ml ll some theatre, 

M \ \ 1 1 opera, or concert, then it 

M \ \\\ A M might occur to him that 

M j he could do the thing 

well, and give his party 
a novel treat, if, in French 
fashion, he took them 
^^4 \ somewhere to dine, pre- 

\ vious to doing their play. 

I \ Thus it occurred to x ours 

jfc/ ^ 1 truly, Y Ti-Bullus Bib- 

^ ! ULUS, a day or two ago, 

TVf/r^T when, dressed in his 

classical evening Togaryii 
I Wa in a Currus Pulcher (with 

£ J a Cursor alongside antioi- 

% pating denariiy and risk- 

fhp ing the sharp rebuke of a 

probable Cursor inside 


hvm 


Our Hamp-pbitryon.” 


__ the vehicle) he was pass- 

^ ^ Oxford Music 

Hall, and a brightly decorated Eestauration caught his observant 
eye. Was it new, or was it a Eestauration restored ? Its name, in 
large letters, “Frascati.” This seemed at once to lend itself to a 
familiar jingle, and I found myself humming, — 

Oh, did you uevei hear of Frascati ? 

^Tis not far from Roine, eh my heaity ? 

The place looks so fine, 

I will theie go and dme, 

And I TL bring with me aU of my paity ! 

Horatian inspiration! I like to find out a new dining-place. 
Years ago, hy the merest accident sailing north, I discovered the 
Holborn, and, since then, how many have not blessed the Colum- 
hns Holbornius ? I do not ask how many have done so. “ That 
is another story.” Since then, the taste for dining domestically 
away from home has come considerably into fashion. The Ladies 
like it, and the Law allows it. (Quotation from Merchant of Venice 
adapted to occasion — Eestaurant edition — Portia for two.) It is a 
cheerful change, it assists the circulation of coin, it is an aid to the 
solution of ^ the problems of Bimetallism, it rejuvenesces the home- 
fire-sider, it developes ideas, restores the balance of temper ; and, if 
only the oinner be good, everybody goes away delighted, — ^guests are 
satisfied, the host is pleased, the waiter snules on the tipper, the 
tipper on the manager, the manager on the proprietor, and ^ is Joy 
and Junketing I Judge my surprise, when to me, Tibullus, entering 
Frascati, and as Cicerone, informing my friends (all eager and hungry, 
and therefore unwilling to dispute) how Frascati was the ancient 
Tuseulum, a weE-known face appears welcoming us with smiles. 
It is Bignor Hampi, better known as Mr. Hamp of Holborn. 
“ Balve! ” quoth I, as Tibullus. “ The same to you, Sir,” responds 
Hampius. “Now,” said my friend Wagstaepius, without whom 
no party is complete, “Now we shall be Hamp-ly satisfied.” 

The arrangement of the Frascati is a novelty ; it is all so open and, 
though there are j^lenty of stufiers about, not in the least stuffy. It 
would take a considerable crowd to overcrowd the place and to de- 
moralise the troops of weE-disciplined waiters, aE under the eye of 
the ever-vigEant generaHssimo of the forces, who in his white waist- 
coat, black tie, and frock-coat of most decided cut and uncompro-- 
mising character— there is much in a frock-coat and something too in 


the wearing of it— -is here, there, and everywhere, and only waiting 
till the last moment, and the right one, when the banquet is ended, to 
give the word of command, “ Charge ! and the charge (decidedly 
moderate and previously named ^ in the carte du iour) is received 
with satisfaction and defrayed with delight. 

I have only one suggestion to make, and that affects the music not 
the meal. Let the music he adapted to the dishes ; and not only 
should the course of time be considered as it progresses, but also 
the time of the course. For example, — who that has au ear for music 
can swaEow oysters deliberately and sedately whEe the hand is 
playing a mad galop? Let there be something very slow and 
pianissimo for the hors d^ceuvres : something gentle and soothing 
tor the oysters; there can be an indication of heartiness in the 
melody that ushers in the soup, as though giving it a warm wel- 
come, There should be a mincing minuet-like movement for the 
entrees, a sparkling air for the champagne, and something robust for 
the joint. A sporting tune for the game: sweet melody for the 
sweets, and a grand and grateful Chorale— a kind of thanksgiving 
service as it were — when the last crumb and the last hit of cheese 
have been swept away. 

After tbis to The PavEion, in plenty of time to hear the ubiqui- 
tous Albert Chevalier singing his celebrated coster-songs. Signor 
Costa was a well-known name in the musical world some years ago ; 
Chevalier Coster is about the best-known^ now. These ditties are 
uncommonly telEng ; the music is so catching and so reaEy good. 
Then his singing of the Ettle Nipper “ on’y so Egh, that’s all,” has 
in it that touch of nature which makes you drop the silent tear and 
pretend you are blowing your nose. Capital entertainment at the 
“Pay.” Ingress and egress is not difficult, and the place doesn’t 
become inconveniently hot. The sweet singer with the poetic name 
of Herbert Campbell is very funny ; wmoh indeed he would he. 
even if he never opened his mouth. Such a low comedian’s ‘ ‘ mug ! ’’ 

But of all the pretty things to be seen in its perfection here (I 
have seen it elsewhere, and was not so struck by it) is the Skirt 
Dance. It is “real elegant,” graceful, and picturesque. What a 
change has^come over 

tain^ent since — since 

E any one part o’f 

eighth of a fair-sized “ Ep I came with, my Ettle lot"! ” 

cigar and to drink half 

a glass of something according to taste— then the audience wiE pretty 
plainly express what the^ understand by Variety, what the^ have 

S aid to see, and what they mean to have for their money ; and if they 
on’t^get it there, they’ll go somewhere else where it will be given 
them. The summing-up, Gentlemen, is that-, if you want a pleasant 
evening, you can’t do better than dine at Frascati and afterguards 
patronise the “ Pay.” Such is the opinion of Y Ti-Bulxus Bib. 


“ Ep I came with, my Ettle lot^l ” 


HOtlOE. — Bejected Con umm icatioiis or Contributions, whether MS., Printed, Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, wiU 
in no ease be returned, not even when acoompanied hy a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this ruXo 
there will be no exception. 
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COFVEESATIOWAL HIUTS FOE YOEEG ISHOOTEES. 

The SMOKiNa-RooM [continued), 

I MAT assume, that after the terrible example given in my last 
chapter, you have firmly made up your mind never on any account 
to take service in the great army of bores. But this determination 
is not all that is necessary. A man must constantly keep a strict 
guard on himself, lest he should unconsciously deviate even for a 
few minutes into the regions of boredom. Whatever you do, let 
nothing tempt you to relate more than once any grievance you may 
have, Nothing of course is more poisonous to the aggrieved one than 
to stifie his grievance absolutely. Once, and once only, he may 
produce it to his friends. I shall be blamed, perhaps, for making 
even this slight concession, Please be carefm, therefore, not to 
abuse it. Is there in the whole world a more ridiculous sight than a 
strong, healthy, well-fed sportsman who wearies his companions one 
after another with the depressing recital of his ill-luck, or of the 
dastardly behaviour of the head-keeper in not stopping the whole 
party for half an hour to search for an imaginary bird, which is 
supposed to have fallen stone-dead somewhere or other ; or of the 
iniquities of the man from whom he bought his cartridges in not 
loading them with the right charge ; or any of the hundred incon- 
veniences and injuries to which sportsmen are liable. All these 
things may be as he says they are. ^ He may be the most unfortunate, 
the most unjustly treated of mankind. But 
why insist upon it ? Why check the current 
of sympathy by the dam of constant repe- 
tition ? And, after all, ^ how trivial and 
absurd the whole thing is I Even a man 
whose career has been ruined by malicious 
persecution will be avoided like a pest if it 
IS known that he dins the account of his 
wrongs into everyone’s ears. How, then, 
shall the sufferer by the petty injuries of 
ordinary sport be listened to with patience ? 

Of all bores, the grievancemonger is the 
fiercest and worst. Lay this great truth 
by in your memory, and be mindful of 
it in more important matters than sport 
when the occasion arises. 

I have been asked to say, whether a man 
may abuse his gun ? I reply emphatically, 
no. A gun is not a mere ordinary machine. 

Its beautiful arrangement of locks, and 
springs, and catches, and bolts, and pins, 
and screws, its unaccountable perversities, 
its occasional fits of sulkiness, its lovely 
brown complexion, and its capacity both 
for kicking and for smoking, all prove that 
a gun is in reality a sentient being of a 
very high order of intelligence. You may 
be quite certain that if you abuse your 
gun, even when you may imagine it to be 
far out of earshot, comfortably cleaned and 
put to roost on its rack, your gun will re- 
sent it. Why are most sportsmen so silent, so distraits at break- 
fast ? Why do they dally with a scrap of fish, and linger over the 
consumption of a small kidney, and drink great draughts of tea 
to restore their equilibrium ? If you ask them, they will tell you 
that it’s because they’re “just a bit chippy,” owing to sitting up 
late, or smoking too much, or forgetting to drink a whiskey and 
soda before they went to bed. I know better. It is because they 
incautiously spoke evil of their guns, and their guns retaliated by 
haunting their sleep. I know guns have this power of projecting 
horrible emanations of themselves into the slumbers of ^ortsmen who 
have not treated them as they deserved. I have suffered from it 
myself. It was only last week that, having said something deroga- 
tory to the dignity of my second gun, I woke with a start at two 
o’clock in the morning, and found its wraith going through the most 
horrible antics in a patch of moonlight on my bed-room fioor. I shot 
with that gun on the following day, and missed nearly everything I 
shot at. Could there be a more convincing proof ? Take my advice, 
therefore, and abstain from abusing your gun. ^ 

Now your typical smoking-room conversation ought always to 
include the following subjects : — (1) The wrong-headed, unpopular 
man, whom every district possesses, and who is always at logger- 
heads vfith somebody; (2) “ The best shot in England,” who is to be 
foimd in every country-side, and in whose achievements all the 
sportsmen of his particular district take a patriotic pride ; (3) the 
folly and wickedness of those who talk or write ignorantly against 
any kind of sport ; (4) the deficiency of hares due to the rascally 
provisions of the Hares and Babbits Act ; (5) a few reminiscences, 
slightly glorified, of the particular day’s ^ort ; and (6) a prolonged 
argument on the relative merits of the old plan of shootmg birds 
over dogs, and the modern methods of wallrng them up or driving. 


These are not the only, but certainly the chief ingredients. Let 
me give you an example, drawn from my note-book. 

Scene — The Smoking-room of a Country-house in Decemher, Six 
Sportsmen in Smoking-coats, Time^ 11*15 P.M. 

First Sportsman [concluding a harangue). All I can say is, I never 
read such rot in all my life. Why, the fellow doesn’t know a gun 
from a cartridge-bag, I’m perfectly sick of reading that ever- 
lasting rubbish about “pampered minions of the aristocracy 
slaughtering the unresisting pheasant in his thousands at battues.” 
I wonder what the beggars imagine a rocketing pheasant is like ? 
I should like to have seen one of ’em outside Chivy Wood to-day. 
I never saw taller birds in my life. Talk of them being easy ! 
Why, a pheasant gets ever so much more show for Ms money when 
he ’s beaten over the guns. If they simply walk him up, he hasn’t 
got a thousand to one chance.^ Bah ! [Frmhs from a long glass. 

Second Sportsman, I saw in some paper the other day what the 
President of the United States thought about English battue- 
shootiug. Seemed to think we shot pheasants perched in the trees, 
and went on to say that wasn’t the sport for him ; he liked to go 
after his game, and find it for himself. Who the deuce cares if he 
does ? If he can’t talk better sense than that, no wonder Cleveland 
beat him in the election. 

Third Sp. Pure rubbish, of course. Still I must say, apart from 
pheasants, Hike the old plan of letting your dogs work. It’s far 
more sport than walking up partridges in 
line, or getting them driven at you. 

First Sp, My dear fellow, I don’t agree 
with you a bit. In the first place, as to 
driving — driven birds are fifty times more 
difidcult; and what’s the use of wasting 
time with setters or pointers in ordinary 
root-fields. It ’s all sentiment. 

[A long and animated discussion ensues, 
Tliis particular subject never fails to 
provoke a tremendous argument, 

[A few minutes later,) 

Second Sp, (to the host). What was the 
hag to-day, Chalmers P 

Chalmers. A hundred and forty-five 
pheasants, fifty-six rabbits, eleven hares, 
three pigeons, and a woodcock. We should 
have got a hundred and eighty pheasants 
if they hadn’t dodged us in the big wood. 
I can’t make out where they went. 

Second Sp. It ’s a deucefi difficult wood 
to beat, that is. I thought we should have 
got more hares, all the same. 

Chalmers, Hares ! I think I ’m precious 
lucky to get so many nowadays. There 
won’t be a hare left in a year or two. 

[The discussion proceeds,) 

Third Sp, How ’s old Johnny Baikes 
shooting this year ? I never saw such a chap 
for rocketers. They can’t escape Mm. 

Chalmers, I asked him to-day, but he couldn’t come. I think for 

E heasants he ’s quite the best shot in England. Nobody can beat 
im at that game. 

Fourth Sp, Hasn’t he got some row or other on with Craceside ? 
Chalmers, Yes. That makes fourteen rows Craceside has got 
going on all at once. He seems to revel in them. His latest move 
was to refuse to pay tithe, and when the parson levied a distress, lie 
made all Ms tenants drunk and walked at their head blowing a post- 
horn. He ’s as mad as a hatter. 

So there you have a sample conversation, sketched in outline. 
You wiU find it accurate enough. All you have to do is to select for 
yourself the part you mean to play in it. 


Something to Live For. 

[From the Literary Club Smoking-room.) 

Cynicus, I ’m waiting till my friends are dead, in order to write My 
Beminiscences ? 

Amicus, Ah, hut remember. “ JDe mortuis nil nisi bonumf^ 
Cynicus, Q,uite so, I shall tell MotMng hut exceedingly good 
stories about them. 


So Like Her! — “ I can never trust Mm,” said Mrs. B., alluding 
to a friend of hers, who considered himseH well up in Shakspeare, 
“because I’ve found out before now that he gargles Ms quo- 
tations.” 


Note. — “ The Man who Would,” will appear next week. No. IT. 
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THE RHODES COLOSSUS. 

[** Mr. Ehodes atmoTinced that it was his intention, either v^ith the help 
of his friends or by himself, to continue the telegraph northwards, across the 
Zambesi, through Nyassaland, and, along Lake langanyika to Uganda. Noi 
18 this all. . . . This colossal M.onte Cristo means to cross the Soudan .... 
and to complete the overland telegraph hue from Cape Tow’n to Cairo ; that 
is, from England to the whole of her possessions oi colonies, or ‘ spheres of 
influence’ in Africa.” — The Times. '\ 

The World’s Seven Wonders are surely outshone! 

On Marvel World’s billows ’twill toss ns — ’twill toss ns, 

To watch him, Director and Statesman in one, 

This Seven-Leagne-Booted Colossus — Colossus ! 

Combining in one super- 
natural blend 
Plain ^ Commerce and 
Imagination — gination ; 

O’er Africa striding from 
dark end to end, 

To forward black emanci- 
pation — cipation. 

Brobdingnagian Bagman, 
big Dreamer of Dreams, 

A Titan of tact and 
shrewd trader — shrewd 
trader ! 

A diplomat full of finesse 
and sharp schemes, 

With a touch of the pious 
Crusader — Crusader ! 

A “ Dealer ” with despots, 
a “ Sguarer ” of Kings, 

A jumper of mountain, 
lake, wilderness, wady, 

And manager ’cute of 
such troublesome things 
As Lobenguxa or the 
Mahdi - the Mahdi. 

Well may Abercoen won- 
der and Pipe tootle 
praise, 

His two thousand hearers 
raise ^ cheering — raise 
cheering. 

Of wild would-be Scnttlers 
he proves the mad craze, 

And of Governments 
prone to small-beering 
— smaU-beering. 

SuUen Boers may prove 
bores to a man of less 
tack 

A duner funk wiles Por- 
tugnesy— tngnesy ; 

But Dutchmen, black po- 
tentates, all sorts, in 
fact, 

To Bhodes the astute 
come quite easy — quite 
easy. 


The British South- African Company’s shares 
May be at a discount— (Trade-martyrs I — ^trade-martyrs !) — 
But he, our Colossus, strides on, he declares, 

Whether with or without chums or charters— or charters. 
Hooray ! We brave Britons are still to the front — 

Provided we ’ve someone to boss us — ^to boss us ; 

And Scnttlers will have their work cut out to shunt 
This stalwart, far-striding Colossus — Colossus I 


PEACTICAL THEOSOPHY. 

Mrs. Besaht is said to have told a representative of a daily paper, 
that “ an adept in Theosophy uses his supernatural powers solely for 
his own convenience, just as ordinary people avail themselves of a 
messenger, or the telephone or telegraph.” 

We nave it on the very best of authority that the discharge of 
handbills from aerial bombs is to be entirely surpassed as a method for 
advertising a commodity, by a new and protected process. 

“A Company is being formed,” so runs the prospectus, “ for the 
express purpose of importing Mahatmas of the very best vintage 
(guaranteed extra sec)^ direct from Thibet, where an exceptionally 
luxuriant crop has been produced during past years. 

“ They will be shipped 
to any port in the United 
Kingdom, and delivered to 
any address, carriage free, 
at prices wldch will com- 
pare most favourably with 
those quoted by foreign 
firms for inferior articles. 

“The trade supplied by 
special contract. 

‘ ‘ They will prove invalu- 
able to advertisers and 
others. 

“No family should be 
without one. Order early. 

“They can be used for 
a variety of purposes ; but 
they will be found most 
particularly serviceable for 
distributing handbills and 
posters, especially in inac- 
cessible places. 

“ Domestic servants en- 
tirely superseded by them. 

“Prompt and accurate 
delivery of any object may 
be effected by their agency, 
owing to their marvellous 
powers of precipitation. 

“ Full instructions for 
working^, and instruments 
for repairing, supplied with 
each specimen. 

“Not liable to get out of 
order. 

“ Safe in the hands of a 
child. Yet they are not toys. 

“Procurable of any re- 
spectable Lunatic Asylum. 

“Ask for Our Brand, 
and see that you get none 
other. 

“Bew^e of worthless 
foreign imitations, which 
dishonest dealers will try 
to foist upon you. 

** Of Mahatmas young, and 
Mahatmas old, 

Of Mahatmas meek, and 
Mahatmas bold, 

Of Mahatmas gentle, aud Mahatmas rough, 

We lay long odds that we ’U sell enough.” 

The financial column of the Journal of the Future, we may expect, 
will read somewhat as follows: — “Mahatmas opened weak, but 
slowly advanced a third. Later they became stronger, and closed 
firm at 8J. Latest — ^Mahatmas fell rapidly.” 

Tempora mutantur^ nos et mutamur in %llis. 



A HEARTY WELCOME. 


Local Myman{who also officiates at Funerals), “Mobnin’, Sib. Glad to see 
YOU OUT AGAIN 1 KeALLT THOUGHT I SHOULD ’a’ HAD THE HONOUR OF DbIVIN’ 

YOU TO THE Cemetery, Sib I ” 


Taxes. A Hoarding and Saving Clause.— of an 
article in the Times on this subject, and a paragraph ot Mr. Punches ^ 
last week, anent “Hoardings,” we may now put a supplementary 
question in this form, “ As Government taxes Savings, would it not 
he quite consistent to tax Hoardings f ” Since the answer must, 
logically, he in^ the aflSrmative, let Government begin at once with 
all the Hoardings displaying any kind of hideous pictorial 
advertisement. 


“He rumbles so in his conversation,” observed Mrs. K. of an 
orator whose sentences were considerably involved, “that I can 
seldom catch the grist of what he says.” 


Charity begins Abroad. — The following advertisement (which 
recently appeared in the Times) has been sent for solution : — 

a ENTLEMAN, with knowledge of business and disposing of 100,000 francs, 
is desirous of EEPRESENTING, either m Europe, Africa, America, or 
elsewhere, a serious FIRM, capable of giving important profits. Offers to be 
addressed, &c. 

In reply to this appeal, Mr. Punch begs to say that “ the gentle- 
man with knowledge of business” seems to he anxious to act as an 
alter ego to a serious (not a jocular) firm “capable of giving 
profits.” “Gentleman” does not specify whose profits the 
serious firm is capable of giving, and thus it may he presumed 
that the 100,000 francs would form the capital with which the 
charitable transaction would be conducted. This is the more 
probable as “ Gentleman ” says he knows how to dispose of them. 
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ISTo. lY. 

The Ieish Giant Babt At Home.” 

The exterior of the Show is painted to represent a Cottage, mid^ heaps 
the highly improhahle name oj^ “PoiliT O’Geacioits,” 
even less credible announcement that this is the identical '"^little 
cot where she was hornJ^ Inside is an ordinary tent, with^ a 
rough platform at the further end, whereon is an empty chair, 
at which a group of small Boys, two or three young Women, and 
so 7 ne middle-aged Farm-labourers, have been solemnly and 
patiently staring for the last quarter of an hour. 

First Farm labourer [to Second), I bin in ’ere ’bout erf aa boar, 
I bey, and ain’t seed nowt so fur I 
Second F, L, Same ’ere ! Seems to take ’em a proper good time 
a-gittin’ o’ tbis ’ere baby olaned up ! 

First F, L, Ab, it do. But look at tbe size on ber I 
Seco7id F, L, Size 1 They cuda’t be no 
slower not witb a bellypbant 1 
[The tedium is relieved by a very audible 
dispute outside between the Briver of 
the Babfs Caravan and the Wife of 
the Conjuror next door, who^ appears 
to have excited the Driver's displeasure 
by consenting to take the money in the 
absence of the Baby' s proprietress. 

The Driver {with dignity). I consider it 
a bloomin’ bberty, and a downright niece 
of bimpertinence, you cornin’ ’ere interferin’ 
witb witb my business — and so I tell yer ! 

The Ladp {with more dignity). I ’m not 
taking no liberties witb nobody — she ast me 
to it, or I sbondn’t be ’ere — I don’t want 
to take tbe money, not without bein’ ast to 
do so. She come and ast me to take ber 
place while she was away, and in^ course I 
wasn’t goin’ to say no. 

Driver, Don’t you tork to me. I know 
what you are, puttin’ yerself forward 
wbeneyer yer can— a goin’ tellin’ tbe people 
on tbe road as you was tbe Baby’s mother ! 

The Lady. 1 never said no such thing ! 

Why should I want to tell secb a story 
for ? 

Driver, Arsk yourself— nob me. And 
p’raps you never said yon ’ad valuable pro- 
perty in onr waggin’ neither. 

Lady {apparently cut to the heart by this 
accusation). It’s a false’oodl I never ’ad 
no valuable property in your waggin’, nor 
yet nobody else’s ; and I ’ll thank you to 
keep your distance, and not go raggin’ 
me. 

Driver {edging nearer). I’ll keep my 
distance. But don’t you make no imstake 
— I ’m not to be played witb ! I ’m sick o’ 
your goin’s on. And then {reviving a rank- 
ling and mysterious grievance) to think o’ 
you a comm’ mincin’ up on tbe road witb 
yer {mimicking), “Ob, yus, Mrs. Faie- 
CHiLD, there’s a blacksmith jest across tbe 
way I ” "What call ’ad you got to shove your 
nose in like that, eb ? yon ’re a interferin’ cat, that ’s what you are ! 
[The Conjuror’s Lady is moved to the verge of tears and assault, and 
her wrath is only assuaged by the arrived of the missing Fropri- 
etress, who patches up a temporary peace ; presently the hangings 
at the hack are parted, and an immensely stout child, dressed in 
an inf ant' s frock, waddles in, hoists herself on the platform and 
into the chair, from which she regards the Spectators with stolid 
composure ; the small hoys edge hack, nudge one another and 
snigger furtively ; the girls say “ Oh, lor I ” in a whisper, and 
a painful silence follows, 

^ A Middle-aged Labourer {feeling the awkwardness of the situa- 
tion), ’Ow old may you be, Kissy ? 

The Giant Baby {with a snap). Ten ! 

[She gazes all round with the hauteur peculiar to a phenomenon, and 
her visitors are only relieved from the strain by the timely appear- 
ance of the Fxhibitor, a Mulatto lady, who gives a brief biogra- 
phical sketch of the Infant 's career, with details of her weight 
and measurements,^ Then Miss Boily sings a stanza of ^'‘Little 
Annie Booney" in a phonographic manner, dances a few 
ponderous steps, and identifies the most sheepish ymxth in the 
audience — much to his embarrassment — as her sweetheart, after 
which her audience is permitted to shake hands with her and 
depart. 



** Concealed in each o’ these small porcels is a prize 
o’ more or less value.” 


A Pbizb Lotteky. 

A Young Man in a light suit, and a paste pin in a dirty white necktie, 
has arrived with a chest, from which he extracts a quantity of 
small parcels in coloured tissue-paper. 

The Young Man {as a group collects around him), Kow, I’m ’ere 
to orfer those amon^ yer who ’ave tbe courage to embark in specki- 
lation an unrivalled opportunity of enriching themselves at next to 
no expense. Concealed in each o’ these smdl porcels is a prize o’ 
more or less value, amongst them bein’, I may tell yer, two ’nndred 
threepenny pieces, not to mention ’igber coins np to ’arf a sov’rin. 
Mind, I promise nothing — ^I only say this : that those who show con- 
fidence in me I ’ll reward beyond their utmost expectations. {To an 
Agricultural Labourer ’Ere, you Sir, ’ave you ever 

seen me before in all your life ? ^ 

The Agricultural Labourer {with a conscientious fear of committing 
himself). I may ’ave. 

The Young Man. You may ’ave ! ^Ave you ? ’Ave I ever seen 
you f Come now ! 

The Agr, L. {cautiously). I carn’t answer 
fur what you ’ve seen, Sir. 

The Y. M, Well, pe you a friend o’ mine ? 
The A. L. {after inward searchings), Hot 
as I ’m aweer on. 

The Y. M, Then take tbis packet. {The 
A. L grins and hesitates.) Give me a penny 
for it. {The A. L. hangs lack,) Do as I 
say I {Mis tone is so peremptory that the 
A. L. hastens to obey.) How don’t open that 
till I tell you, and don’t go away — or I 
shall throw the money after yer. {The A. 
L. remains in meek expectation ; Old Billy 
Eaieplay, and a Spotty-faced Mun, happen 
to pass ; and join the group out of innocent 
curiosity.) Will you give me a penny for 
tbis. Sir? [To the Spotty-faced One. who 
shakes Ms head.) ^ To oblige Me I {This is 
said in such an insinuating tone, that it is 
impossible to resist him.) How you ’ve 
shown your confidence in me, will you open 
that packet and show tbe company what it 
contains. 

The Spotty -faced Man {undoing the 
packet). There ’s notbink inside o’ mine— 
it ’s a reg’lar do ! [Roars of laughter. 

The Y, M, Guite right— there 
notbinlr inside o’ tbet partickler packet. I 
put it there a-purpose, as a test. But I 
don’t want nobody to go away dissatisfied 
witb my manner o’ doin’ business, and, 
though I ain’t promised yer nothing, I ’ll 
show yer I’m better than my word, and 
them as trusts me ’ll find no reason to 
repent of ’aving done so. ’Ere’s your 
original penny back, Sir, and one, two, 
three more atop of that— wait, I ain’t done 
witb yer yet — ’ere’s sixpence more, be- 
cause I ’ve took a fancy to yer face — and 
now I ’ope you ’re satisfied ! 

The Bp.-F, M, ijn an explanatory under- 
tone to his neighbours), 1 knew it’s on’y 
them as comes last tbet gits left, d’ yer see ! 
[^Several bystanders hasten to purchase. 

Old Billy Fairplay [in an injured tone). There ain’t on’y a three- 
penny-bit in mine ! 

The Y, M, ’Ark at ’im — ^there’s a discontented ole josser for yer I 
I carn’t put ’arf a sov’riu’ in all o’ tbe packets, not and make my 
expenses. P’raps yon ’U ’ave better luck next time. 

[The packets are in more demand than ever. 

The Agr, L, May I open tbis ’ere packet now, Master ? 

The Y, M, If you don’t tell nobody what ’s in it, yon may, I ’ve 
sold as many as I keer to a’ ready. 

The Agr. L, {opening the parcel, and finding a toy-watch of the 
value of one farthing sterling), ’Ere, I ’ll give yer this back— ’tain’t 
no good to me I 

The Y, M, {with concern). I ’m reelly very sorry, Sir, I ’ve given 

yon a wrong ’nn by mistake. I quite fancied as ^low me to 

apologise, and, as a proof I ’aven’t lost your good opinion, give me a 
penny for tbis one. 

[Me selects a packet with great care from the heap. 

The A, L, Yon don’t take me in no moor — I ’d sooner m^e ye a 
present o’ tbe penny ! 

The Y, M, {wounded). Don’t talk like that, Sir — ^yon ’ll be sorry 
for it afterwards I {In a whisper.) It ’s all right this time, 
s’elp me I 

The A, L,1 know as it’s akitcb o’ some sort . , . — ^bows’ever, 


Beobmbee IDs 1892.] 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAKIVAEI. 


269 


jesttMs once. {SCe purchases another packet, and is rewarded hy 
an eyeglass, constructed of cardboard and coloured gelatine, which he 
flings into the circle in a fury i) ^Tis nobbut a darned swindle— and 
I Ve done wi’ ^^e ! Ye ^re all a pack o’ rogues togetker ! 

[Exit, amidst laughter from the rest, whose confidence, however, 
has been rewarded by very similar results* 

The T* M* He don’t know wnat he ’s lost by giyin^ way to his 
narsty temper— bnt there, I forgive ’im ! [He begins to replace the 
remaining parcels in the chest ; one packet escapes his notice, and is 
instantly pounced upon by a sharp, but penniless urchin,) How, 
Gentlemen. I ’m ’ere reppersentin’ two Charitable Institootions — 
the Blind Asylum, and the Idjut Oriins— but I ’m bloomin’ sorry to 
say that, this time, arter I’ve deducted my httle trifling commission, 
there’ll be a bloomin’ little to ’and over to either o’ them deservin’ 
Sercieties ; so, thenkin’ you aU, and wishin’ you bloomin’ good luck, 
and ’appiness and prosperity throug;h life, I ’ll say good-bye to yer.^ 
The Sharp Urchin [after retiring to a safe distance with his 
booty,) Theer inside of ’un — I can ’ear un a-rartlin’ . . , ’ow 
many moor wrops I ’Tis money, fur sartin ! . , . [Eemoves the last 
wra^ing, Ha'^hen but a silly owld cough-drop I (He calls after 
the Young Man, who is retreating with Mr, Faj[EPLA.y, and his spotty 
Mend,) I ’ve a blamed good mind to ’ave th’ Lar on ye fur that, 
i hev— a chatin’ foaks i’ sech a way ! Why don’t ye act honest 

[Js left masticating the cough’4o%enge in speechless indignation. 


“THE SINS OE SOCIETY/^ 

yesterday, in the ^ Fortnightly, this article by Ouida. 
Resolved to follow her teachings at once. Changed my “ frightful, 
grotesgue, and disgraceful male costume ” for the most picturesque 
garments I had — a Jdlt, a blue bla 2 er, and a yellow turban, which I 
once wore at a fancy dress ball. Then strolled along Piccadilly to 
the Club. Rather cool. Having abandoned “ the most vulgar form 
of salutation, the shake-hands,” bowed distantly to several men 
I had known for years — ^but they looked another way. Met a police- 
man. “Hullo!” he said. “Come out o’ that! Your place is in 
the road.” He mistook me for a sandwich-man ! Explained that I 
was advocating a new style of dress. “ Where ’s yer trousers ? ” he 
asked. “ Trousers ! ” I cried. “ Why, Ouida. ’’—but it was useless 
to explain to such a fool — so I left him. 

At the Club, immense astonishment. Again explained. Members 
tapped their foreheads, and said I had better see the Doctor. ^ Why? 
Then they all avoided me. Grand chance to show my ability “to 
support solitude, and to endure silence.” Deuced dull, but it saved 
me from “the poisoned atmosphere of crowded rooms.” Began tx) 
feel hungry about lunch-time, but^ happily remembered that “it is 
not luxury which is enervating, it is over-eating,” Exhausted, but 
virtuous. Remembered that I had to dine at my aunt’s. Awk- 
ward ! Could I go in that dress ? She is so prim, and so prejudiced 
in favour of trousers. Also she is so rich, and I was her heir. It 
needs money to obtain the luxury which the great teacher advocates. 
Hurried home, and put on hateful evening dress. Avoided hansoms, 
they being too much connected with one “ugly hurry- skurry,” 
and drove to my aunt’s in a damp, dirty four-wheeler. Even the 
new moralist herself would have been satisfied with the slowness of 
that. 

At dinner sat between two charming women, evidently as clever 
as they were beautiful. Suddenly remembered that we “ lose the 
subtle and fine flavours of our best dishes, because we consider our- 
selves obliged to converse with somebody,” and after that did not 
speak a word. Charming women stared, and then each turned 
towards me a beautiful shoulder, and I saw her face no more. Was 
just enjoying the flavours when I recollected that nothing “ can 
make even tolerable, artistically speaking, the sight of men and 
women sitting bolt upright close together taking their soup.” We 
were long past the soup, but it was not too late. I left the table at 
once, and reclined elegantly on the floor, with my plate by my side. 
“ Auoitstus,” said my Aunt, “are you ill?” I shook my head; 
I could not speak, for I was just enjoying an unusuaRy subtle 
flavour. Then one of the guests, a member of my Club, whispered 
to my aunt, and tapped his forehead. Then she tapped her forehead, 
and aU the guests tapped their foreheads. I had finished that 

flavour, so I said, “ My dear Aunt, I am not mad, I ” “ Then,” 

said she, “you must be intoxicated. Leave the house!” And, 
with the butler and the footmen escorting me to the street-door, I 
was obliged to do so. 

It is all over. I know that my Aunt will bequeath her fortune to 
the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Ancient Buildings among 
the Jews, but I am consoled by the thought that I, at least, have 
foRowed the noble teachings of the Hew MoraRty. 


“ Whek Fotod make a Hote oe,”— By Captain Scuttle, to 
British East African Co. : — “Your Room is better than your Com- 
pany.’ 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The title of Mr. Cohah Doyle’s new book, Adventures of Sherlock 
Holmes, is incomplete without the addition of , “AndtheD.D., or 
Dummy Doctor,” who plays a part in the narratives analogous to 
that of “Charles, his Friend,” on the stage. The book is, in many 
respects, a tbrRler, reminding one somewhat of The Diary of a Late 
Physician, by Samuel Wahkeh. This volume is handsomely got up 
— ^too handsomely — and profusely, too profusely, illustrated. For 
both romancer and reader, such stories are better un-iRnstrated, A 
sensational picture attracts, and distracts. In this coReotion the 
Baron can recommend The Beryl Coronet, The Bed^Headed League, 
The Copper Beeches, and The Speckled Band, The best time for 
reading any one of these stories is the last thing at night, before 
turning in. “ At such an hour, try The Speckled Band, and see 
how yon Rke it,” says the Bold Baron. 

The Baron’s assistant dives into the Christmas Card Basket, and 
produces Raphael Tuck ahh Sons, — “ Tuck,” a schoolword dear to 
“ onr boys,” — ^who lead ofl the Christmas dance. DaintRy and pic- 
turesquely got up, their Cards are quite fuR. Their Watteau Screens 
wiR' serve as smaR ornaments afterwards. These “ Correct Cards,” 
with few exceptions, are not particularly for Christmas, but for 
aR time. Here ’s^Luek to Raphael Tuck ! 

‘ ‘ Todger s’ s could do it when it Rked,” and so can Messrs. Hutchik- 
! SOH & Co.^ at this Fairy Tale time, when they bring out three capital 
j books, edited by Alpeed H. Miles ; i,e., Fifty -two Fairy Tales, 
Fifty-two other Stories for Boys, and Fijty-two other Stories for 
Girls, Why not Fairy Tales for ahoRday task, and an examination 
in Fairy Lore, with a Fairy Lore Degree for the successful candidate ? 

Then come Blackie akd Sons with Plenty from Henty — Mr. G. 
A. Henty — ^who at phristmas-time is anything bnt a “ Hon-Henty- 
ty.” Beric the Briton, In Greek Waters, Condemned as a Nihilist I 
— “,'Go it, Henty ! ” The Baron cheers you onward. 

The Thirsty Sword, 
byRoBEBT Leiuhton. 

It ’s a kilRng story. 

An Old-Time Yarn, 
by Ebgae Pickeeinu, 
about the adventures 
of Deake and Haw- 
kins. Hawkins, ma- 
riner, not Sir ’Eney, 
the Judge. Hew yarn. 

Strong old salts — ^very 
refreshing. 

The Bull Calf, 
brought out for John 
Bull Junioe’s amuse- 
ment at Christmas, and seasonably iRustrated by Feost, is a queer 
sort of animal of the Two Maos Donxey breed. Right for Himmo 
to have some fun at Christmas, according to old example, ^^Nimmo 
mortalium omnibus horis sapiV'' 

What ’s in a name ? not the first time this question has been asked 
and answered— but ’tis impossible for the Baron to avoid quoting it 
now, when in consequence of its title, he was within an ace of putting 
aside The Germ Growers, under the impression that it was a scien- 
tific work on BaciRus and PhyRoxera. On taking it up, however, 
the Baron soon became deeply interested, but was subsequently 
annoyed to find how the artful author had beguiled Mm by leading 
up to a kind of imitation of the In hoc Signo vinces legend, and had 
somewhat adroitly adapted to his purpose the imagery of one of the 
most poetic and sublime of ancient Scripture narratives ; i,e,, where the 
prophet sees the chariots of Israel in the air. One remarkable thing 
about the romance is the absence of “love-motive,” and, indeed, tbe 
absence of aR female interest. ^ Here and there the Canon writes 
carelessly, as instance the foRowing paragraph:— 

“ Then he got a little glass-tube into which he put something out of a 
very pm n il bottle, which he took from a number of others which lay side by 
side m a little case which he took out of a pocket in the side of the car.’’ 

Apart from other faults, there are too many “ whiches ” here, and 
nuRke Ms maRgnant hero, Davolif the Canon doesn’t seem to be well 
up in Ms “ wMch-craft.” Clever Canon Pottee must turn out from 
Ms Potteries some ware superior to tMs for the pubRc and 

The Baron. 


Reflection in the Mist. — You could have “ cut the fog, it was 
so tMck ” is a common expression* But the fog, unwelcome as it 
always is, is not Rke an unwelcome acquaintance, who can be 
“cut” or avoided by turning down a street, or by pretending 
unconsciousness of Ms proximity. 


Ghestion foe a Leual Exam. — ^If a farmer pur ebased a good mReh 
cow reared at Dorking, wbat would be its (old style) legal produce ? 
Answer or Mejoinder, — ^Why, of course, some sort of Surrey-butter. 
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CULTCHAH! 

Sulmrlart BelU {U Jisr Dresmxiker). **And I should like a Medici Collar to mt Tea- 

aOWK. Do YOU UNDERSTAND ? A MeDICI COLLAR— LIKE THAT OF THE YeNUS DE MBDICI I ’* 


“DATT JONES'S LOCKER." 

Davy J ones, loquitur / — 

Fifteen men on the dead man^s chest* Hey I 
ho . and a hoUle of rum ! ” 

Faith, that a choms I can rattle off vdth 
zest. Cratef ally it clatters upon Davy’s 
tym-pa-num, 

Like a devil’s tattoo from Death’s 'drum! 
Fi! Fo! Fuml These he very parlous 
times for old legends of the sea. 

Yanderdecooin is taboo’d, the Sea Sarpint 
is pooh-pooh’d, but ’tis plain as any 
pikestaff they can’t disestablish Me I 


Daddy I^eptune may delight in the Island 
trim and tight, where his sea-dogs breed 
and fight, as in days of yore, 

When old Charlie Dibdin’s fancy piped 
free songs of Jack and Nancy, of Jolly 
Salts at sea, and Old Tarry-Breeks ashore ; 
But if Britons rule the waves, as the grog- 
fired sailor raves, when he dreams of 
glorious graves in the deep dark main, 
Daddy Ne3»wnb must allow Davy shares 
his empire now, or the Sultan and the 
Howe have gone down in vain. 

Daddy Neexune loves me not. Plumped hy 
storm or hy shot, my Locker held a lot 
in the days gone by, 


But ’tis daily growing fuller. Is the British 
Tar off colour, are the sea-dogs slower, 
duller, though as game to die ? 

Has Science spoilt their skill, that their ifqn 
pots so fill my old Locker ? How I thrill 
at the lumbering crash, 

When a-orunch upon a rock, with a thun- 
dering Titan Siock, goes some shapeless 
metal block, to immortal smash ? 

Oh I it’s real, rasping fun! Mighty hull, 
monster gun, all axe mine ere all ’s done ; 
and the millions madly spent 
On a loUopping woUoping kettle, with ten 
thousand tons of metal sink as the Titans 
settle, turtle-turned, or wrenched and 
rent, 

To my rocks and my ooze. I seem little like 
to lose hy the “ Progress ” some abuse, 
and the many crack up. 

Ah! Nedtune, sour old lad, Davy Jones 
may well look glad at the modern Iron- 
clad, and thank Armstrong and Frupp I 

Science and Salvage ? Fudge ! If I am any 
judge, my sea-depths and salt sludge 
will not lose hy them* 

Nep calls me callous mocker, but, according 
to my Cocker, I may laugh, with a full 
^ Locker, whilst the fools condemn. 

Think of daring the blue brine with a chart 
of the Eighty-Nine, and “a regular gold- 
mine ” in one huge black hulk ! 

Whilst the lubbers stick to that, I shall 
flourish and grow fat like a shark or 
ocean-rat, though old Nep may sulk.^ 

Demon-Sexton of the Deep! Ha! ha I 
Ho ! ho I I keep my old office. Wives 
t may weep, and the taxpayers moan ; 

I Let the grumblers make ^peal to King 
I Science ! Lords of Steel, Iron Chieftains, 

1 do ye feel when your victims groan ? 
i Davy Jones is well content with that tribute 
ye have sent, with the millions ye have 
spent just to glut his gorge ; 

He had seldom such a fill in the days of 
wood-;-and skill — constant sea-fights, or 
the spill of the Royal George* 

G-ood old false last-centuxy Chart 1 Though 
the conning may he smart, and the 
steersman play his part, Palinurus-like, 
Whilst they trust to your vain vellum, which 
is almost sure to sell ’em, even Davy 
Jones can tell ’em, they may sink or 
strike. 

Hooray, King Death, hooray! Who says 
we ’ ve had our day ! Pass the rum and 
let’s he gay. Not that “dead man’s 
chest,” 

Robert Louis grimly sings, like my 
“Locker Chorus” rings — mingling 
weirdly wedded things— grisly doom and 
jest I 


On an Irish. Landlord. 

“Love thon thy Land!” So sang the 
Laureate. 

Were that sole Landlord duty, you’d 
fulfiliti 

But land makes not a Land, nor soil a States 
Loving your land, how sullenly you hate — 
The People— who ’ve to till it f 

Of the earth, earthy is that love of soil 

Which for wide-acred wealth will sap and 
s^il 

The soTus and sinews of the thralls of Toil. 

Churl I Bear a human heart, a liberal hand ! 

Ihen thou may’st say that thou d^st “love 
thy Land.” 


When a Stag has once been uncarted, and 
has been ^en so many minutes law to get 
away, the Huntsman may correctly allude to 
him as “ The Deer Departed.’’ 
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Dave Jones. “ AHA I SO LONG AS THEY STICK TO THEM OLD CHARTS, NO FEAR O’ MY LOCKER 

BEIN’ EMPTY 1 ! ” 
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RECONCILIATION. 

{Scene from that new Screaming Farce “ The FoUtical Fox and CoxT) 

f “ Mr. G-ladstone (sajs the Failg Chronicle) has efifeoted a formal reconciliation with the Member 
for Noithampton. He visited Mr. and Mrs. LABOUcnERE, took tea with them, and had a long and very 
cordial interview. So far, indeed, as Mr. Laboucheue ever had any personal feeling in reference to 
his exclusion from the Ministry, it may be regarded as dead.’*] 



Fox, Althougli we are not destined to 
ocenpv the same — ahem 1— Cabinet Council 
ChamDer—at present, I don’t see any neces- 
sity for OUT cutting each other’s political 
throat, Sir. 

Cox. Hot at all. It’s an operation that 
I should decidedly object to. 

Fox. And, after all, I ’ve no Tiolent ani- 
mosity against you^ Sir, 

Cox. Hor haye I any rooted antipathy to 
you. Sir. 

Fox. Besides, it was all— -ahem !— -Mrs.— 
ahem ’s fault, Sir ! 

Cox [embarrassed . "Well — ahem !— my— er 
— loyalty— as a man of honour— to— er— that 
lady, Sir, forbids, Sir, my saying, or— er — 

permitting to be said 

[Gradually approaching chairs. 

Fox. Ah, exactly, I quite understand that. 
The truth is ^ 

Cox [quickly). A most excellent thing, in 
its way. I always see it. 

Fox. Yery well, Sir ! 

Cox. Yery well. Sir I [Pause. 

Fox. Take a little jam, Sir I 

Cox. Thank you, Sir ! 

[Taking a spoonful, Pause. 

Fox. Bo you sing, Sir f 

Cox [modestly). 1 haye, in days gone by, 
done a Httle Hegro Minstrelsy. 

Fox. Then give us a breakdown. [Pause.) 
Well, well, perhaps the suggestion’s a little 
inopportune. What is your pinion of smoking, 
Sir ? [Produces cigarette. 

Cox [tartly). I think it is fu pestilent 
practice, Sir I 

Fox [mjffind* So do some other singular 
people, Sir. To he sure,^ they may not so 
much ohieot to it if the pipes are not loaded. 

Cox, Ho — I daresay that does make some 
difEerence. i 


Fox. And yet, Sic, on the other hand, 
doesn’t it strike you, as rather a waste of 
time, for people to keep puffing away at pipes 
(or Programmes) with nothing in ’em. ? 

Cox [drily). Ho, Sir — not more than any 
other harmless recreation — such, for instance, 
as posing as a Party leader, without any 
Party. 

Fox [aside). Some of his own Party may be 
found a bit shaky. Hext time I myite him, 
it may be to tea— and turn-out ! 

Cox [aside). Let him put that in his pipe 
(or cigarette) and smoke it ! 

Fox [aloud). Well, well, now we so tho- 
roughly understand each other, what — eyen 
Programmes— shall part us ? 

Cox. Who— even— ahem I a certain Party, 
shall tear us asunder ? 

Fox. Cox! 

Cox. Box I 

* [About to embrace. Box stops^ seizes 
Cox’s hand^ and looks eagerly in Ms 
face. 

Fox. You’ll excuse the apparent insanity 
of the remark, hut the more I gaze on your 
features, the more I’m conyinoea that you’d 
never he such a suicidal idiot as to — seek 
another Chamber ? 

Cox [winking). Walker! 

Fox. Ah— tell me— in mercy tell me — ^have 
you such a thing as the “ Strawberry Leaves ” 
in your eye ? 

Cox. Ho! 

Fox. Then we are brothers I 

[They rush into each other* s arms, 

Cox. Of course, we stop where we are ? 

Fox. Of course I 

Cox. For between you and me, I ’m rather 
partial to the House. 

Fox. So am feel guite at home in it. 

Cox. Everything so clean and comfortable I 


Box. And I ’m sure its Mistress, Mrs.— 
ahem ! — from what httle I he seen of her, is 
yery anxious to do her best. 

Cox. So she is — and I vote, Box, that we 
stand by her ! 

Box. Agreed! [winks]. There ’s my hand 
upon it— join but yours— agree that the House 
is big enough to hold us both, then Box 

Cox. And Cox 

Both. Arc satisfied! {Cwtain. 


PACT, OE PUNK ? 

SiE, — ^WiU you permit me to protest against 
the sbo eking insecurity of life and property in 
London ? 'What are the Police doing r Only 
yesterday I was walking, in the middle of the 
day^ in a rather quiet road in tMs suburb, 
when a highway robber^ disguised as an 
ordinary beggar, asked me for a copper ! His 
look was most forbidding^ and he put his 
hand under his coat in a way that convinced 
me he was about to draw a revolver ! I at 
once gave him my purse, with half-a-crown 
in it, which seemed to pacify him, and I 
am convinced that I owe my life to my 
presence of mind. The shock, however, has 
quite prostrated me, and my medical adviser 
has already paid me three visits^ on the 
strength of it, and says I need “careful 
watching for some ^ time.” He has very 
kindly ])ut oH a holiday, in order to watch 
me, which is sufficient to prove what a 
diabolical outrage I have been the victim of l 
Yours, indignantly, 

Oozynook, Sydenham. Tajbitha Q-ibltjioy. 


Leiae Me. Punch,— We are coming to a 
really awful state of things in the Strand I 
A Mend of mine (who does not wish his name 
mentioned) assures me that he was proceed- 
ing from the Q-aiety Restaurant, where he 
had been lunching, towards Charing Cross, 
when he was “attacked by; Yektigo ” in 
broad day-light ! Comment is needless. If 
dangerous foreign bandits like this Yebti&o 
— who from his name must be an Italian— are 
permitted to plunder innocent pedestrians 
with impunity, the sooner we abolish our 
Police Force and save the expense, the better. 
Ho Alakjoest. 


Peak Ed’tok,— I write you a line to say 
I ’ve jus’ been ’suited— grossly ’suited— on 
Thames ’Bankmen’. Walkin’ ’long— quite 
shober— sud’ly ’costed by man dressed like 
’pleeceman. Said “ lot bad krakters about ” 
— took hold of my arm — ^wanted see me into 
I cab. I saw through him at once. It was 
a plot! Wanted steal vabble watch — for- 
shately lef’ watch home. Angry at not 
findin’ watch— bundled me into cab anyhow 
— feel ’fects still. Whash ScoHand Yard 
’bout ? Are spekbuH citizens to be ’suited 
bypleece— by me’dress-li’pleece, I mean? 
It ’s all true ’bout Lunn’ bein’ most unsafe. 
Norra word’ of ’xagg’ration I Cre’ *xperto. 
Thash Latin ! Shows I ’m spekbiiU. N o more 
now I He’ache, Yours, Rum PxnsroH. 


Sir Gerald Portal. 

Op Afric’s districts C. and E., 

’Tis clear to any mortal, 

We ’ve but to keep our Afric key, 
And enter by our Poktal. 


The following mysterious advertisement is 
cut from the Grantham Journal : — 


W ANTED, to Purchase, a HALF-LEGGED 
Horse, five years old, suitable for Building 
work, about 16 hands. — Address, See. 


Is the horse to have two legs ? Hot on all 
fours with nature ? And the sixteen h^ds ? 
Compensation for want of legs ? Giiv© it up 1 
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THE NEXT ELECTION PIC-NIO. 

{By Oicr OwTt Prophetic Reporter . ) 


gence by asking them if they understood Spanish. Of course, they 
aid. {Loud laughter.) He was quite sure that the Signora’s third 
verse and accompanying dance must have convinced everyone of 


A FEW days since a “ Grand Intellectual ” was given by the the advantages of Fair Trade. (Laughter.) He saw no reason 
Flower League in advancement of the Patriotic Cause, in the grounds for merriment. {Renewed laughter.) He had now come to that 
of the Duke of DixchWateb. The Hailway Companies afforded important subject Bi-metallism. (Cheers.) They had been told 
unusual facilities for securing a large gathering, and there was that whereas speech was silver, silence was golden. Aear/”) 

much enthusiasm amongst those who were present. To meet the To show the advantage of silver (represented by speech), the Blue- 
requirements of decisions arrived at during the trial of recent eyed Higger would give a native song accompanied on his own 
Election Petitions, it was arranged that some one competent to banjo. (Loud applause.) 

undertake the task should introduce and explain the various dis- The Blue-eyed Higger then favoured the company with one of his 
tractions afforded for the entertainment of the very numerous com- characteristic ditties. 












pany. Mr, A. Briefless, — — ^ ^ 

JUNIOR, Barrister, of Lon- 
don, kindly consented to _ 

poetry of motion. ^ 

Hpon this, five gentlemen 

MILITARY EDUCATION. 

whom the Lecturer had General. “Mr. De Bridoon, what is the general use or Cavalry in 
referred) ;^rformed a senes modern warfare ? ” 

of feats of strength, which Mr. de Bridoon. “ Well, I suppose to give Tone to what would othbr- 
inclnded standing on one wise be a mere Vulgar Brawl ! ” 

another’s heads, jumping * 

through hoops, and turning quadruple somersaults. force me to put on my hat— -do not cause 

^ter their performances were over Mr. Bbxepless resumed. JFtrst J^em. Surely a civil question de 




/./ 


MILITARY EDUCATION. 


The Lecturer said he had 
now to thank his audience 
for their kind attention, 
and to inform them that 
the display of fireworks 
with^ set-pieces containing 
political sentiments ap- 
pealing to their reason, 
would take place imme- 
diately. 

Shortly afterwards the 
company separated, greatly 
pleased with the rational 
entertainment they had 
been invited to enjoy. 


ADAPTED EEOM 
THE EEEHCH. 

(Being a Parisian Parlia- 
mentary Procedtcre as 
‘ ‘ She Might he Spoke in 
JBngland. ”) 

Scene — The House ^ of 
Corninons^ at question- 
time, Ministers in at- 
tendance^ excited Mem- 
bers regarding them 
with derision. 

First Member. I claim 
the word, Mr. Speaker, I 
would ask Esquire Ear- 
court, does he propose to 
make his Budget papular ? 
[“ Very well! very well 
from the Conservatives, 
Fsquire Har court. I tell 
the Hon. Hentleman that 
by such a question he in- 
sults the world I ( Cheers.) 
iJTay, he insults England ! 
{_Loud applause^ in which 
all join. 

First Mem. {after a 
pause). Still, you have not 
answered my question. Is 
your Budget to be popular ? 

r Murmurs. 
Fsquire Har. (with 
spirit). I consider such a 
question twice repeated an 
infamy ! 

[^Enthusiastic cheering. 
Second Mem. Then it is 
you who are infamous 1 

[ Uproar. 
The Speaker. 0entle- 
men, Ministers, do not 


» iitjaus, lumpmg'-— ; — — men, M.inisters, GO not 

through hoops, and turning quadruple somersaults. force me to put on my hat — do not cause me to suspend the sitting, 

j^ter their perfo^ances were over Mr. Bbiepless resumed. First Mem. Surely a civil question deserves a civil answer ? 

The Lecturer said : He next wished to appeal to their reason — to Fsquire Hareourt, Hot in a nation that has bled on the field of 

challenge, so to speak, their senses on the power of foreign opinion, battle. [Roars of applause. 

It w^ asserted that an Englishman oared only for his native land and First Mem. {after a pause). And yet what 1 required to know 
uie Press appertaining thereto, How he (the Lecturer) had the was reasonable, I wished to know whether Esquire Harcourt 
greatest respect for the English Press — {cTieers) — still he found that proposed to name a popular Budget ? 

some of OT^ foreign contemporaries were nearly as good. (“ Hear, Fsquire Harcourt. He repeats the calumny I [Uproar, 

hear . ) He wished to introduce the Siguora Mantilla from Spa,in First Mem. {after a pause). But is there no reply ? I would ask 


I — ^who had consented to sing a 


muck appreciated. 

The Lecturer resumed. 


He said he had not insulted their intelli- 


[Roars of applause. Scene closes in upon Ministers receiving 
the handshakes of supporters and opponents. 
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TAKE CARE OE THE PENCE. 

[“A deputation of Seamstresses stated at Westminster Police Court, that 
they make soldiers’ clothing', receiving for each pair of trousers ^\d,^ and for 
each flannel-kelt, lather less than one penny.” — Daily Daper:\ 

0 England, you boast of your warrior sons, 

Your history tells of them, fearless in strife, 

How they faced the French horse, how they charged Russian 

So thoughtful of duty, so careless of life I 

You honour them rightly, hut do not forget 
That economy pleases the voters as well ; 

Each penny reduces the National Debt ; 

Old Ships, as you know, are the best things to sell. 

You could not escape paying pounds to the men 
Who fought, wearing soles of brown paper, supplied 
In your wise, irugal way. Follow precedent then I 
Eemember pence saved, not your children who died ! 

Though the men must be paid, such expense need not vex 
A skilful economist. Tins can he met. 

You can always grind pence from the i)oor, weaker sex ; 

I If the clothes are ill-made, think what bargains you get ! 

Then lavish your honours, your wealth, on the brave, 

If you did not, perhaps, scarce a man would enlist ; 

But forget not the gain of each penny yon save, 

And starve these poor Women — they cannot resist. 

pEARS^ Chri$tmm N’miber—Vih^t it ought to he : — A new edition 
of "'Mis Soap^s FahlesP 

The Read Enemy to " The Bio Loae (accohdino to John 
Burns).— The Big Loafer. 


QUEER QUERIES. 

National Abt-Tbeasuees. — see that objections are being made to 
Millbank as a suitable site for the Picture G-alle^nr which Mr. Tate 
has so generously offered to the nation. May I ask whether the 
advantages of the Isle of Dogs have ever been considered? The 
position being right out of the way of anybod;;y who cares a rush for 
Art, and in the centre of the river-fog district, so as to ensure a 
maximum of injury to the pictures by damp, its offer to the generous 
donor would convincingly demonstrate our Gk>vernment’s apprecia- 
tion of such patriotic munificence. Failing the Isle of Dogs, would 
there be any objection to Barking, in the neighbourhood of the 
Sewage Outf aU ? They are quite accustomed there to dealing with j 
the precipitation of sludge. Perhaps some Art- lover would reply. 

Citizen op a Ratheb Mean City. ' 

Householdeb’s Difficulties. — Could some practical Corre- 
spondent advise us as to what would be the best course to pursue 
under the following awkward circumstances ? I live in a house in 
a newly-constructed terrace, with very thin party-walls. The 
tenant on one side has just set up a private establishment for the 
reception of the most thoroughly incurable class of maniacs, while 
on the other side is a family who make their living hy piano, violin, 
and cornet performances, at private houses. I have asked the land- 
lord to abate the nuisance hy adding another brick to the thickness 
of the walls on each side ; hut he writes to me, giving his address at 
the Bankruptcy Court, to explain that the houses are not so con- 
structed as to bear the extra weight, which I think very probable, 

I would apply for an injunction against the Maniacs, were it not 
that their bowlings are sometimes useful in drowning the sound of 
the constant practising on the piano. Would it he wise to retaliate 
by dropping bricks at midnight down my neighbours^ chimneys ? 
What is the least term of Penal Servitude that I could get if I hired 
some of the Unemployed to break into the musical house and smash 

E the instruments ? If I went as a Deputation <m the subject to 
. Asquith, should I he likely to be cordially received ? 

Toeturbp Tenant. 


NOTICE. — 'Hejected Com m u ni cations or Goutributioiis, whether MS., Printed Matter, Bra'wings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case he returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped amd Addressed ^l^velopc, Cover, or Wrapper To miei 
there will he no exception. 
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THE WILD WILD EAST. 

First Coster. ‘‘Sat, Bill, 'ow d’tbr like my new Zioksbys ? 
Good Jit, eh?‘‘ 

Second Coster. “Fit • They ain't no Fit. They ’re a Hajpsr- 
PLXOTiOK Stroke f ” 


MIXED NOTIONS. 

No. I.— BI-METALUSM. 

Scene — A JRaitw ay •-carriage in a suburban morning train to London. 
There are four Passengers^ two of whom are well-informed men, 
while the third is an inquirer, and the fourth an average man. 
They travel up to London together every morning by the same 
train. The two Well-informed Men and the Average Man are 
City men ; the Inquirer is a young Solicitor. They have just 
finished reading their morning papers, and are now ready to 
impart or receive hnowledge. 

Inquirer. They don’t seem to be making much of this Monetary 
Conference in Brussels. 

First Well-informed Man. Of course they ’re not. I knew how 
it would he from the start, I met Haecouet 
some time ago, and told him what I thought 
about it. “You mark my words,” I said, 
“ the whole blessed thing will be a failure. 
You haven’t sent out the right men, and 
they ’re certain to waste their time in useless 
academic discussions.” He seemed surprised, 
but he hadn’t got a word to say. 

Inquirer [deeply invpressed). Ah I 
First W. I. M. The thing’s really as 
simple as A B C. Here are we, a country 
with a gold standard, and we find that gold 
has appreciated. What ’s the conseq^uence ? 
Why, silver goes down everyday, and com- 
A Little Mixpd merce is dislocated, -^absolutely dislocated. 

AU we have to do is to 

Second W. L M. {breaking in). One moment ! When you say 
gold has appreciated, you mean, of course, that the purchasing 
power of gold has inoreased—in other words, commodities are 
cheaper. Isn’t that so ? 

First W. L M. Yes. WeU, what then? 

Second W. I. M. What ’s your remedy ? Do you think ydu can 


make things better by fixing a ratio between gold and silver ? In the 
first place, you can’t do it ; they ’ve got nothing to do with one 
another. 

First W. I. M. [triumphantly). Haven’t they? What have you 
got to say, then, about the Indian rupee ? That ’s where the whole 
of your beautiful system comes to grief. You can’t deny that. 

Second W. I. M. The Indian rupee has got nothing to do with it. 
My theory is, that it ’s all due to the American coinage of silver, and 
[vaguely), if we do the same as they, why, we shall only make tnings 
worse. No, no, my hoy, you ’ve got hold of the wrong end of the 
stick, there. Look at the Bland Bill. Do you want to have that 
kind of thing in England ? 

Inquirer. God forbid ^ By the way, what was the Bland Bill ? 

Second W. I. M. What ! you don’t know what the Bland Bill 
was ? Don’t you remember it ? It provided that a certain amount 
of silver was to he coined every year, and the Treasury was to hold 
the surplus until it reached a certain value, and then, — hut every 
schoolboy knows what hap;^ned. 

Average Man. What did happen, as a matter of fact ? 

Second W. L M. [scornfully). Why, the market was flooded. 

First W. I. M. Yes, and that exactly proves my point. Make 
fifteen the ratio between gold and silver, and you ’U never have the 
market flooded again. 

Second W. I. M. [hotly). How do you make that out ? 

First W. I. M. It ’s as plain as a pikestafi. Make silver your 
leg^ tender for large amounts in this country, and you stop all these 
United States games at one blow. 

Second W. I. M. Fiddlesticks! I suppose you’ll want us to 
believe next that if we become hi-metallists, corn and everything 
else will go up in value ? 

First W. I. M. Of course it will. We ’ye only got to g’et Germany 
and France, and the rest of them to come in, and the thing ’s as good 
as done. What I say is, adopt bi-metallism, and you relieve iJade 
and agriculture, and everything else. 

A. M. Do you mean we shall have to pay more for everything ? 

First W. I. M. No, of course not ; I mean that the appreciation 
of gold is a calamity which we ’ve got to get rid of. 

A. M. 1 don’t see it. If my sovereign buys more than it did 
years ago, that seems to he a hit of a cat(m for me, don’t it ? 

First W. L M. Ah, I daresay you think so, hut you ’re wrong. 
If you fix a ratio, things may be dearer, but you ’U have twice as 
much purchasing power. 

Inquirer [anxiously). How do you fix a ratio? 

Second W. I. M. ill, that ’s the question ! 

First W. I. M. That’s not my business. I say it ought to be 
fixed, and it ’s for the Chancellor of the Exchequer and the Bank of 
England to do it. 

Second W. I. M. [decisively). The Bank can’t do it. Its Charter 
won’t allow it. 

Inquirer. How ’s that ? I never quite understood the Charter. 

Second W. I. By the Charter the Bank has to 

{But at this moment, the train having drawn up at a station, an 
intruded gets into the carriage. Me is severely frowned 
upon, and the conversation, thus checked, is not resumed. 

Inquirer [getting out at terminus, to First W. I. M.). I think I ’ve 
got a pretty clear notion of Bi-metallism now, thanks to you. 

First W. I. M. (modestly). Oh, it ’s quite simple, if you only take 
the trouble to give your mind to it. 


OTIR “MISSING WOED COMPETITION.” 

Guaranteed exempt from cmy Treasury prosecution under 1st Jingo, 
B. IV. Cap [Fit) 1, sec [Pommery) 74. [Heading, “ Wish you 
may get it.’’) 

MB. PUNCH 

Desires to convey to all, urbi et orrx, his very kindest 
and best ...... EOE THE COMINO CHRIST- 
MAS, 1892. 

N B. — Coupons must he cut from the current number, and should 
be sent to Sts. John Bridoe, How- Street, F.C., with shillings for 
the Poor Hox to same address. 


The Oueen and the SoNosTRESS.—In consequence of Her Gracious 
Majesty’s marked approbation of Miss Palliser’S operatic perfor- 
mance at Windsor Castle, Sir Druriolanus Winsorensis Umqui- 
Tosxxs has serious thoughts of asking the young cantatrice to 
change her name to Miss Eoyal Pallis-er; or, if she has the 
honour of singing “By Command” in London, to Miss Bi^ckingham 
Padlis-er. 


“Next Please 1” — My [ Ow^—new work by Mrs, 

Lotet^' Cameron, Authoress of A Sister^ $ Sin. 



VOL. era. 
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MISPLACED QUOTATIONS. 

Young Jones {who^ five minutes hejore the announcement of Dinner^ has been introduced to Miss Sprightly^ and ?ias been endeavouring to find a 
fitting remark whereioith to open the conversation). *‘This — EB — I believe is called the — eb — * matjvai$ quart d'heurk*!*^ 


*^THE WANDEEING MINSTEEL/^ 

{Modern Kensington Version. ) 

[TI10 LondoE County Council has declined to co-operate with. tKe Ken- 
sington Vestry in a representation to the Home Secretary for more efficient 
control over itinerant musicians, street-cries, and similar nuisances, on the 
ground that though the Council has power to make hy e-laws for this object, 
there are no means of enforcing them.] 

ScuiTS'B— Highly respectalle Terrace in Kensington. The exterior of 
Mr. Tamboxjb^s house. Enter Jem Baggs (e.h.) playing the 
clarinet badly. 

Jem B. {hq.) Yell now I that’s vot I calls wery tidy vork! Boh 
and a tanner for seven doors ain’t none so dusty, blow me I Summat 
better this ’ere than orkin’ ’All the new and popilar songs of the 
day for a penny I ” Yot miserable vork that vos to be sure ! I vos 
allays a cryin’ about the streets, “Here y’ are — one ’undered and 
fifty on ’em pootily bound in a Monster &ng Book for a penny I — 
Here ’s * iSaw-fa-rar-roepy-ay / ’ — ‘ Mary, they ^ave raised my 
Screw ’ — ‘ Sling yer ^ook^ yer ^ve got no oofi John .' — ‘ Snide 
Sammy courted Sally Brown ’ — ‘ On the Banks of the yaller Lea .' — 

‘ Chummies ! Chummies / ’ — ‘ Fanny Tooney ’ — ‘ The Man who ran 
the Muglumherer's Building Society Dandy Dan^ the Whelk 
Man., and 'is Donah ' — * Me tos famed for gargling Fizz ’ — * Mis 
there a Lip vot never La^edf' — *’A Life on the Lotion- Lay If 
I 'ad a Monkey on^ votddn't I go!' — ^ Down to the Derby vith a 
Shallow and a Moke' — ‘ OA, say not Modern Art is Sold' — ^f or the 
small charge of a penny I ” I dessay I might ha’ been at that there 
callin’ to this werry day, if it hadn’t been for Boskt Bul. I shall 
never forget Boskt Bill’s a-sayin’ to me— says he, “I say, Jem! 
Baggs, vy don’t yer take to the singin’ line ? ” “ Cos I sings vorser 
than ‘The Big Bounce,’” says 1. “Yorser!” says he, “Yhy so 
much the betterer I ” “ Woioe ain’t vanted,” says he, “only leather 
and brass. Leather for yer lungs, and brass for yer face, and there yer 
are, in the ’Alls or out on ’em.^’ “ But ’ow about ‘them Bye-Laws, 
Billt ? ” says I. ‘ ‘ Bye-Laws be bust ! ” says be, scornful, ‘ ‘ Who 's 
to henforce 'em f Westries and County Councils can’t. Bobbies 
— ^bless 'eml—von'tf' says he. “ So there yer ^are, Jem Baggs I ” 
In course I tvigged. Yith my voice and a vistle, sez I, they ’B 


villingly give a tanner to git rid of me ! And they do ! Oh/2know 
the walley of peace and qvietness, and never moves honhxinder 
sixpence! {Looking up at the house.) But I know as there’s a 
hartist covey lives ’ere. Notice-plate says, “ Mister Tamboxtb is 
hout." Yalker! I know vot that means. I thinks as how he’ll 
run to a shilling. Anyhow, I ’ll kick him for a bob. 

[Me strikes up., taking care to make as much noise as possible. 

’Tis bof a great Council in London doth dvell ; 

Jest vot they are arter ’tvould fioor me to tell. 

They ’re qvite a young body — not seving years old — 

But they ’ve spent a large fortin in silver and go-o-old. 
Singing, Ills ve viU cure all on the Sosherlist lay. 

As the Council vere a sitting in their Chamber von day, 

The VTestry come to them, and thus it did say ; — 

“ Ye’re off to the Home Sec., street shindies to stay, 

So put on your toppers, and come vith bus, pray ! ” 

Singing, &c. 

“Nay, Westry,” said the Council, “your vishis declined, 

To co-operate (at present) ve can’t make up our mind ; 

Our Bye-Laws the Bobbies von’t enforce. ’Tis a bore ! 

But the Public must bear it just a year or two more ! ” 
Singing, &c. 

“Go to, County Council! ” that Westry replied, 

“ You svagger no end, and put on lots of side ; 

But vben plain reform ’tis our vish to begin, 

By your aid ve don’t benefit not von single pin I ” 

Singing, &o. 

[_Mts melodious flow is interrupted by a violent rapping at the 
window, and the sudden opening of the street-door. 

Jem Baggs {loq.) Aha ! I knew they couldn’t stand that werry long. 
Out comes the sarvint vith tuppence or thxupnence, and a border for 
me to “move on.” Yalker! There ain’t no Bobby in sight, 
and I shan’t shift under a shilling. Yell, they may say vot they 
likes agin the County Council ; Z says they ’re joUy good feUers, and 
I’ll drink their bloomin’ ’ealth ont o’ that hartist cove’s bob, ven 
I gets it, [Ttmes up again. 
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AT A VEGETARIAIM RESTAURANT. 

Scene — The Nebuchadnezzar's^ the City. Time — The 

luncheon hour. The interior, which is bright^ and tastefully \ 
arranged.^ is crowded with the graminivorous of both sexes. 
Clerks of a literary turn devour ‘‘ The Fortnightly ’’ and porridge 
alternately, or discuss the cornparative merits of modern writers. 
Lady-clerks lunch sumptuously and economically on tea^ and 
baked ginger-pudding. Trim Waitresses move about with a 
sweet hut slightly mystic benignity., as conscious of conducting a 
dietetic mission to the dyspeptic, 

A Vegetarian Fiance {who has met his hetropied by appointment^ 
and is initiating her into the mysteries), I wish you ’d take some- 
thing: more than a mustard-and-cress roll, though, Louise— it 
gives you such a poor idea of the thing. ^ ( With honest pride.) 
You just see me put away this plate of porridge. At the “ xoimg 
Daniel,” where 1 usually lunch, they give you twice the quantity 
of stuff they do here. 

Louise {admiringly), I’m so glad IVe seen you lunch, l^ow 
I shall be able to fancy every day exactly what you are having, 

JELer Fiance^ {to as- 
sist her imagination). 

Mind you, I don’t 
always have porridge. 

Sometimes it’s mush- 
room croquettes, or 
turnip and onion ris- 
soles, — whatever ’s 

f oing. !N’ow yester- 
ay, for instance, I 
had 

[Lie details exactly 
what he had^ and 
she lutens to these 
moving episodes 
with the rapt inte- 
rest of a Desde- 
mona. 

First Literary 
Clerk, No ; but look 
here, you don’t take 
my '^oint, I’m not 
running down Swin- 
burne— all I ’m argu- 
ing is, he couldn’t 
have written some of 
the things Browninu 
did. 

Second L. C. Of 
course not — when 
Browninu had writ- 
ten them — thaCs 
nothing against him. 

First X. C, 

{warmly), I ’m not 
sa^Rg it is, I ’m 
telling you the differ- 
ence between the two 
men— nowBROWNiNG, 
he makes you think / 

Second L, C, He never made me think, that ’s all Jknow. 

Third L. C, Nor yet me. Now, ’Erbert Spencer, he does make 
you think, if you like I 

First L. C. Now you ’re getting on to something else. The grand 

fault I find with Swinburne, is 

Second L, C. Hold hard a bit. Have you read him ? 

Third L. C. Yes, let ’s ’ave that first. ’ Ave you read ’im ? 

First L. C. {with dignity), I ’ve read as much of him as I care to. 
Second L. C, {aggressivelj/), "What have you read of his F Name it. 
First L. C. I’ve read his Atlantis in Caledonia, for one thing. 
Second L, C. {disappointed), Well, you don’t deny there ’s poetry 
in that., do you ? 

First L, C, I don’t call it poetry in the sense I call Walt Whit- 
MANT poetry — certainly not. 

Second X. C, There you touch a wider question — ^there ’s no rhyme 
in Whitman", to begin with. 

Fhrst X. 0, No more there is in Milton ; but I suppose you ’ll 
admit he a poet. 

lAnd so on, until none of them is gmite sure what he is arguing about 
exactly., though each feels he has got decidedh the best of it. 
First Lady Clerk {ata(^imng table., to Second L. C.). How excited 
those young men do get, to he sure. I do like to hear them taking 
up such intellectual subjects j though. Now, my brothers talk of 
nothing but horses, and music-halls, and football, and things like 
that. 


Second L. C. {pemively). l expect it’s the difference in food that 
accounts for it. I don’t think I could care for a man that ate meat. 
Are you going to have another muffin, dear ? I am. 

An Elderly Lady, with short hair and spectacles {to Waitress), 
Can you bring me some eggs ? im 

Waitress. Certainly, Madam. How would you like them done 
— d la cocotte f 

The E. L. {with severity). Certainly not. You will serve them 
respectably dressed, if you please ! 

Waitress {puzzled). We can give you “Convent eggs” if you 
prefer it. 

The E. X. I never'encourage superstition— poach them. 

Enter a Yegetarian Enthusiast, with a Neophyte, to whoin he is 
playing Amphitryon. 

The Veg, Enth. {selecting a table with great care). Always like 
to be near the stove, and out of the draught. {The prettiest Waitress 
approaches, and greets him with a sacerdotal sweetness, as one of 
the Faith, while to the Neophyte — whom she detects, at a glance, as 
still without the pale — she is severely tolerant.) Now, what are you 
going to have ? [Passing him the hill of fare. 

The Neoph, {in- 
specting the docu- 
ment helplessly). 
Well, really, er— I 
think I ’d better follow 
your lead. 

The Veg. Enth. I 
generally begin with 
a plate of porridge 
myself — clears the 
palate, y’know. 

The Neoph. {un- 
pleasantly conscious 
that it wouldn't clear 
his). I ’m afraid that, 
at this time of day — 
to tell you the truth 
{with desperate can- 
dour), I never was a 
porridge lover, 
t IfieW aitress regards 
him sorrowfully. 
The Veg. Enth, 
Pity I Wholesomest 
thing you can take. 
More sustenance to 
the square inch iu a 
pint of porridge than 
a leg of mutton. 
However {tolerantly), 
if you really won’t, I 
can recommend the 
rice and prunes. 

The N'eoph. {feebly), 
I-I’d rather begin 
with something a little 
more-; — 

Waitress {with a 
sad foreknowledge that 
she is casting pearls 
We have “Flageolet Fritters and Cabbage,” or 
“Parsnip Pie with grilled Potatoes” — ^both very nice. 

The Neoph. {braving the unknown). I’ll have some of this— er— 
“ Cinghalese Stew.” [JETe awaits the restdt in trepidation. 

Customer {behind, dictating his bill), “ What have I had?” Let 
me^ see. Braised turnip and bread sauce, fricassee of carrot and 
artichoke, tomato omelette, a jam roll, and a bottle of zoedone, 

[The Waitress makes out his voucher accordingly, and awards it to 
him, with a bright smile of approval and encouragement. 

The Enth, V, {who has overheard), A most excellent selection I 
That ’s a man. Sir, who knows how to live ! Ha 1 here ’s my 
porridge. Will you give me some brown sugar with it, please ? 
And — [to the N.) — there ’s your stew — smells good, eh ? 

The Neoph, {tasting it, and finding it a cunning compound of 
curried bananas and chicory), I — I like the excellent indeed I 

[He attacks the stew warily. 
The Enth. Veg, {disposing of h%8 porridge). There! Nowlshm 
have some lentils and spinach with parsley sauce, and a Welsh 
rarebit to foUow — and I think that will about do me. Will you— 
oh, you haven’t finished your stew yet I By the way, what will 
you drink ? I don’t often indulge in champagne in the middle of 
the day ; but it ’s my birthday— so I think we might venture on a 
bottle between us, eh ? 

The Neoph, {in whom the Cinghalese Stew has exdted a lively 
thirst). By all means. I suppose you know the brands here P 
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The Veg, Enth, Only one 'brand— -noiL-alcoliolic, of course. Manu- 
factured I believe, from— ab— oranges. 

The Neoph, Exactly so. After aE, I ^d just as soon have bottled 
ale— if they keep it, that is. 

The Veg, Enth, Any quantity of it. What shall it be ? They ’ve 
“ Anti-Bass Beer,^’ or “ Spruce Stout ; ” or perhaps you ’d like to try 
their “Pennyroyal Porter?’^ I’m rather partial to it myself — 
capital tonic 1 

The Eeoph. I — I ’ve no doubt of it. On second thoughts, if you 
don’t mind, I’d rather have water. {To himself.) It doesn’t look 
Yegetarian! 

The Veg. Enth. {more heartily than ever). Just as you please, my 
boy. But you don’t mean to say you ’ve done ! 

The Neoph {earnestly). Indeed, I couldn’t touch another morsel, 
really ! 

The Veg. Enth, I thought that stew looked satisfying; that’s 
where it is^ you see — a man can come here and get a thoroughly 
nutritious ana filling meal for the trifiing sum of fourpence — and 
yet you meet people who teH you Yegetarianism is a mere passing 
fad! It’s a^ force that’s making itself increasingly felt — ^you 
must be conscious of that yourself already ? 

The Neoph, {politely), x-yes — but it’s not at all unpleasant at 
present— really ! 

Enter a couple of Eed-f aeed Customers from the country ^ who 
seat themselves. 

First Ee^f. C, Well, I dunno how you ’re feelin’— but I feel as 
if I could peck a bit. 

Second Do, I can do wi’ soom stokin’ myself. Tidy soort of a 
place this. ’Ere, Missy I — {p one of the Waitresses, who awaits his 
commands with angelic patience) you may bring me and my friend 
a choomp chop a-piece, not too mooch doon, and a sorsedger, wi’ two 
pots o’ stout an’ bitter — an’ lo-ook sharp about it ! 

[Sensation — the Waitress gives them,, hut firmly to 

understand that these coarse and carnivorous propensities 
must he indulged elsewhere ; whereupon they depart,^ rebuked 
and abashed, as Scene closes. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The Baron, on behalf of small Baronites, thanks Messrs. Cassell 
& Co. for Fairy Tales in Other Lands, by Julia Goddaed, as they 
are dear old friends with new faces. 

One of the Assistants in the Baronial Office says, that The Coming 
of Father Christmas is most exquisitely heralded by E. E. Manning, 
in the daintiest of hooks. ’Tis published by Eeedebice: Waes’E 
& Co. So if you warne’t to make a nice jiresent, you know where 
to go and get it. 

If Dean and Son are “limited,” their stock is nnlimited; and, 
all things considered as far as possible, the Baron’s Chief Betainer 
opines that the picture-hooks from the Deanery of Dean and Son 
are still the best, and, in kind, the most varied tor children. “ WMch 
nobody can Dean-y I ” The Little One^s Own Wonderland is a 
delightful realm, wherein the very httle ones can wander with 
interest through coloured pictures and easy fairy tales. Among the 
coloured picture series, the Old Mother Hubbard of 1793, with its 
contrast. Old Mother Hubbard of To-day, is very amusing. 

J. S. Eey and Sons send out through Sell’s Advertising Agency 
samples of their daintiest specialities in bonbonnieres. Being issued 
by a Sell, one fears a take in ; hut as ’tis all good, the agency of Sell 
secures a Sale. The chocolates are sure to go down with everyone. 

We all know what the sincerest form of flattery is, and certainly 
our dear old pet, Alice in Wonderland, whose infinite variety time 
cannot stale, will gracefully acknowledge the intenseness of the 
compliments conveyed in Olga's Dream, as written by Nobley 
Chestek, illustrated by Messrs. Etjbniss and Montagu (the illus- 
trations will carry the hook), and published by Messrs. Skefeington. 
It would be a preternaturaUy wise child who could quite grasp 
some of the jokes and up-to-date allusions. However, the real 
original Alice {in Wonderland,, and Through the Lookmy-glass) 
with the great Master’s, John Tenniel’s, illustrations, is still, 
as Mr, Sam Weller said of the Governor, “ paramount.” 

Light and airy are the Soap Bubble Stories blown by E^^ny 
Babby through her pen-pipe. Wonder is that, in this advertising 
age, she didn’t dedicate them to Peabs. 

The Baron’s Assistant has a word to say about the Diaries for this 
next year. H you want a useful Diary, the B. A, would recom- 
mend the “Eegistered Back-loop Pocket Diary,” got up, like a 
sportsman, in the best of leathers by John Walkek & Co., or, * as 
Friend Johnnie observes,” Henby Ibving would say— “ to put it 
briefiy, * Walkee — London.’ ” 

The Baron has recently received two hooks, not strictly speaking 
“ Christmas Books,” though they are, et cela va sans dire, hooks pub- 
lished at Christmas-tide, the one practical and parliamentary, the 
other philosophical and phenomenal; the former dedicated to the 
Eight Honourable Aethuk Balfoue by Lucy, and the latter 


dedicated to Lord Halifax by Lilly. Two prettier names for authors, 
or rather, to judge of the writers’ sex by the sound of the names, for 
authoresses, could not well be chosen. But authors masculine they 
are, the pair^ of them. Mr. W. S. Lilly is to be congratulated on 
bis very taking title. The Great Enigma, and all classes of readers 
will be glad to be informed that it has nothing whatever to do with 
the Irish Question. If any reader expects to find the Great Enigma 
solved by ^ the Lilly who toils and spins, then he must not he 
surprised if the author says to him in effect, Davus sum, non 
(EdipusT 

From A Diary of the Salisbury Farhament, by Mr. H. Lucy, 
anyone can quafic or sip, iust as his thirst for Parliamentary 
knowledge may be feverish or moderate, but healthy. It is 
thoroughly interesting, most amusing, and really valuable for 
reference withal. ’Tis written, too, in so impartial a spirit, that it 
would be difficult to gather from these pages to which political Party 
the Diarist belongs, but for bis exuberant eulogy of the wonderful 
Grand Old Man. Mr. Lucy is the Parliamentary Pefys. The 
sketches are by an Old Parliamentary Hand, yclept Haeey Fueniss, 
and assist the reader unfamiliar with the Honse of Commons to 
form a pretty accurate idea of the men who are, and of the men 
who were, and what they wear, and how they wear. 

The most interesting part of James Payn’s latest novel, 
A Stumble on the Threshold, to Cambridge men or Camford men (for 
in this story the names are synony- 
mous), will he the small-beer chronicle 
of small College life in their Univer- 
sity some tharty years ago. The 
slang phrases of that remote period 
are perhaps somewhat confused with 
those of a more modern time, just as 
an old Dutch Master will introduce 
his own native town and the costume 
of his fellow-countrymen into a pic- 
ture representing some great Scriptural 
subject, thus bringing it, so to speak, 
up to date, and giving ns an artistic 
realisation of what maybe concisely 
termed “ the historic present.” In the 
second volume (this novel is complete 
in two volumes) the sketches of river- 
life, including a delightful one of the 
old look - keeper, are refreshingly 
breezy. The story, shght in itself, is 
skilfully worked out; and the only 
disappointing part of it— that is, at least to the Baron’s thinking — 
is, tiiat the villain of the earlier part of the tale does not turn up 
again as the real culprit, though the Baron is certain that every 
reader must expect him to do so, and must feel quite sure that, in 
spite of the author’s reticence on the subject, it was he who really 
committed the murder, and escaped even the author’s detection, 
unless, out of sheer soft-heartedness towards the puppets of his own 
creation. James Payn knowingly let Mm ofi* at the last moment. 
The judicial portion of the novel, including the scene in the Coroner’s 
court, is just what would have been expected from an impartial 
“ J, P.” 


A Degeee Better. — The Degree of Doctor of Music is to he re- 
vived at Cambridge. The duties will he to attend ailing Musicians 
and Composers. When appointed, the Doctor will go out to Monte 
Carlo, or thereabouts, to see how Sir Aethue Shelivan is getting 
on. Sir Ahthije mil, of course, regulate Ms conduct at the tables 
by the prescriptions of his Medical Adviser. 



Me. Waggstaff and his Doctor. — He was ordered by Ms Doctor 
to walk two miles a day. “Can’t do it in London,” was the 
patient’s reply; “never walk more than one mile. But,” he said, 
brightening up, “I’ll go to Paris, as one mile there is equal to 
double the distance in England. How’s that? Ill tell you. Ido 
bfllf a mile out, half a mile hack : one mile ; et valid two /” 


“Little Tick” and “ Collins.”— The former, not the Little 
Tick of Drury Lane Pantomime, but Sir Henby Tichbobne, Bart., 
has, for absenoe of mind and body, thus not fulfilling his duties as 
High Sheriff, been fined by Mr. Justice Collins five hundred ^unds 
— quids pro unless he can show some just oause or impeaxment. 

“He wants TiCH-ing up a hit,” thought Mr. Justice, but he dhHi’t 
say so. 

Bepoets of Crackers. — ^If among our old friend Spaeignapane 
& Co.’s Crackers there are any that will “go off ” better than others 
it will be those called The True Lovers' Code Cosaques, This is the 
latest addition to the School-Board Education Code for the Christmas 
Holidays. 






‘‘SET A THIEF TO CATCH A THIEF !»' 

Mrs, Brown (a victim of secret social amhitwns), “Oh, as por poor irlR**. Robiksoh, her only object in life is to brop all 
HER Old Friends and know Titled People 1 Isn’t it Loathsome and Sickening ? ” 

Mrs, Jones {wTio IS coTmimed mwardly hy jmt the same desire), “Yes, indeed, if it *3 trde ’ But what makes yod think she 
WANTS anything SO UTTERLY DESPICABLE AND MeAN ? 

Mrs, Brown [naively), “Because she was so precious hard on Mrs. Smith for trying to know Lord and Lady Snooks I"' 


‘^THE MISSING WORD/" (?) 

This is “The Maiden All Forlorn/’ bowed 
down with burdens scarce to be borne, 

Waiting a blast on Hope’s clarion horn, loud 
as the “ Cook that crew m the morn,” 

Bucolic, wheat- crowned, ^e^Micawher 
seems she, waiting for something to turn 
up— somehow. 

Poor Agriculture ! Care’s merciless vulture 
i has harried her vitals, and furrowed her 
brow. 

AH are her friends — so each talker pretends — 
from Chaplin the cheery, to Winchilska 
wise, 

And valorous Muntz, who the land-question 
shunts, and “ goes the whole hog ” for 
Protection and rise ; 

With rollicking Lowther, who ’s no Mala- 
growther, but larkily hunts that the 
look-out is mournful ; 

I And ISTetheesole, rustic and most nubibustic, 

1 of law and of logic complacently 
scomfuL 

Poor latter-day Ceres ! ftnidnuncs and their 
queries will hardly restore her her loved 
long-lost daughter, 

(Fair Profits) whom Pluto (“the Foreigner”) 
stole. Vainly landlords and farmers 
breathe forth hre and slaughter 

At Free Trade — that Ciroe on whom they ’ve 
no mercy,— and howl down the speeches 
of those she’s enchanted. 


; The one “ Missing Word ” may sound wholly 

I absurd to cool sense, but to them ’tis the 
one thing that ’s wanted. 

Ho are’s wrath fiercely waxes. Reduction 
of Taxes ? Low Rents ? More improve- 
ments in modes of production ? 

Pooh! Saunders and Riley must be far 
more wily to get him to yield to their 
Red Rad seduction. 

He stands midst Ms ruins (like Marius) mak- 
ing of faith in Protection an open con- 
fession. 

’Tis Duties on Food will alone do us good, 
nought else can now cure “the prevailing 
depression.” | 

The Missing Word I Maiden Forlorn, ’tis a! 
poser you put to the country, the cliques, 
and the classes, 

The Landlord, The Farmer, the Labourer^ 
Say they agree, what response may you 
hope from “ the Masses.” 

Those tiresome “ Consumers ” P Old myths 

! and new rumours are like the East wind, 
Maiden, mighty unfiUing ; 

Bucolic ideas and crude panaceas won’t help 
you, though with them all Fad-dom is 
thrilling. 

Yes, Fads make strange bedfellows, Win- 
CHUiSEA tells us, in tins far more mse 
than he ’s wholly aware of. 

But ()haplin-cww-W^alsh cannot turn hack 
time’s tide. And PwncA, who all interests 
has to take care of, 


Must tell you iu kindness, that only sheer 
blindness can say of Protection the true 
Missing Word it is, 

Though men, my poor Maiden, with worries 
o’erladen, will lend ear to Ouackdom’s 
most arrant absurdities ! 


Suggestions for New Musical 
Publications, 

A Companion to The Stars of Normandy^ 
to be entitled, The North Pole-Star (the 
words by Cold-Wetherbx), to be sung by 
Charles Yery Chilley. If sung at St. ; 
James’s Hall, admission generally, one 
shilling. Freeze- seats, nothing. 

“ The CarmcaV^ is announced, as “MoL- 
lot’s last bit ” We hope not. We trust 
that it is only Misther James Molloy’s latest 
Lit. “ Hever say die I ” 

As a eompanion to “ Come Panee the 
Pomaikay^^ will he published, “ Come Jdead 
the JKomeiAc,” set up and composed hy the 
Press Cutting Agency. 

Rather Startling. — A Correspondent 
sends us a cutting from a paper : — 

“ Mr. Moody, the Evangelist, who was a passen- 
ger ©n the Spiefif , . . preached an able discourse.” 

She says, “I can read no more to-day, 
Mr. Moody, as * a passenger on the Spree^^ 
is too much for my feelings,” As Joe said to 
“What larks I Yours truly, Shocked I 







•iru msi am ** Deak Sir, — B ein^ well aware of the interest you take in the i 

THE IVlAnI WHO WOULD. • fragments of Dioirrsms Scytobrachiok, I have requested my pub- 

TV TWP M-ATsr WITH wnTTT H UTP A PT^iTTn lisher to Send you my little work ou hls Quelle, Botobeb, as you 

MAN WHO WOULD BE A CRITIC. ^ ^,.3 aware Here he pitched his clock into the mirror, and 

St. Baebe, as a literary man and critic, always professed a desire groaned audibly. I tried another : — 
to live in a quiet neighbourhood. Therefore, as I approached his ‘‘Dear Mr. St. Barbe, — I know how busy you are, but you can 
house, on the almost inaccessible slopes of Campden Hill, ^ I ysras always spare an hour or two for the work of a friend. ^ My Love 
amazed to see a large and increasing crowd assembled in the vicinity, well Lost^ in three volumes, is on its way to you. I wish you to 
Pushing my way through, I saw that^ St. Barbels windows were review it in all the periodicals with which you are connected. ' 
broken, ^ glass was in a weak minority in the panes, and, what was Last time I wrote a novel, my nephew reviewed it, very perfunc- 
more singular, the breakage seemed to be done /rom within ! torily, in the Pandrosium ; this time I want only to be reviewed by 
Objects were flying out into the garden, and those objects were my friendsP He was kicking on the sofa, and apparently trying to 
books. I had the curiosity and agility to catch a few as they fell, commit suicide with the pillows. 

and to pick others up. They were mostly volumes of Poetry, and, in “ Command yourself , St. Barbe,’’ I said ; “ this behaviour is un- 
every case, they bore St.^ Baebe’ s name on the fly-leaf, with a flat- worthy either of a Christian or a philosopher. These letters, which 
tering manuscript inscription hy the author. Some of the authors’ irritate you so much, are conceived in a spirit of respectful admira- 
names were unknown to me ; in others I recognised ladies of title tion. The books which you have been heaving through the window 
whom I had read about in the Society Journals. Urging my way are, no doubt, of interest and value.” 


through a hot fire of octavos, I rang the bell. The maid who opened 
the door said, “You ’re not an 
Interviewer, Sir?” 

“Great Heavens, no I” I 
replied. 

^‘It is lucky for you, Sir; 
he’s got an air-gun, and 
winged two Interviewers to- 
day, and shot one in the hat.” 

‘‘I am a friend of Mr. St. 

I Barbe’ s” I explained, scarce- 
ly audible amidst the yells of 
that man of letters. 

“He’s awful bad to-day, 

Sir^ assaulted a parcels- 
delivery man, who was too 
heavy for him.” 

So speaking, the maid led « 
me to St. Barbe’s study. He 
was now quiet, ana only 
groaning soltly as he reposed 
on the sofa ; the fragments of 
furniture and the torn letters 
which covered the floor, 
proved, however, that the 
crisis had been severe, for a 
man who likes a quiet neigh- 
bourhood. I felt his pulse, 
injected morphine, and asked 
Mm how he did ? 

“ Better,” said St. Barbe, 
feebly. “I’ve been clearing 
them out.” 

“Clearing what out?” I 
asked. 

“Presentation copies of 
books, from the authors,” he 
said; and added, “and the 
devils of publishers.” 

At this moment the postman 
knocked,^ and the maid ,, 

brought in some letters with « Poor fellow ! he is 

an air of anxiety. 




Poor fellow ! he is now under restraint.’^ 


“Waste paper, every one of them,” he moaned. Then he 

added, as he rumpled his hair 
in a frantic manner, “ I ’d 
like to see yow, old cock, if 
you had to live this life 1 It 
isn’t living, it’s answering 
humbugging letters, and 
opening brown-paper parcels, 
all day long, all the weary 
day. And my temper, which 
was angelic, and my manners, 
wMch were the mirror of cour- 
tesy, are irretrievably ruined. 
And my time is wasted, and 
my stationer’s bill is^ mere 
perdition. It begins in the 
morning ; I try to be calm ; I 
sit down to write replies to all 
these pestilent idiots.” 

“ Your admirers ?” I said. 
“They’re not admirers; 
they only cadge for reviews. 
Time was, they say, when 
critics were bribed. Ha ! ha I 
Now they all expect to he 
praised for nothing. And the 
parcels of books they send.” 
Here I noticed a London Par- 
cels Delivery van, laden with 
brown - paper packages of 
books. Uuickly^ the maid 
rushed out, and induced the 
driver to remember that he 
was a family man, and he 
went on his way without 
calling. 

“ They come all day long,” 
my poor friend went on, “ and 
all of them are trash, rubbish 
that they shoot here ; shoot, 
ha I ha ! ” and he took down 

r under restraint ^ Winchester rifle, and crept 

undei restraint. stealthily to the window. 




St. Barbe tore the envelopes open, “ There, and there, and there ! ” I Luckily none of his enemies were in view. 

J A.1 J.T 2 r, ** TVTy. -wm i a 


he cried, thrusting them into my hands, while his features bore a 
Satanic expression of hatred and contempt. 


“ No waste-paper basket is big enough to hold them all,” he said, 
ruefully, “ and once a week I make a clearance. The neighbours 

oir*/! Koorinnino. -frt YmTrnnTiT* ViA Added ** TVlP.rA Ifl TIA R'lrmTintb V. ITI 


As he seemed to vsish it, I read Ms correspondence, while he are beginning to murmur,” he added, “ There is no sympathy, m 


absently twirled the poker in Ms hands, and gnashed his teeth. 

“What is the matter with you, old man?” I asked. “These 
notes seem to he very modestly and properly expressed ; — 


England, for a man of letters.” Letters, indeed I I write them all 
day to these impostors, these amateurs ; ” and he bit a large piece 
out of a glass, wMch was standing handy. ^ 


“ Beab Sie -You mil be astonished at receiving a letter from a .‘‘Is there no way of escaping from this persecution ? I asked, 
total stranarer : but the sympathy of our tastes, which I detect in all witn sympatny. x xi, « t 4 -^ 

th; fcx! 

Here &r. Ba 3BE sat down ^ the l^arth, and soattered ashes on for Vea^t a/ways dissemhlel ’Nol^^e OTed,^“^l’am do^ed^^— ’ 
his head, in a manner unbeoommg an Enghshman. 

“ /don’t see what annoys you so,” I remarked, “ or m this ' Presentation copies sore Long tune he bore — 

“Dear Mr. St. Baebe,— You will not remember me, but I met write that on my sepulchre.” , - 

you once at Lady Caeeelea Smithfield’s, and therefore I take the Here he broke down, and wept Hke a child. Poor fellow I he is 
liberty of sending you my little book of verses.’^ now under restraint, and I expect soon to hear that we have lost 

Here he rolled on the floor, and gnawed the eastor of a chair. Sx. Baebe, at heart a kmd, benevolent man, hut sorely treated by 
I had heard of things like tMs in the time of the PiAifTAOEiirETS, but authors. Such are the dangers of a critical career, and so weamg 
I never exuected to see nowadays such ferocity of demeanour. are the facilities of the Parcels Posh Others may perish Bke him, 


and a Countess, or sometl 
with you?” 

“ Try the next,” he said. 


cultoe in distress, they actu^y complain that they are ^ ImrsMy 
treated by critics. They little know what they themselves inflict. 
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DIARY OP A STATESMAN. 

( ‘ 'Made, in France. ”) 

Immense entliusiasm. The Ministry never so strong*. 
When asfced my intentions, replied, “ My intentions are the inten- 
tions of my country.” They nearly shook my hand off in their 
delight. Grand official reception in the evening. Everyone there. 
All the Diplomatic body offered congratulations. 

Ministry suddenly threatened by an unseen danger. 
Everything going smoothly, when someone in the back ben^es 
interrogated us about an open window in the corridors. Considering 
the question frivolous, declined to answer. Enormous excitement, 
all the Members shaking their fists, and gesticulating. “ Urgency” 
asked for. We protested; and, after a heated debate, secured the 

S assing to the Order of the 
>ay pwr et simple by a majo- 
rity of two I Too close to be 
pleasant. 

Wedneadaf /. — W e bave been 
defeated 1 The window inci- 
dent was renewed. The Minis- 
ter of Justice explained that 
I it was the accidental careless- 
ness of a Commissionnaire of 
Police. Although the man was 
brave, and crippled by a 
wound, the Chamber de- 
manded his immediate dis- 
missal. We protested. 

Urgency ” was voted, by a 
majority of 343, and we imme- 
diately resigned. Bore to have 
to pack up I 

Thursday. — Have refused 
to join no less than five com- 
binations, Too dangerous. 

Hone of them seemed suffi- 
eiently stable. Six men have 
been tried, but at present 
without result. Well, if 
nothing is done by to-morrow 
morning, I shall go into the 
oountrj for a little shooting. 

JFido IS quite ready— he has 
his ooat out, his moustache 
curled, and can carry; a bag 
in bis mouth. He is very 
good at tricks too. Altogether 
a thorough sporting dogue. 

Friday. — Back again. 

Others being unable to form a 
Cabinet, have formed one my- 
self. Think it will hold to- 
gether, but one never knows. 

So far we have had an over- 
whelming vote of confidence. 

Put it to the Members whether 
we might do what we pleased 
with the windows. ‘ ‘ Y es,” and ! 

“Urgency” voted almost 
simultaneously. No doubt a 
veritable triumph ! 

Saturday. — Everything 
went smoothly until the after- 
noon, when a Deputy wished 
to know the correct time. 

Minister of Education gave it 
as a quarter to six. It was 
wovea that he was wrong. 

He should have said ten minutes to the hour. Serious Ministerial 
orisis in oon^quence. Fearful excitement. A Bill brought in and 
passed legalising everything that four men and a hoy might decide. 
Ministry forced to protest:; turned out in consequence. Base in- 
gratitude ; but a time will come ! Generally hop in and out of office 
twice in a fortnight, ^uite accustomed to it. Good exercise. 

Beleased from my Ministerial duties. Shall have a 
day’s shooting with Fido in consequence. But I must he back 
again to-night, beoause I am sure to be expected to form a New 
Ministry to-morrew I 


Query.— Why oaimot Mr. Glabstoke eat more than two-thirds of a 
rabbit, whether boiled or curried? It does not matter 

what Mr. Glabstokb or anybody else ean do, as nobody oan eat 
a ralUt {w)hoU, 


“SMALL BY DEGEEBS, AND BEAUTIFULLY LESS.” 
Dear Mr. PimoH, — I see that the authorities at Monte Carlo 
very properly have refused permission to Doctors, their wives and 
families, to visit the tables of the Casino. I have not yet ascer- 
tained the reason for the prohibition, but no doubt it is because the 
“ powers that be ” consider Physicians too valuable to the community 
to run the risk of endangering their lives in the excitement of play. 

If we may accept this as a basis, we can see how the idea can he 
developed. If it is right to exclude Doctors, why then, as a kindred 
class, Lawyers shoxud also be refused admission. Of course 
Clergymen of all denominations are, even now, conspicuons by their 
absence. If they are not. the decree of banishment should refer also 
to the wearers of the cloth. 

We have now got rid of Doctors, Lawyers, and Parsons— three of 

the Professions. To be con- 
sistent, we must take the 
fourth. This will prevent 
Musicians ^ from gamhling. 
But if Musicians are tahooea, 
why not Actors ? And if 
A ctors, why not Artists ? And 
, if we except Artists, we must 
Ijoin Literature ana Science, 

I or there might he jealousy. 

I And now we have excluded 
Doctors, Lawyers, Parsons, 
Musicians, Actors, Artists, 
Authors, Men of Science, and 
everyone more or less con- 
nected with them. 

Now^ we must remember 
what is had for the master 
must he equaEy bad for the 
man. So xf a Doctor is ex- 
cluded, a Chemist, an Under- 
taker, and a Grave-digger 
would also be kept awav. 
Lawyer would carry with him 
Judges, Magistrates, Clerks, 
and Law Stationers. The 
Clergy would represent every- : 
one connected with a churcn, 
from an Archbishoi> to a Bell- 
ringer. Then, if we are to 
take away the Professions, 
Commerce must follow — 
wholesale and retail. In one 
blow we keep out of the rooms 
nearly the entire oommxmity. 

Still there are the Army, the 
Navy, and the Civil Service. 
But these are all more or less 
branches of the original class. 
They, like the Doctors, work 
for tne public good. Without 
an Army and Navy and a Civil 
Service, how would the State 
exist ? So they must go. And 
now we have very little left. 
We have lost the Doctors, the 
Clergy, the Lawyers, the Con- 
tributors to Fine Arts, the Mer- 
chants, the Traders, and the 
Servants of the Crown. Natu- 
rally the lower orders would 
follow the lead of the upper 
classes, and then there would 
be only the Croupiers left. And 
as the Croupiers may not play 
themselves, and would have the play of no one to superintend, they, 
too, might be excused, as tbeir labour would be in vain. 

And now haying reduced the visitors of the tables to an unknown 
quantity, I may disappear myself. Yours retiringly, 

Spanish Castle^ Isle of Shye. Akt EX-X. 


A Etjsh of Oite,— The Tznies^ a few days ago, alluding to the 
unemployed loafer, saidj “ it is he who flocks ” to Belief Committees, 
and so forth. How deEghtfifl to be able to flock aU by yourself I 
It recalls the bould Irish soldier who “took six Frenchmen prisoners 
by surrounding them ” P 

The Grajotar op Art.— “ Art,” speU it with a biff or little “ a,” 
can never come first in any well-educated person’s ideas. “I am ” 
must bave the plaee of honour ; then “ Thou Art I ” so apostrophised, 
comes next. 



KINDLY MEANT. 


Whbeb arh you Staying ? I ’ll call and see you.” 

” Don’t 1 Yov ’ll only think the Worse of me when yoxt see my 

ScRROrNDINGS ! ” 

“Oh, my dear Fellow, that’s jmfossisljs, you knowI” 




ROYAL ACADEMICIANS AT MILLBANK. 
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PROM PENCIL TO PEN. 

(A Story of the Merry Yide-Tide Season.) 

Publisher' s Sanctum, PubKsher and Author 
discovered in conference. 

' Publisher. And so I thought that, perhaps, 

I 'with your kind assistance, we might work oif 
some of the blocks that have been left on 
I our hands under the unfortunate circum- 
I stances I have just related. 

Author. Certainly. Quite easy. You want 
I to get a Christmas umber out of them. All 
I right — give me the subjects, and I will just 
I jot down how they shall be worked in. We 
will commence — hero and heroine — say, for 
, the moment, Pdwin and Angelina. 

I 

somewhere m 
bourho^ of 
Pole. Sailors 

“S-Tery 
"m '.,0 good. eI 

father 
was an Arctic 

Write under 

old man had 

Poi Sail or Betuin. manyastart- 

Img adven- 
ture in the silent land of eternal snow.’^ Qo 


V 


accident in the hunting-field. Label it — 
“ His horse swerved, and Edwin was thrown 
with great violence into the water.” Any- 
thing else ? , 1 . 

Pub A man with a dark lantern looking, 
I think, at a mile- stone. 

Auth. Peginaldy before his death in Prance, 
tries to enter burglariously the dwelling- 
house of his hated rival. Label — “ The mis- 
guided wretch paused for a moment while 
he examined one of the mile-stones.” Any- 
thing further? 

Pub. Only two. Which shah, we have, a 
happy or a wretched endmg ? 

Auth. Either you please. One’s as easy 
as the other What are they ? 

Pub. First a man dying in the prairie is 
threatened by a vulture. ^ 

Auth. Evidently Edwin. You see, we have 
already disposed or the wicked cousin. What 
is the other ? 

Pub. Oh, the conventional thing — ^bridal 
party in a village church. I wish we could 
use both. 

Auth. So we can. Cut do'wn bridal block, 
and punch out enou^ of sky in prairie to 
make room for it. Then give the legend, 
“And Edwin died happily, for in his vision 
he saw his love once more as he had hoped 
to see her. With his last breath he blessed 
her as she stood beside him at the altar.” 
That will do, and then I can finish off with, 
“Who knows they may not meet again? 
The End.” 

Pub. And now I want to ask your opinion 
about some trade advertisements. I want to 
know if we can work them m ? 

[Scene closes in upon arrangements of a 
businessAilte character. 


Foi Sail or Betuin. 


Pub. Here is, seemingly, a quarrel to the 
death, in the time of Chahles the Second. 
Ball-room, "with Cavaliers and their Ladies. 
Central ^roup,^ a fight with swords. Can we 
do anything with it ? 

Auth. why, certainly. Edwin excites the 
jealousy of Angelina's cousin Reginald. The 
latter calls out the former at a fancy-dress 
dance. Label it — “ Captain de Courcy was 
too impatient to wait until the hall was over, 
but challenged his rival as the company were 
on the eve of going down to supper.” Drive 
on I 

Pub. This seems rather a puzzle, — a ship 
sinking in mid- ocean. 

Auth. The very thing. having lost 

all his money on the Stock Exchange, goes to 
Australia for more gold. Label — “ The storm 
was terrific, and the Belgravia had much diffi- 
culty in weathering this gale of almost unpre- 
cedented violence.” ^lext, please I 

Pub. Why here are some sketches of Yeniee, 
St. Petersburg, China, and North Wales. 

Auth. I can take them en bloc. Edwin and 
Angelina^ before they return home, go upon a 
honeymoon. Workthemallin. Anything else ? 

Pub. A man being shot by a company of 
French soldiers. Is that of any use ? 

Auth. First-rate fate for the wicked Regt^ 
nald. Goes to France during the Franco- 
German War as a Special Correspondent, and 
is shot as a Prussian spy. Couldn’t be better. 
Anything else ? 

Pub. A village crowd looking at a repre- 
sentation of “ Punch and Judy.” 

Auth, ObVionsljr a recolleetion of Edwin's 
schooldays. Label it — “ Sometimes he would 
join the crowd, watching an exhibition of per- 
ambulating puppets.” Anything else ? 

Pub. A man being thrown from his horse 
into a brook. 

Auth. All right! Angelina first falls in 
love with Edwin when nursing him after an 


By the way, as in Act III. the King enters 
“ a-riding a-riding,” this Opera may be 
distinguished from any of Bach’s future 
works by being called The Horse- Bach Opera. 
Not to exhaust the punning possibilities in 
the name of the composer, it may be in- 
cidentally noted that, original and fresh as 
every air in this Opera may be, yet this 
present work consists entirely of “Bach 
Numbers.” No more on this subject at 
present. 

Last week of Opera by night at Covent 
Garden, as the Garden is turned into a Race- 
course for The Prodigal Eaughter's steeple- 
chase, and Drury Lane is wanted for the 
Pantomime. Sir Drubiolanus has his hands 
full — likewise his pockets. ‘ ‘ So mote it be ! ” 


TO 1V!Y PARTNER. 

“Miss Red Sash”— my programme can’t 
even relate 

Your name, and I know nothing more 
Of your tastes. Do you talk of high Art — or 
the state 

Of the fioor ? 


THE KISS. 

{By a Jubilomt Juryman.) 

[Kissing the Rook is noir to be dispensed with as 
part of a Juryman’s duties.] 

Lip to lip is pleasant altogether, 

But there is no charm in lip to leather 
All the bards who Ve sung of osculation, 
Down from Ovid to song’s last sensation, 
Could not lend romance, or even sense, 

To the Court’s poor labial pretence. 

Always meaningless, and most unpleasant. 
Here the past is bettered by the present. 
Kissing is the due of Love and Beauty, 

Dull and dismal when ’tis made mere duty. 
Mere lip-loyalty to Love means little — 

But to Truth ? ’Tis not worth jot or tittle I 
When from lip to lip in cold formality 
Passed the grubby cover, in reality 
Binding kissing made no oath more binding 
Nor more easy Justice’s clear finding. 
Therefore, thanks to common sense, — ^long 
I missing — 

I That makes obsolete one form of kissing I 


“THERE AND BACK.” 

Fibst night at Covent Garden of new 
Opera, Irmengarda., by Chevalier, not Che- 
valier Coster, but Chevalier Emtl Bach. In 
this plot the women of a besieged city are 
allowed to leave it, carrying whatever is most 
precious on their backs— hut this one Bach 
can’t carry Irmengarda. wHeh is, however, 
not too* too precious, but is supportable. Sir 
Drubiolanus Opebaticus “gives a Back,” 
and it’s “Over!” First Act, while per- 
forming, is promising; ^cond very much 
after, or behind the first. House full. Every- 
body good, specially Yalda and Abbamopp. 
Mr. Abmbrustbr conducted the Mascaoni- 
cum - W AONEB - & - Co. music. Everybody 
happy, specially Baoh himself, who was not 
backwards in coming forwards, and bowing 
his acknowledgments. 








Do politics 
please you? 
Uganda, 
perhaps, 

Or the Ca- 
binet crisis 
in France? 

Or would you 
remarkthat 
a great 
many 
chaps 

Never dance ? 


M 'lli Is Ibsen your 

\liy II 

Wim 

f \ W are noise, 

I V Some say 

\ ' nauseous; 

^ is he a 

sage? 

Or are you contented to see a live horse 
On the stage ? 

You love Paderewski, and would not be false 
To your faith in Brahms, Grieu, W^uner 
and [palse, 

Co. ; or you are awfully pleased with this 
And this Band ? 

I ’ll fan you, and hear if you then will repeat 
Facts on currents of air, or simoom ; 

Or simper, and smilingly speak of the heat 
Of the room. 


A Good “ Second A Dutch Oyster. 


HOTIOE. — Rejected Comm um cai*tioiia or Goatributions, whether HS,, Printed Hatter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in ho ease be returned, not even when aocompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper, To this rule 
there will be ho exeeptioa. ^ r ^ 
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SNUBBING A DECADENT. 

Ee , — ^don’t you find Existence an awful Bore?'' 

She . A— -WELL, SOME People’s existence — most decidedly ’ ’ 


YULE-TIDE— OLD AND NEW. 

At the Commencement of the Centuht. 

And tliey made merry in the good old 
fashion. The pictures on the walls were 
covered with holly and mistletoe. They had 
come from British woods. Then the tables 
groaned with Christmas cheer. The baron 
of beef was flanked with plum-pudding and 
mince-pies. There never was a more jovial 
crew. The compliments of the season were 
passed round, and the Christmas Waits, 
singing their Christmas carols, were enter- 
tained right royally. For was it not a time 
of peace and good will P Then there .was a 
mighty laugh. A huge joke had been per- 
petrated. Grandfather had been asleep, and 
he was telling the youngsters, who had been 
playing a round game, tbe character pf his 
dream. 

“I give you my word if is true,” said the 
old man. “Yes, I actually forgot it was 
Christmas ! ” 

“ But it was ouly iu your dreams, Grand- 
papa,” urged one of his descendants. 

“ Yes, but that was had enough,” cried the 
old man in a tone of self-reproach, “ fancy 
forgetting Christmas— even in ^one's dreams I 
Everything seems changing nowadays ! ” 


And “ Grandson” wrote out a Word on a 
piece of paper, and sealed it in a packet. 
Then he called out the sentence, “ The pre- 
sent season of the year is known, as ” 

Then they all tried to guess it. Some one 
said “unfavourable,” another “pleasant,” a 


third “dreary,’ 


‘ trouble- 


But the Grandfather was wrong — the 
Christmas hills were unchangeable. And 
ever will be I 

At the End of the Century. 

And certainly it was dull enough in all 
conscience. Nowadays everything is dull. 
Although it was towards the end of Decem- 
ber, the room was decorated with summer 
flowers. They had come from Algeria. Then 
the side-table was spread with a recherchi 
repast, for they were all going to dine d la 
Eusse. But the guests were sad and tho- 
roughly bored. They had sent a policeman 
after the itinerant street-musicians, with 
the desired result. luside aud outside silence 
reigned triumphant. Was it not a time for 
“moving on” and threateniug “six weeks 
without the option of a fine ” ? 

Then there was a deep groan. A young 
man — somebody’s Grandson — suggested a 
round game. At first the suggestion was 
received with derision. 

“You can’t get up a Missing W or d Compe- 
tition,” said one. “ bfo, my Grandson, you 
can’t.” , , _ 

“Can’t I?” said the youngster, who had 
been called ‘ Grandson.’ “ Can’t I ? ^ Look 
here, 1 will write out a Word, and I will het 
you none of you will guess it.” 


But they all were wrong. 

At last the sealed-up packet was produced, 
and opened. For the first time there was a 
smile when the Word was known. 

“Who would have thought of it?” was 
the cry. 

The word chosen was “Christmas.” 

“Fancy anyone remembering Christmas^ 
Even for a Missing Word Competition I 
Everything seems changing nowadays ! ” 

But the Grandsou was wrong—his Christmas 
bills were uuchangeable. And ever will be ! 


“ART COMPETITIONS.^^ i 

“ Since these competitions were staited, the 
public held been educated in aitistic matteis, and 
their judgment was almost equal to that of the 
members of the Koyal Academy.” — Mr. FoUnd's 
Speech %n the Tf^ord’* case. 

Mr. Poland said, at Bow Street, 

Choosing pictures thus imparts 
Judgment good as that of those treat- 
Ed as foremost in the arts. 

Hitherto each paid his shilling 
At the House of Burlington, 

Gazed at pictures, feeble, thrilhng, 

Bad or good, aud wandered on — 

Stared with awe-struck admiration 
At “ the Picture of the Year,” 

Gained artistic education 
In a stufiy atmosphere. 

Then all changed ; he paid his shilling 
And he sent his coupon in 
To a weekly paper, willing i 

To discriminate the tin ; 

And be wisely praised or blamed, yet 
He knew nothing of design, 

The Bridq-e of Bow Street claimed yet 
One more shilling as a fine. 

Oh, rejoice, Academicians ! 

Learned Betdoe knew what to do ; 
Artisans or mechanicians 
Might have grown as wise as you. 

Which would sadden any jnst man, 

And might make an angel weep — 
Dicksee distanced by a dustman, 

Storey staggered by a sweep I 

Bouohton beaten by a baker, 

Housemaids humbling helpless Ho ox'’; 
Stone surpassed by sausage-maker, 
CooEEE conquered by a cook I 

Crowe or Crofts crushed by a cow-boy, 
Millais made by milkmen mad, 

Pettie plucked by any ploughboy, 
Leighton licked by butcher’s lad I 

It^efieoted all you care for, 

But Sir John has pulled you through ; 
Bold Bow-Street’s Beak is, therefore, 

Ho Bridge of Sighs for you 


“A Note on the Appreciation of Gold.” 
—Send a five-pound note (verified by t^ 
Bank of England) to our ofiice, and we will 
undertake to get it changed mimediately^ 
and thereupon to hand over to the Bearer, in 
exchange for the note, two golden sovereigns ^ 
and one golden half-sovereign^ ready cash. 
This will show what is our appreciation of 
gold. 


voi* cm. 
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“ I confess it does seem to me tliat certain decisions made by a competent 
tribunal have rendered it extremely doubtful whether there is a single one of 
the 670 gentlemen who now compose the House of Commons, who might not 
find himself, by some accident, unseated, if a full investigation were made 
into everythmg that had taken place in ms constituency, say, durmg the ten 
years preceding his candidature — Mr, Balfour at Sheffield, 

MI*, [of any ^ arty you please)^ loquitur — 

Phew I It ’s all very fine, when you gather to dme, 

And to blow ofi the steam, while you blow off your ’baeca. 


(As the farmers of Aylesbury did, when their wine 
Was sweetened with “ news from the Straits of Malacca » 
But things are much changed since the voters of Bucks 
Flushed red with loud fun at the phrases of Dmr,, 

And M P»’s are dreadfully down on their lucks, 

Since Batpoitr’s confounded “ tribunals ” got busy^ 

What precious strff posers to loyal Pnmrosers 
Are offered by Eoohester, W^sall, and Hexham I 
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SUCH A HAPPY FAMILY PARTY-AT CHRISTMAS. 

Uncle John {losing his money and his temper) ‘‘ Now, Jake, do me a Favoxje eoe okce, akd show yoitr Hand f ” 

Aunt Jane (lahose best Cards her Partner has invariably over Arum;ped), ‘‘I oakt help ir You show your Hands, akd I 'm sure 
TNSY 'ee KO Bfautiks ! ' [After this there *s a pn aspect of a very pleasant evening 


Platform perorators, post~prandial glosers, 

Must find many points to perplex ^em and yex ’em 
It bothers a sponter who freely would flourish 
Coat-tails and mixed tropes at political dinners, 

■When doubts of his safety lie’s dnyen to nourish, 

Through publicans rash and (electoral) sinners. 

Good lack, and good gracious ^ One may be veracious, 

And look with disgust upon bribes and forced bias, 

Yet owing to “ Agents ’’ more hot than sagacious, 

Appear as Autolycus-cum-Ais 
One might just as soon be a Man-in-th e-Moon, 

Or hark back at once to the style of Old Sarum. 

That Act (Corrupt Practices) may be a boon, 

But the way they apply it seems most harum-scarum 

Should a would-be M P ask old ladies to tea. 

Or luvite male supporters to crumpets or cncbe*' , 

Should a snug Party Club prove a trifle too free, 

Or give an equivocal “treat,” or hat-ticket , 

A^seven years’ nursing of SlopviHe-on-Slime, 

A well-fought Election and Glorious Victory 
(Crowed o’er by proud Party prints at the time) 

May — lose you your Seat. It does seem contradictory. 

Of course, my good friends, one would not say a word, 

Against England’s glory — ^Electoral Purity ! 

Suspect me of slighting that boon ? Too absurd ^ 

But what good ’s a Seat without some small security. 

To hght tooth and nail, land a wm, and then fail 
Along of dishon — I mean o’er-zealous “ Agents” — 

Well, weU, I don’t wish at our Judges to rail, 

But— putting it plainly — fear it won’t pay, gents 

’Tis hard to attend a political feast, 

And strut like a peacock, and crow like a bantam, 

Yet feel at one ’s back, like a blast from the east, 

A he-rohed and be-wigged and blood-curdling law phantom. 


Stentorian cheers, and nproarious hear-hears. 

Though welcome, won’t banish the sense of “wet-blanket ” 
(That ’s Ikooidsby’s rhyme), when Petition-bred fears 
Conjure up a grim Skeleton (Judge) at the Banquet I 


THE SHORTEST DAY. 


A M But when 

Meets eyes It goes, 

Of them Why then 

Who rise One knows 

If no New Year 

Fog hide — Will soon 

Then woe Be here — 

Betide ; Then June, 

The day So bright ^ 

That ought So sweet I 

To stay So light I 

So short We ’ll greet 

A space The day 

Cau’t show That ’s long 

Its face With gay, 

Below. Glad song — 

Excessively long-footed verse will undoubtedly characterise what 


Shokt verse 
We need, 
Most terse 
Indeed, 
That It— 
This lay— 
May fit 
This day. 
Short sight 
Of sun. 
Long night, 
Begun 
At four, 
Sunshine 
Once more 
At nine. 


we say, 

For Lokoteeiow’s longest hnes skip along when 
for the Longest Day. 


we ’ ve long longed 
Touchstoke. 


Militakt Motto fob tbce New South Lokdok Ophthalmic EEos- 

PITAIi OPBKED LAST jjBXDAT BY THE DUKE OF TOBK. — “EyeS Tight 


THE CHOICE OF BOOKS. 


To various opinions the quidnuncs give voice, ^ 

But the best “ choice of hooks ” means— the hooks of your choice. 
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-riir- I \ur\nr% i2o6erj5. Please, Sir, it ’s on’y eome, Sir. 

THE L,A5 I WUKU* 3 /^. {snatching the paper /rom him, and tearing it open ; the 

(A Domestic Drama of the Day before Yesterday,) other members of the family crowd round exeitediy).^ow we shall 

. ^ ^ - seel Where the place F Coniound the thmcrl Why can't they 

Scene. — The Brealfast Doom at Linoleum Lodge, the suburban print the result in a {Ris faew falls,) What are you waiting 

residence of Samuel Stodgeeoed, Esq. Mr. and Mrs. St^ge- Tj. p Leave the room I 

a-i • “r\. 7 ‘T>j-v«r-f%'r'r “r 4 ^ * r* m t if If* t V *77 Tr 


POED, their son Paemenas, and daughters Pompilia and Peis- 
CILLA, discovered at hreahfasL 


Mr. Stodgeford. We shall probably get it by the second post, and Word-^eause I'm- 


[To Kobekt, ioho has lingered about the sideboard. 
Robert. Beg pardon, Sir, but would you mind reading out the 


though the delay is— ah— to^ some^ extent, annoying, we must not 
allow ourselves to be unduly impatient. Personally, I regard these 


The Family. Head the Word, Papa, do! 

Mr. S. {keeping the Journal). All in good time 


{Addressing 


—ah— weekly competitions as chiefly valuable in providing an Robeet.) Am I to understand, Sir, that you have actually had the 
innocent form of domestic recreation, and an interesting example of presumption to engage in this competition F— an uneducated young 


the — ah — ^value of words. rascal like you I , 

Rarmenas S. The value of one word, I should say, Father. Last Robert I didn't mean no harm, Sir, I sent in nothmk— it was 
week, as there were very few who guessed right, it amounted to a on’y a lark, Sir! ^ i ■»» 

considerable sum. T'Ae Family {dancing with suspense). Oh, never mma Kobeei! now, 

Mr. S. That is a stimulant to ingenuity, no doubt, with some Father— do read out the Word! 
minds, hut let us put that aside. We feel some natural curiosity Mr. 8, {ignoring their anxiety). If you sent in nothing, Sir, so 
to know whether we have selected the missing much the better. But, in case you Bhould be 


minds, but let us put that aside. We^ feel s 
to know whether we have selected the missing 
adjective, and I see no reason myself to doubt 
that our united eflorts will this time he 
crowned with success, 

Rompilia. It is almost impossible that it 
won't he one of the two hundred and fifty 
we sent in. 

Rarmenas. I drew up a list of synonyms 
which, I flatter myself, was practically ex- 
haustive. 

Rrisdlla. I dreamt T heard a voice saying 
quite clearly in my ear, “ liTonsensical ! non- 
sensical ! " — ^like that— so I sent it in the 
first thing next morning. 

Mr. S. These — ah — supernatural monitions 
are not vouchsafed to us without a purpose. 
It may be “ nonsensical,” 

Mrs. S, The only two words I could think 
of were, “absurd” and “idiotic,” and I'm 
afraid they haven’t much chance. 

Mr. 8. I wouldn't say that, Sopheonia. 
It is not always the most appropriate epithet 
that — let me run over the paragraph again 
— ^where is last week's paper F Ah, 1 have it. 
(JTa procures it and reads with unction.) 
“The lark, as has been frequently observed 
by the poets, is in the habit of ascending to 
high altitudes in the exercise of his vocal 
functions. Scientific meteorologists, it is 
true, do not consider that there is any im- 
mediate danger of a descent of the sky, hut 
many bird-catchers of experience are of 
opinion that, should such a contingency 
happen, the number of these feathered song- 
sters included in the catastrophe would, m 

all probability, he simply ” It might he 

“idiotic,” of course, hut I fancy “incah 
culahie” or “appalling” would be nearer 
the mark, 

Rarmenas. Too obvious, I should say. It 
you had adopted a few more of the words I 
got from Rogefs Thesaurus, we should have 
! been safer. Sending in a word like “disgust- 




much the better. But, in case you ehoiild be 
temi)ted to such a piece of infatuation in 
future, let me tell you this by way of— ah— 
warning. I and my family, have, with 
every advantage that superior education and 
,>-s^ abilities can bestow, sent in, after prolonged 

% "V and careful deliberation, no less than two 

M hundred and fifty separate solutions, and not 
' a single one of these solutions, Sir, proves to 
be the correct one ! 

The Family {collapsing on the nearest 
Aiairs). Oh, it can't be true— one of them 
must be right ! 

3fr. 8. Unfortunately, they are not. I 
will read you the sentence as completed. 
{Reads. ) ‘ ‘ Snould such a contingency happen, 
the number of these feathered songsters 
included in the catastrophe would, in all probability, 
he simply— ah— Now I venture to assert 
that nothing short of —ah— absolute genius could pos- 
sibly [To Eobekt.) What do you mean by inter- 

rupting me. Sir ? 

Robert. Please, Sir, I said nothink, Sir ! 

Rompilia. Oh, what does it matter? Give me the 
paper, rapa. {She snatches it.) Oh, listen to this:^ — 
“The number of solutions sent in was five hundred 
thousand, which means that twenty-five thousand 
pounds remain for division. The only competitor who 
gave the correct solution was Mr. Robeex Conklinu, 
of Linoleum Lodge, Camberwell ...” Oh! Why, 
that 's you, Robeet I 

Robert Yes, Miss, I told you I said “Nothink,” 
Miss. I 'm sure if, I 'd thought 

Mr. 8. {gasping). Twenty-five thousand pounds! 
Ah, Robeet, i trust you will not forget that this 
piece of — ah — unmerited good fortune was acquired 
by you under this humble roof. Shake hands, my 
boy ! 

Rompilia. Wait, Papa — don’t shake hands till I’ve 
done— “Mr. Cootling, however, having 
elected to disregard otir conditions, requiring the 
solution to be written out in full, and to express the 
word “Nought” by a cipher, we cannot consider him 


mg ” was sheer waste of one-and-twopence ! t sold my Clianst to the Butcher-boy ! legally entiSled to the prize ” 

And as for Pompilia, vsdth her synonyms to “sensational,” and Mr. 8. How dare you use my private address for your illiterate 


Peiscilla, with her rubbishy superstition, depend upon it, they 're attempts, Sir ? 

no good I , , Rrisc. {seizing the paper). Why don’t you read it aU? “We 

You thiuk you know so much, because you ’ye [been are prepared, nevertheless, to waive this informality, and a 
to London Uniyersi'^ ^but we'^ve been to a High School ; so we ’re cheque for the full amount of twenty-five thousand pounds, j 
not absolute «£?fojf5,pAEMENAS I j payable to his order, will he forwarded to Mr. Conkling ac- i 

Priscilla. And I ’m sure people have dreamt which horse was cordingly ” I 

goii^ to win a race over and over again I \ Mr. 8. Well, Robeet, you deserve it, I must say— shake hands ! 

Mr. 8. Come, come, let us have none of these unseemly disputes ! —I— ah— mean it. 

And, when you compare a literary competition with— ah — a mere I Robert Thankee, Sm I ’m sure — it was Cook and Jane ’elped me, 
^mbhng transaction, Peiscilla, you do a grave injustice to us all. ' Sir, but — {dolefully ) — sold my chanst to the butcher-hoy, for 
You lorget mat we have, all of us, worked hard for success ; we tuppence and a mouth-orgin. Sir. 

A J* w^hole thoughts and time to the subject. I have I Mr. 8. You unspeakable young idiot! But there, you will know 
stayed at home from the office day after day. Your mother has better another time ; aud now go out at once, and order five hundred 
had no leisure for the cares of the household ; your brother has sus- copies of Tiddler — a periodical which ofiers such intellectual and — 
pended his studies for his approaching examination, and your elder ah — substantial advantages, deserves some encouragement. {Exit 
sister her labours at the East End-^n purpose to devote our com- Robeet.) Now Mother, Paemenas, girls— all of you, let us set to 
hined inteuigence to the subject, .^d are we to he told that we work, and see — just for the — ah — ^fun of the thing — if wo can't be 
are no better than the brainless multitude who speculate on horse- more fortunate with the next competition. We’fl have Cook and 
J|<5ing, I am not angry my child, I am only — {Enter Robeet, Ja2se, and — ah — Robeet in to help; the housework can look after 
Ue Page, a paper m a postal wrapper.) Tiddler* s Miscellany-- itself for once . . . what is it now, Peiscilla ? 

at last! Why didn t you bring it up before, Sir? You must Rrisc. {faintly). I ’ye just seen this. {Reads.) “ La consequence of 
have knovra. it was important I the recent decision at Bow Street, those who send solutions for this, 
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and any future competitions, will not be 
required to forward any remittance with their 
coupons 

Mr. S. {appf^ovmgly). An admirable arrang:e- 
ment— puts a stop at once to any pernicious 
tendency to— ah— ^speculation I 

Frisc, [continuing) — ‘‘and successful com- 
petitors must, we fear, be content with no other 
reward than that of honourable mention.” 

Mr. S. Here, 'send after Robeet, some- 
body 1 It’s scandalous that the precious 
time of a whole family should be frittered 
away in these unedifying and— ah— idiotic 
competitions. I will not allow another Tiddler 
to enter my house I 

Mohert (entering with his cif'^ns frill of 

Tiddlers Please, Sir, I brought a 
’undred, Sir, and they ’ll send up the rest as 

soon as ever they-; Oh Lor, Sir, I on’y done 

as I was toldji Sir I 

[lie is pounced senerely ^ cuffed hy a 

righteously indignant family^ and sent 
flying in a whirlwind of tattered “ jfYc?- 
dlerSf^^ as the Scene closes. 


LAYS OE MODERN HOME. 


THE MHEPIH man. 

An ! welcome, through autumnal mist, 
Por each returning ruralist, 

“Waif metropolitan, to list 

Thy tinkle unto. 

No sound of seas or hees or trees 
Can lundoners so truly please — 

The cheapest epicure with ease 

Thy dainties run to. 



They need 
not, like 
the fruits 
on sticks, 
The fruits 
Venetian 
boyhood 
licks, 

A voice with 
operatic 
tricks 

Their praise 
to trumpet- 
The simple 
bell shall, 
fraught 
with sense 
Of teapot, 
urn, and 
hearth in- 
tense, 

Best herald 
thee and 
thy corn- 
mens- 
-arable 
crumpet. 


Lives there a cit with soul so dead 
Who never to himself hath said, 

“ This is my crisp, my native-bred, 
My British muf^ I ” ? 
Let picturesque Autolyci 
Their cloying foreign dainties cry ; 

I don’t see much to buy, not I, 

Such messy stuff in I 


Mysterious vagrant, dost prepare 
Thyself that inexpensive rare ; 
Thyself, partake of it— and where f— 
The boon thou sellest ? 
’Tis Home, where’er it be ; thy load 
Can cheer the pauper’s dark abode, 
And lack of it, with gloom corrode 
The very swellest. 

There are who deem it vulgar fun 
Por dressy bachelors to run 
Themselves to stop thee j I ’m not one 
So nicely silly : 


I ’m not ashamed to track thy way, 
And test the triumphs of thy tray, 

And bring them hack in paper, say, 

To Piccadilly. 

Yes, heedless of a gibing town, 

To hand them Phyllis, sit me down, 
And wait, till they come up in brown 
And glossy sections. 
Then, brew my cup— the best Ceylon — 
And, bidding care and chill begone, 
Concentre heart and mouth upon 

Thy warm perfections. 


MONTECARLOTTERY. 

[It lemaius true tbat for those wbo want a brief 
and exhilarating change, and are glad to reap for 
the nonce the harvest of a quiet eye, there aie 
spots within the borders of England which, both in 
climate and in scenery, can vie with the proudest 
and most vaunted wateiing-places of the Sunny 
South.” — Daily Faper\] 

Damon on the Fiviera^ to Fythias at 
Torquay, — “Here I am, by the blue Mediter- 
ranean I At least, the attendant of the sleep- 
ing-car says the Mediterranean is somewhere 
about, only, as a violent rain-storm is going 
on, we can’t see it. Very tired by journey. 
Peel that, after all, you were probably right 
in deciding to try the coast of Pevonshire 
this winter, instead of Riviera.” 

Fythias at Torquay ^ to Damon at Mice , — 
“ Coast of Devonshne delightful, so far. 
Pleasant run down from London by Or, W. R. 
—only five hours. Thought of and pitied 
your crossing to Calais, and long night-and- 
day journey after. Ydu should just see our 
geraniums and fuchsias, growing out-of- 
doors in winter I Mind and tell me in your 
next how the olives and orange-trees look.” 

Datnon to Fythias, — “Olives all diseased 
—have not seen an orange-tree yet^there is 
my reply to the query in your last. Hitherto 
I have not had much opportunity of seeing 
anything, as the mistral has been blowing, 
and it has been rather colder than England 
in March. W'retched cold in my head. No 
decent fires— only pine-cones and logs to 
burn, instead of coal I Wish I were at 
Torquay with you ! ” 

Fythias to Damon, — “Sorry to hear that 
Riviera is such afaUure. More pleased than 
ever with Devonshire. Glorious warm sun- 
shine to-day. Natives say they hardly ever 
have frost. Children digging on sand on 
Christmas Eve— too hot for great-eoat. Rain 
comes down oecasionallj, but then it dries up 
in no time. Guite a little Earthly Paradise. 
Glad I found it out.” 

Zater from Damon. — “ Riviera better. 
Mistral gone. Sun warm, and have seen my 
first orange-tree. Have also found that 
there ’s a place called Monte Carlo near Nice. 
Have you ever heard of it ? There ’s a 
Casino there, where they have free concerts. 
Off there now ! ” 

Later from Fythias, — “After all, Devon- 
shire is sometimes a little damp. Yes, I have 
heard of Monte Carlo Casino, and I wish there 
was anything of the sort at Torquay. Walks 
and drives pretty, but monotonous. Hills 
annoying. Still, evidently far superior to any 
part of Riviera.” 

Still later from Damon, — “ Glorious place, 
Monte Carlo. Superb pounds ! Scenery 
lovely, and Casinery still lovelier I And, 
between ourselves, I have already more than 
paid for expenses of my trip by my win ni ngs 
at the Tables. No time for more just now. 
Must back the red ! ” 

Reply to above from Fythias, — “ Yery sorry 
to hear you have been playing at the Tables. 
Sure to end in ruin. By the bye, what system 
do you use ? The subject interests me merely 
as a mathematical problem, of course. Wish 


I could pay expenses of my Devonshire 
hotel so easily. But then one ought to have 
some reward for visiting such a dreary place 
as the Riviera, with its Mistrals, and diseased 
olive-trees, and all that.” 

Latest from Damon, — “ Since writing my 
last letter, my views of the Riviera have 
altered. The climate, 1 find, does not suit me. 
Sun doesn’t shine as much as I expected — ^not 
at night, for instance. Then the existence 
of an olive disease anywhere near is naturally 
very degoutant (as they say here). And the 
Casino at Monte Carlo is simply an organised 
swindle. It ought to he put down! After 
staking ten times in succession on “Zero,” 
and doubling my stake each time, I was abso- 
lutely cleared out ! Only just enough money 
to take me home. Shall follow your example, 
and try Torquay for the rest of the winter.” 

Latest from Fythias, — “ Just a hasty line 
to say — donH come to Torquay ! I am leaving 
it. Since I last wrote, my views of Devon- 
shire have also altered. Can’t conceal from 
myself that the climate is a mistake. Damp, 
dnll, and depressing. Your account of Monte 
Carlo— the Casino, of course— so enchant- 
ing, that I ’ve determined to try it. Just off 
to London to catch ‘ train de luxe ” 


THE MISSING WORD. 

[By a nmeeh'badgered Barmaid,) 

Each hoobyish bar-lounger calls me “ dear,” 
And “ Misses” me in manner most absurd. 
I should not miss him 1 But the boss, I fear, 
Would miss his custom; so I stiU must hear 
His odious “ Miss-ing ” word I 
But oh I I’d sooner bear a monkey’s kisses, 
Than some of these cheap mashers’ mincing 
“Misses”! [“twod” 

And there is one young ape!— I’d stand 
Could I hit him each time he ‘‘ Misses” me I 


QUEER QUERIES. 

Atjtobiogbabhical. — I should he glad to 
know^ whether it would he advisable for me 
to write a book of “Reminiscences,” as I see 
is now the fashion. My life has been chiefly 
passed in a moorland- village in Yorkshire, 
so that it has 
not been very 
eventful, and 
I have never 
written any- 
thing before ; 
still the public ^ 
might like to \ 
hear my 
opinions on 
things in 
general, and I 
think I could 
make the anec- 
dote of how 
our kitchen 
chimney once 
caught fire — 
which would 
be the most 
important incident chronicled— rather thril- 
ling. Among interesting and eminent persons 
I have met, and of whom I could give some 
account in my forthcoming work, are Mr. 
Glabstoite (who' passed through our station 
in a train going at fifty miles an hour while 
I was on the platform). Lord Saiasbitry 
whom I met (under similar circumstances, 
and ,the hack of whose head I feel confident 
that I actually saw) and the Lord Chiep 
Justice of England, who ordered an Usher 
to remove me from his Court at the Assizes 
as I was (incorrectly) alleged to be snoring. 
I should he glad to hear of any leading 
Publisher who would be likely to offer a good, 
price for such a hook.— Rusticus Expectahs. 






‘^OHIIISTMAS IS COMINQ 

Chkistmas is coming ! Pleasant truth. 

To all— saye the dyspeptic I 
To most in whom some smack of youth 
Hath influence antiseptic. 

Pessimists prate, and pngs he-rate 
The time of mirth and holly ; 

But why should time-soured sages “ slate 
The juvenile and jolly ? 

“ Though some churls at our mirth repine 
(As old G-eoeob Wither put it). 

We ’ll whifl our weed, and sip our wine, 

And watch the youngsters foot it. 

They did so in quaint Wither’ s time. 

When wassail-howls were humming. 

And still girls laugh, and church- hells 
chime, 

Because — “ Christmas is coming I ” 

“ Christmas is coming ! ” Let him bring 
Mirth to the toiling million. 

What is ’t he bears — a gracious thing — 
Behind Mm on the pilhon ? 

Her snowy garb, and smile benign, 

Make sunsMne in dark places ; 

The gentlest, rarest, most divine 
Of all the Christian graces. 

Her eyes are full of loving light, 

Her hands with gifts are laden ; 

True Yule-tide Almoner, of right, 

TMs ZTha-pnre sweet maiden 1 
She smiles on all, full-feeding mirth, 

Young love, mad motley mumming ; 

There is less dearth of joy on earth. 
Because— “ Christmas is coming ! ’’ 

A Merry Christmas ? Bound each room 
That ’s writ in leaf and berry ; 


But there be those, alas I to whom 
There ’s mockery in the “ Merry.” 

Merry ? — when sorrow loads the heart, 

And nothing loads the larder f 
In the world’s play the poor man’s part 
At Yule-tide seems yet harder. 

Good cheer to him who hungry goes, 

And mirth to her whcj sorrows, 

Lend bitter chill to Christmas snows. 

Small joy care’s bondsman borrows. 

From jollity he may not share, 

Despair is darkly drumming 
At his dull breastj whose hearth won't flare, 
Because — Christmas is coining I ” 

Good Greybeard Sire, you would not tire 
Gay youth with tales of trouble ; 
World-gladness is your heart’s desire, 

And so you ’re— riding double 1 
Pleasant to see dear Charity 
Close pillion-poised behind you, 

E age r to bid her gifts fly free. 

We ’re happy so to find you. 

Bide on, and scatter largesse wide I 
Sore need is still no rarity, 

For all our Progress, Powfer, and Pride, 

We can’t dispense with Charity. 

Bide on, kind pair, and may the air 
With happiness be humming, 

And poverty shake ofl despair, 

Because — “ Christmas is coming ! ” 

Bather TOO Premature.— -W e see “ 
mas Leaves^"* advertised everywhere in 
glaring colours. TMs announcement is too 
early. “ Christmas Comes, it should be, 
and then, any time after the 25th, will be 
appropriate for the announcement of Ms 
departure. 


THE POBTEE’S SLAM. 


[A Bieeting at ^Manchester has rawed a prote<»t 
against the nuisanc e caused by the needles8i> loud 
“ slatnmmg’^ of railway carnage doors ] 

The porter has a patent “ slam,” 

Which smites one like a blow, 

And everywhere that porter comes, 

That slam ” is sure to go. 

It strikes upon the tym-pa-num 
Like shoc^ of dynamite ; 

By day it nearly makes you dumb— 

It deafens you at night. 

When startled by that patent slam ” 
The pious pas-sen-jare, 

Says something else that ends 
“am,” 

(Or he has patience rare.) 

Hot only does it cause a shock, 

But — Manchester remarks — 

“ Depreciates the rolling stock.” 

Well, that is rather larks ! 

That ’s not the point. The porter’s slam 
Conduces to insanity, 

And, though as mild as Mary's lamb, 
Drives men to loud profanity. 

If Manchester the “ slam ” can stay 
By raising of a stir, 

All railway-travellers will say, 

“ Bully for Man-ches-ter I ” 


Kelly^s^ Directory for 1893. — Invaluable, 
and considered as “portable propei^” (to 
quote Tip*s friend), admirably suited for 
the pocket of any individual who should 
happen to he about twenty-five feet high. 
JSow to use it f Why — ^see inside— it is full 
of “ Directions.” 
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MIXED NOTIONS -No. 11. UGANDA. 


anything of it, and they ^ve got to go whether they like it or not ; 
though 1 daresay they ’re deuced glad to be out of the hole. But, 


« . , « ^ ‘ . * » , ' . though 1 daresay they ’re deuced glad to be out of the hole, 

Scene As before^ a Matlmay^carrtage in a suburban mormng train jf it don’t pay, what on earth are we going to do with it ? 
to Ztonaon, Persons also as hef ore-— namely^ WeU-iniormed Second IV I, M. (triumvhantli/ reinforcina him). Yes. v 


Men, an Inq[uirer, and an Average Man, 


Second W L M. {triumphantly reinforcing him]. Yes, what on 
earth are we ’to do with it ? 


First IVell-informed Man {laying down his paper). So the First 7F, I, M. {calmly, but contemptuously). Ah I I see yon 're 
G-overnment ’s going to stick to Uganda, after all. I had a notion, both little-England men. From yonr point of view, I daresay 
from the beginning, they wouldn’t be allowed to scuttle. you’re right enough. But I ’m one of those who believe that we 

^ Average Man, Ah—I don’t know that 1 ’m particularly enthu- must stick on wherever we ’ve planted the flag. I agree with 
siastic about Uganda. ^ Moltke, that the nation that gives up is in a state of decay. 

Inquirer, Why not f Second W, I, M, It wasn’t Moltee who said that ; it was Yictor 

A, M, What are we going to get out of it ?~that ’s the question. Hugo, or {after a pause) Lord Palmbeston. 

We go interfering all over the world, grabbing here, and grabbing First W. I. M. Well, it doesn’t matter who said it. The point is, 
there, merely in order to keep other people out; and then some it’s true. Besides, what are you going to do about the slaves and 
nigger King, with a cold in his head, sneezes as he passes the the Missionaries ? 

Union Jack. That ’s an Average Man. Oh, 


from the beginning, they wouldn’t be allowed to scuttle. 


I you’re right enough. 






illilp'i' 






iti 

iKlI 








insult to the flag, of ... j i bother the Missionaries! 

course; so off goes an ||||1 |i I | IF, I. M, It’s 

expedition, and, before |||Wjs /'I ~Sl'i 1 I't I ' 

you know where you IjliHp ' “Mother the Mission- 

are, we ’ve spent about ' Ifll nm ^ il l anes!” but that won’t 

ten milHons, and added | it l|/il get you any further. 

a few thousand acres of li'ilSl | 10/ m tL-^' \u f'n? They’re our fellow- 

swamp to the Empire. j!! Illhi ' MUr creatures after all, and 

Why cto’t -we leave i 1 fk( h more, they’re 

things alone ^Haven’t j jl j|| ‘j our fellow-coimtoymei^ 

j!' A f. A SALVE FOR^THe IsOiJiSCIEN^^^ ” 

MrstjFI M Whv Vegetarian Professor, ‘*'Ko, Madam, not even Fish. I cannot sanction the apropos of the mnch^dis- 

• J' Desthttotion of Life. These little Animals, for instance, were but yesterday cussed article written 

Second W, I. M, Swimming happily in the Sea. by Dr. ^ St. George 

Why not I Because it’s Mrs, OPaughlan, “Oh but, Professor, just think it’s the First Time the Mivart in The Nine- 

our sphere of influence ^oor little Things have ever been really Warm in their Lives 1 

(*Sy).' I’m afraid you’ll think me very ignorant, hut heggin? pardon for uttering a wd “uimentionaUe to ears poh^^^^^ 
I don’t quite kupvf what a “ sphere of influence ” is. 1 ’ve read a lot T 






SALVE FOR THE CONSCIENCE. 


Average Man. Oh, 
bother the Missionaries! 

First W, L M, It’s 
all very well to say 
“bother the Mission- 
aries ! ” but that won’t 
get you any further. 
They ’re our fellow- 
i creatures after all, and 
what ’s more, they ’re 
our fellow-countrymen, 
so we’ve got to look 
after them. 

Average Man, I 
should let the whole lot 
of Missionaries fight it 
out together. They 
only keep quarrelling 
amongst themselves, 
and trying to bag one 
another’s converts ; and 
then France and Eng- i 
land get involved. 

Inquirer, By the way, 
where is Uganda, ex- 
actly ? 

First W. L M, Just j 
behind Zanzibar — or i 
somewhere about there, i 
You cau get to it best 
from Mashonaland. 
Didn't yon see that 
Rhodes said he was 
going to make a tele- 
graph - line through 
there ? It used to be- 
long to the Sultan of 
Zanzibar. Don’t you 
remember ? 

Inquirer, Of course; 
so it did. 

[Train draws up at 
Terminus, 

“’Twas Whispered 
IN Heaven/twas Mut- 
tered IN H A 


Vegetarian Professor, ‘*'Ko, Madam, not even Fish. I cannot sanction the apropos of the much^dis- 
Destruotion of Life. These little Animals, for instance, were but yesterday cussed article written 
Swimming happily in the Sea."' m 


Mrs, aiaughlan, “Oh but* Professor, just think it’s the First Time the Mivart in The Nine- 


Centu^ 
liness in BL( 


I know it’s deuced the clever Professor is correct, this name ought to be changed, as i 
difficult to keep up with these new notions, unless you’re in the there mnt no such a place,* and, m ature, when alluded to, it ^ 
way of hearing aU about them. Spheres of influence mean— well, ought to be called s Cool el. Am I right? 

don’t vou know, thev mean some country that ’s not quite yours, but Yours truly, The Arrx Opaqite. 


been familiar for years with the wel] 


‘Mivart’s ’OteL’ 


don’t you know, they mean some country that ’s not quite yours, but 


Inquirer [dubiously), *Ah, I see. Wbat’s the Hinterland ? 


In “Lucky Sho^js,” baskets, and in other dainty trifles, does 
Eimmel arrange his beautiful bottles of scent. Rimmel is not a 

XTi-irt/l /vvT.. fincyn-i-£ir> ** an ai-m « Mr, WT A fJ-STAPF. 


V; T jS: I fancrit VlboTTthe most fertile Head Centre.-but our Chief Sceuter, “ a^d ’’ exclaims Mr. Wagsiaej, 

part of Africa. {To lirst W. I. M.) Isn’t it? the Unabashed, what a great day will he his Soentenary ! 

JVrsi U". /. Hf. Tes, that ’sit. It’s the German for Highlands. 

IttauireT. Of course, so it is. I might have thought , of that. , _ i • • iii. A *.. • 

Average Man (to Firet W. I. Ml^Seems to me yon ’ve none of “ The Sieeot Batiie.”— ^e tins charmingpiece at the Cnterion. 
I yon gotMa of ^thib right point. What I want to know is, does Of comse it is brought ont hy Mr. Charles Wyotham in iHustra- 
j Uganda pay? Lugard says it don’t; the Company hasn’t made tion of the old proverb, Acts^ not words. 




HAPPY AND NOVEL COMBINATION! THE HARMONIOUS CHRISTMAS “PARTY, 
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CHOOSING CHRISTMAS TOYS. 

{A Sketch in the Lmother Arcade.) 


I Mrs. S. I always tKoH^ht cheapness was a question of what a 
i person could afford . 

I Mrs. Bloom. But I can afford it, dear Sophia— thanhs to dear 


Between the sloping hanks of toys, and under a dense foliage o/, John’s bounty, and — and yours. 

coloured rosettes, calico banners, and Japanese- lanterns, the con- i Mrs. S. You mustn’t thank me. I had nothing to do with it. T 

gested Stream of Custofn oozes slowly along, with an occasional j warned John at the time that it would only and it seems I was 

overflow into the backwaters of the shops behind, while the Stall- | right. And Reggie has a butcher’s shop— a really good one — already. 
keepers keep up a hatrachian and almost automatic croak ojTj In fact, I couldn’t tell you what he ^asn’iJ got ! 
invitation. Beggie. I can, though, Aunt Tinnie. I haven’t got a train, for 

Fond Grandmother. So you’ve chosen a box of soldiers, have you, | one thing ! {To his Mother, as she drags him on.) I should like a 


Fbanky ? — very well. 
Now what shall we get 
for little Elsie and Baby ? 

Franky {promptly). 
Another box of soldiers 
would do nicely for Elsie, 
Grandmamma, and — I 
know, a fort for Baby ! 

Grandm, {doubtfully). 
But they ’re such little 
tots — they won’t know 
how to play with them, 
Franky. Oh, but I can 
teach them, you know, 
Grandmamma. 

Grandm. That’s ri^ht 
—I like to see a boy kind 
to his little sisters. 

[;S'Ae adopts Master 
E B A N K X ’ S ^ disinte- 
rested suggestion. 

A Mother. Now, 
Percx, it’s all nonsense 
— you can't want any 
more toy S“-* those you’ve 
got are as good as new. 
\To her Friend.) He’s 
such a boy for taking car© 
of his things— he ’llhardly 
trust his toys out of their 
boxes, and won’t allow 
anyone else to touch them ! 

The Friend. Dear little 
fellow— then I ’m snre he 
deserves to he given a new 
toy for being so careful I 
The Mother. Well, 
he’ll give me no peace 
till I give him some- 
thing, I know— but mind 
this, Pebcx, it ’s only to 
keep you quiet, and I ’in 
not going to buy Eddie 
anything, (To Friend.) 
He gives all his things 
away as it is I 
^Master Percy takes both 
these valuable moral 
lessons to hear t. 

3drs. Stilton {to her less 
prosperous Sister-in-law, 
Mrs. Bloomold). Non- 
sense, ViKNiE, I won’t 
hear of it ! Reggie has 
more toys already than he 
knows what to do with!^ 
Mrs. Bloom, {apologeti- 
cally). Of course, my 
dear Sophia, I know 
your children are born 

to every but still, I 

have no one hut myself 
now, yon know— and if I 
might— ii wonld he such 
a pleasure ! 

Mrs. Stilton. I have 







iuf/Jr- l-fy JPm! 




“ Er— I want a Toy of some sort— for a Child, don’ . yon know ! ’ 


little tin train, to go by 
clockwork on rails so. 

Do let Auntie what ’s 

she staying behind for ? 

' Mrs, Bloom, {catching 
them up. and thrusting a 
box into Reggie’s hands). 
There, dear boy, there s 
yonr train — with Annt 
Vinnie’s love ! (Reggie 
opens the box, and dis- 
covers a wooden train.) 
"What’s the matter, dar- 
ling ? Isn’t it ? 

Mrjs. S. He had rather 
set his heart on a clock- 
work one with rails— 
which I was thinking of 
getting for him— but I 
am sure he ’s very much 
obliged to his Aunt all 
the same — arenH you, 
Reginald ? 

Beggie ^with a fortu- 
nate inspiration). Thank 
you ever so much, Auntie I 
And I like this train 
better than a tin one — 
because all the doors open 
really — it ’s exactly what 
I wanted I 

Mrs. S. That ’s so like 
Reggie— he never says 
anything to hurt peoiile’s 
feelings if he can possibly 
help it. 

Mrs, ^ B. {with meek 
ambiguity). Ahj dear 
SoiHiA, yon set him such 
an example, you see ! 
[Reggie wonders why she 
squeezes his hand 50 .) 

A Vague Man {to Sales- 
woman). Er— I want a 
toy of some sort — for a 
child, don’t yon know. 
{As if he might require 
it for an elderly person . ) 
At least, it ’s not exacUy 
a child— it can talk, and 
all that. 

Sales w. Will yon step 
inside, Sir? We’ve a 
large assortment within 
to select from. Is it for 
a boy or a girl ? 

The Vague Man. It ’s 
a boy— that is, its name ’s 
Evelyn — of course, 
that ’s a girl’s name too ; 
but it had better be some 
thing that doesn’t —I 
mean something it 
can’t 

[Me runs down. 

Salesw. I quite nnder- 


already told yon there is not the slightest occasion for yonr spending stand, Sir. One of these little ’orses and carts are a WF Rice | 
your money in any such foolish planner. I hope that is enough. present for a child — {with languid commendation) the little orse i 

Mrs. Bloom. I’m sure he would like one of these little water- takes out and all. , . t i. at.* ^ 

carts— now you, Reggie ? [Reggie The V.M. XJm — yes ^hut I want something more a dmerent 

Mrs. Stiltm. Buy him one, by all means — he will probably take kind of thi ng altogether. « , , j n 

the colour out of my new carpets with it— but, of course, that ^% of Salesw. We sell a great many of these rag-dolls j all the clothes 
no consequence to you J , , , . , - . r « 

Mrs. Bloom. Oh dear, I quite forgot your beautiful carpets. No, The V, M. Isn’t that rather— and then, for a boy, eh ? ^ 

to he sure, that might-— but one of those little butcher’s shops, Salesw. P’raps a box of wooden ^Idiers would be a more suitable 
now!— they ’re really ©heap I toy for a hoy, certainly. 
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The V* M. Soldiers, eli yes— but you see, it might turn out to 

be a girl after all — and then 

Salesw. I see, you want something that would do equally well for 
either. -Here ’'s a toy now.* {She brings out a team of little tin swans on 
wheels,) You dx a stick in the end — so — and wheel it in front of 
you, and all the little swans go up and down. 

[^She wheels it up and down without enthusiasm,. 

The V, M. {inspecting it feebly). Oh— the swans go up and down, 
eh ? It isn’t quite — but very likely it won’t — May as well have that j 
as something else — Yes, you can send it to— let me see — is it Hamp- 
stead or Hotting Hill they ’re living at now ^ {To the Saleswoman, who 
naturally cannot assist him,) Ho, of course, you wouldn’t know. 
Hever mind, I ’ll take it with me — don’t trouble to wrap it up I 

[He carries it of —to forget it promptly in a hansom, 

JL Genial Uncle {entering with Nephews and Nieces), Plenty to 
choose from here, eh ? Look about and see what you’d like best. 

Jane {the eldest,, sixteen,, and quite a little woman '^'’), I’m sure 
they would much rather you chose for them, Uncle I 

Uncle, Bless me, I don’t know what boys and girls like nowadays 
— they must choose for themselves ! 

Salesw, {wearily). Perhaps one of the young gentlemen would like 
a dredging-machme ? The handle turns, you see, and all the little 
buckets go round the chain and take up sand or mud— or there ’s a 
fire-engine, that ’s a nice toy, throws a stream of real water. 

[Tommy, aged eleven^ is charmed with the dredging^-machine,, 
while the fire-engine finds favour in the eyes of Bobby, 
aged nine. 

Jane {thoughtfully). I ’m afraid the dredging -machine is rather a 
messy toy, uncle, and the fire-engine wouldn’t do at all, either— it 
would be sure to encourage them to play with fire. Bobby, if you 
say “ blow ! ” once more, I shall tali Mother. Uncle is the best 
judge of what’s suitable for you ! 

Uncle, Well, there’s something in what you say, Jenny. We 
must see if we can’t find something better, that ’s all. 

Salesw. I’ve a little Toy-stige, ’ere — with scenes and characters 
in Richard Cured o* Zyin^ complete and ready for acting — 
how would that do ? 

[Tommy and Bobby cheer up visibly at this suggestion, 

Jane, I donH think Mother would like them to have that^ Uncle — 
it might give them a taste for theatres, you know I 

Uncle, Ha— so it might — very thoughtful of you, Jane — M ustn’t 
get in your Mother’s bad books ; never do ^ What’s in these boxes ? 
soldiers ? How about these, ehj boys ? [The boys are again consoled. 

Jane {gently). They’re getting rather too big for such babyish 
things as soldiers, Uncle I I tell you what I think — ^if you got a nice 
puzzle-map for Tommy — ^ he ’s so backward in his G-eography— and a 
drawing slate for Bobby, who ’s getting on so nicely with his draw- 
ing, and a little work-box — not an expensive one, of course — for 

Winnie, that would be quite 

[Thtse sisterly counsels are rewarded by ungrateful and 
rebellious roars. 

Uncle, Tommy, did I hear you address your sister as a “beast” ? 
Come — come I And what are you all turning on the waterworks for, 
eh ? Strikes me, Jane, you haven’t quite hit oflr their tastes I 

Jane {virtuously), I have only told you what I know Mother 
would wish them to have, Uncle ; and, even if I am to have my 
ankles kicked lor it, I ’m sure I’m right ! 

Uncle, Always a consolation, my dear Jenny. I’m sure no 
nephew of 7 nine would kick his sister, except by the merest acci- 
dent — so let ’s say no more of that. But it ’s no use getting ’em 
what they don’t like ; so suppose we stick to the fire-engine, and the 
other concern — theatre is it, Johnny ? — Very well — and don’t you 
get me into trouble over ’em, tbat’s all. And Winnie would like a 
doll, eh ?— that ’s all right. How everybody ’s provided for— except 
Jane! 

Jane [frostily) , Thank you, Uncle— hut you seem to forget I ’m 
not exactly a child ! [She walks out of the shop with dignity. 

Uncle, Hullo I Put my loot in it again! But we can’t leave 
Jenny out of it — can we ? Must get her a present of some sort over 
the way . . . Here, Tommy, my boy, you can tell me somethdng 
she ’d like. 

JBobhy [later — to Tommy). What did you tell Uncle to get 
for Jane ? 

Tommy {with an unholy chuckle). Why, a box with one of those 
pufi-things in it. Don’t you know how we caught her powdering 
her nose with Mother’s ? And Uncle her one too I JFonH she 
be shirty just 1 

[They walk out in an ecstasy of anticipation, as Scene closes. 


Mr. Punch’s Paragraphist says, “he was never good at dates,” 
not even when served in dishes, for they ’re dry at tae best ; hut, of 
the very newest and best kind of Date Cards, Marcus Ward & Co. 
have a capital selection. Among them the Grandfather's dock 
makes a pretty screen, and, being a clock, is, of course, always up to 
f he time of day. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The Baron’s Diarist and Date Examiner makes the follovdng ex- 
haustive notes —first that Mr. C. Letts describes some of his Rocket 
Diaries as “ The Improved.” There is nothing so good but wiiat it 
conld bebetter. Lett’s admit this, and be satisfied with the latest edition 
of Letts’ Annuals, which are prizes, though, until Jan. 1, blanks. 

The Paradise of the North, bv David Lawson J OHNSTf>NE. When 
a gentleman chooses the Horth Pole as a Paradise, he must be allowed 
any amount of Latitude and Longitude. This explorer leaves Ms 
Chambers (the Publishers of that ilk) in order to get out of the 
world by the coldest route. 

# Hf « « * * 

A note on Innes &> Co. “ Innes ” has several Outs this season. 
Cheery name for a Christmas Publisher, “Innes.”^ We take our 
ease at our Innes, and we read with pleasure their dainty books 
called, Bartlemt/s Child, by Erancfs Compton, a very pretty story. 
L. B. Walford (the authoress of Mr. Smith) condescends to write 
For Grown- tip Children, a number oi delightful tales. 

Messrs. Osooob as good as ever. Why not follow up their Bret 
ITarte Birthday Book (most Ilarte-tisticallv got up) with a Sweet- 
Heart Birthday Book ^ Mad.ime Van de Velde has compiled this. 
Our sparklingest Baronitc exclaims, “ Velde done ! ” 

Thanks to Marcus Ward & Co. for The^ Cottar's Satjmlay 
Night, by Hobbie Burns. “ Oh, wad some friend the giftie gi’o 
us! as anyone who would like this for a Christmas present may 
say, adapting the poet to his purpose. 



The Baron and Hs Christmas Books. 


“A most sweet story I A most charming story ! I ” gurgledthe Baron, 
as, with sobs in Ms inner voice, talking to nimseli, he finished the 
penultimate chapter of Dolly, “How, Mrs, Burnett, if you dare 
to kill your heroine, I swear I ’ll never forgive you, and never read 
another of your fatally-fascinating hooks.” The Baron trembled as 
he commenced the last chapter of the simplest, most natural, most 
touching, and most exquisitely- told story ne has read for many a 
day. How would it end ? A lew lines sufficed. “ Bless you, Mrs. 
Burnett! ” snivelled the Baron, not ashamed of dabbing his eyes 
with his kerchief. “Bless you, Ma’am! You have let ’em. live! 
May your new book go to countless editions I May it be another 
Little Lord FauntUroy^ and may you reap a golden reward for 
tMs, your masterpiece of simple work, your latest story — DoUy I ” 
The Baron is bound (“ bound_ in morocco” as the slaves were, poor 
wretches!) to add that he wishes it had not been illustrated, for, 
as good wine needs no bush, so a perfect story, such as is this, needs 
no illustration; nay, is rather injured by it than not* There is 
only one small item of common-place in it, and that is making the 
would-be seducer a married man.^ Of course, to prove him so was 
the easiest and shortest way of saving his vain and feather-headed 
little victim. Perhaps an alternative would have involved complica- 
tion, and might have marred the natural simplicity of the story. 
So critically the Baron states his one very small objection, and 
reverts with the utmost pleasure to the hours he spent over the tale, 
absorbed in every page, in every line of it ; and herewith doth he, 
not only most strongly, but most earnestly recommend everyone to 
roenre this book (published by E. "Warne & Co.), for it is one that can 
e and must be given a place of honour by the side of Dickens and 
Thackeray, to be read a|:ain and again, here a bit and there a bit, 
when other works of fiction now enjoying a greater literary reputa- 
tion (though ’twould be difficult to name them), shall be relegated 
to the lowest shelves of books that have had their day. “ IMxil 
Scripsi!^^ quoth The Learned Baron he Book-VTorwr. 



ETOTICE.— Eejected Commimications or Contxxbutioiis, whether MS., Printed Hatter, Brawings, or Pictures of any description, wiE 
m no be retdtned^ fiht even when aoeoihpanied by a stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper To this rale 
there Will be no exception. i 
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vur nnMmiMruTt* nr Tisr they appeared in a Magazine that stopped anywhere. My fate 

THE COMPLIMENTS OF THE SEASON* before the appearance of the next number! is abont the worst of 

(A Cliaracterwhc Welmm to the Coming Tear.) future never looked blacker and more the lot.^’ 

hopeless. I believe I am the most unfortunate “Not so bad as 
It was on the Slat of December that they man on earth.'^ mine,’’ grumbled the 

arranged that “ I fancy you are wrong,” put in the Doc- Artist. “ Haven ’ t m 
at the final hour of the last day tor, “I think my look-out worse than yours, sold a single picture m 

mfMj of the expiring year they should Sold my practice seven years ago to flutter on since the Jubilee ^ 

comp^e notes, and not one of the Stock Exchange. Lost my money in year, and can’t afford 

j. them had failed to keep the an- seven minutes, and have never had a patient to pay the frame- J 

lE&il ^ Ppintment. It would be scarcely since. I went to West Slocum (my old home) maker. My studio _ | 

/ right to say they were cheerful, the other day, and found the place occupied is full of paintings, 

merriment was not mcludea by three Doctors, and the local Undertaker told and the dealers say j 
Mflr . me there was not room enough for one ! Talk that there isn’t a U 

if' / There is not the slightest about luck, I am the unluckiest dog in the single canvas amongst H 

11/// chance of my bettering myself,” world!” the lot hut what / 

Jiifi ^ ^ Military Man. “Now “ I am not so sure of that,” said the Actor, would be refused ad- 

that the Ii€‘giment has come “here have I been ‘resting’ for the last twelve mission to an Exhi- 

Thc Mihtaiy I can’t afford months, and it seems just as likely as not that bition of Sign-hoards ^ 

Man. fc at home, and I can’t ex- I shall continue the operation until ’94. I Don’t know how I 

change because of my liver, have tried everything in Town and the should have kept ^ 

Promotion was never slower than m ‘ Ours,’ ' Provinces, and there isn’t an opening body and soul toge- 

and my look-out is , thei 


about the most ghastly 
there ever yet was 
seen.” 

“You are wrong 
there,” observed the 
Briefless Barrister of 
mature years. “ I 
think mine is a shade 
worse. I give you 
my word that during 






Ihe Biiciless Bauistci. wm 

months I have not 
earned enough fees to IT 
pay the rent of my 
Chambers and the ^ \M 
salary of my Clerk. ui 

And things are get- 
ting worse and worse, i. / 

One of the Solicitors [If 

who used to give me U,' " ^ 
an occasional turn has / 
been struck off the 

t Bolls, 

and Huntsman. 

the Keefjper {who 

has transferred his business 
to Australia. I feel inclined 
to foUow, but I can’t raise 
'j the passage-money. What 

% luck, now, could be worse 

m/ than mine ? ” 
w “Why mine,” answered 
fj the Author. “An entirely 
new set of men have come 
to the front since I was 
rvx. rs X popular, and my works are 

The Doctor. ^ W in the market. I 

haven’t been able to get rid of more than a 
dozen pages during the twelve months, and 




if 






DRAWN BLANK. 

Huntsman. “How is it you never have any Poxes here now 
Kee/per {who has orders to shoot them). “ Pheasants have Eat ’em all » ” 

lis business % And it was 

Bel inclined agreed that none 

can’t raise them had any 

ey. What prospects. Then 

i be worse , separated, 

rather, were 

’ answered \ vp 

In entirely ""W If separating, 

have come flk llhlil i 4C “By the way 

ince I was 'll ii il ^ Tfancy forget- 

r works are \ f i * 

market. I ? ! J < said one of them. 



///; 
/ . iFT 


Tbe Actor who has Ms 
Head turned with j 
Applaubo. 

ther if it hadn’t been 
for an opportune loan 
from one who m hap- 
pier times was, in 
my employment as a 
model. Talk about 
prospects I Look at 
mine * ” 

“AYell, come, you 
are better off than I 




The Artist, 

am,” said the City 
Man, “If I hadn’t 
now and again to 
appear before the Be- 
gistrar in the Bank- 
ruptcy Court, I don’t 
know what I should 
do with my time I I 
am stone ^ broke. 
That’s about it — stone 
broke! Knocked out 
of the ‘House,’ and 
without a scrap of cre- 
- dit : 1 am done for ! ” 






Bulls and Bears. 


City Men. 


The latest Kangaioo Development. 


And then they rectified the omission* and 
wished one another, “ A Happy New Year! ” 


THE EEAST OF BEASON UP TO DATE. 

The old Alchemist smiled as he watched the crucible 'on the 
glowing coals. The fumes rose, and he inhaled them with delight. 

It was a triumph. Yes, he was able to go forth a conqueror. 
It mattered not where he wandered, for all flew from before him. 
He seemed to possess some subtle power that no one understood, but 
which was all-conquering. After a lengthened absence he returned 
to England. 


At his Club he met one of his friends — a doctor. 

“I will tell you my adventures,” said the old Alchemist, lighting 

a strong cigar. “You must know ’’ ^ 

“ I know everything,” said the Physician, sternly. “ I know why 
you have soared the Arabs, and why disease cannot touch you. The 
secret is revealed by a recent Lancet ^ You can brave dissa*:e and 
death, because you are fond of eating onions / ” 

Seeing that his secret was known, the old Alchemist heaved a 
heavy sigh, and disappeared, perchance for ever ! 


T01&. mm 
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THE INEVITABLE, 

(As Illmirated hy recent Fohiioal^ Social^ and 
^ othei Public FmcUms,'^) 

Say you’d get up an “ Inaugural Meeting,” 
Anything “forming ” or Anyone “greeting ” 
If you’d have guests in tneir tankards tneir 

nose bury, x i. r j 

Buddy with mirth, you must put up Lord 
Eosebeby. 

If facts and statistics your minds you mil 
"tidfSlsi "WT-thl 

He must be followed— -of course— by young 
A SQTTITH!. 

Q.C. and canny Earl, Earl and ’cute Q..C., 
gents ! 

There you’ve your “Popular Programme’' 
in nucBy gents I 


TO MY EIVAL. 

How I loved her, blindly, madly I 
Sighing sadly, 

Eeelmg hurt 


A PRIME CUT. 

Mrs* Fidget (who has been fingering all the Joints for soTne tvtne). “Can you guarantee 
THIS TO BE 'Welsh Mutton « 

Butchers Assistant. “ Certainly wr can, Mum ; but if you go Anbling it much 

LONGER, IT *LL BE IMSB StOO DIRECTLY ! ” 


If I did not see her daily, 

Ob, how gaily 

She could dirt ! 

Flirt with me, or flirt with others, 

With my brothers 

Just as well, 

How I could be such a duffer 
So to suffer, 

I can’t tell. 

Then you came, played tennis finely, 

Danced divinely, 

Sang as well ; 

Half Adonis, half Apollo, 

Beat me hollow# 

Such a swell I 

How I hated you, so clever ! 

You were never 

Thought a bore ! 
When I saw you so romantic 

I was frantic ; 

How I swore ! 

I ’ve recovered. Is she not a 

Child that ’s got a 
Newer toy ? 

From the first she thought she ^d booked yon; 

Now she ’s hooked you. 
Wish you joy ! 


THE PLEA OF THE POSTMAN. 

All work and no play 
Makes a dull boy ; so they say, 
Proverb-mongers, pretty bards. 

“All play,” may be, worse I ’B bet ’em! 
If they doubt my word, then let ’em 
Try my hand at (Christmas) Cards ! 

FuncKin reply. 

True for you I Yon growl with reason. 
Hearts are trumps, and at this season, 
Pray remember, Goldylocks, 

When yonx cards arrive in docks, 
Postman earns his Christmas Box I 


“Bede MB Aright! ’’—Sir Edward Beed, 
M.P., is anything hut a “bruised reed.” 
On the contrary. More correct would it be 
to describe him as A Bruiser Beedj for bis 
plucky encounter with bis adversaries, over 
whom he triumphed by “ A Vast Majority.” 



“ Tinned Dinners.^’ 

A propos of an interesting 
article in the Daily Telegraph 
last Thursday on this subject, 
the problem that most na- 
turally suggests itself is, 
“ How about the dinner, if 
you haven’t any tin ? ” “No 
Song, No Supper” is plea- 
sanfly alliterative, hut is not 
of universal application. “No 
tin, no dinner,’^ may pass into 
a proverb, but, anyhow, it’s 
a fact. 


“Ah!” exclaimed our dear old 'Mrs. B. , 
“I’m fond of high-class mnsic.^ For many 
years I ’ve heard my musical friends talking 
about ‘ Shoolbred’s Unfinished Symphony? 
Why doesn’t he get it finished ? When was 
it ordered ? But there — I know geniuses are 
always unpunctual.” 



I ’U forgive you altogether, — 

She ’B see whether 

I shaB care,— 
Shake your hand and gaBy greet you. 
When I meet you 
Anywhere. 



Dbobmbbk 31, 1892.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 


A n-T? AWTi OT.ll TYTAT?Y VfYU 1 sckemefor “ A Federal Association for the encouragement of the 

A (jiiAJNlJ ULIJ DiAiiX 189^5. Naturalisation of the Rabbit in Australasia.^^ The proposal feH 

{Fuhhshed %n Advance,) rather flat. Find the rabbit is already known in these places. Sent 

January.— As I am in Biarritz, may just as well see how they home to one o± my Magazines an article entitled, “My Prize-fight with 
manage things in Spain. Looked up the Ministry at Madrid, and the Kangaroo, and how I won it.^^ 

dratted them a treaty with Portugal. They thanked me with OcioSer .—In London for a few days, then to Mexico. Saw the 
the courtesy of hidaljos, but refused with the pal^y jealousy of a President, and suggested the reyival of the Empire. President 
petty-fogging second-rate Power I What nasty pride l Sent home very rude ; told me to mind my own business. Sent home to one of 
to one of my Magazines, “ How I took part in a Bull-fight.” my Magazines, “ A Week on the Prairies Buffalo lassooing.” 


-fight.” 


jPeJrwary.— Opened Parliament ^d set things going,^ and then November , — Popped in at Midlothian, and made a speech or tw'o, 
thought I might take a trip to Russia to hll up the odd time. ^ Had and then hurried away to Norway and Sweden. Tried to induce 
a chat with the Czab, and knocked off a plan for the introduction of them to giye up their form of Home Rule, which, as ail the world 
“Home Rule.” Czak po3ite, but didn’t see it. Well of course every knows, has been a failure. Wanted them to take our Irish edition, 
one has a nght to his own opinions, still I think it would do, Czae They asked me “ if it had been a success ?” Stumped! Sent to 


I my Magazines, “ A Week on the Prahies Buffalo lassooing.” 


didn’t. Sent home to one of p 
my Magazines, “ How I lived 
for three days in the Mines of 
Siberia.’’ 

March , — Back to town for a 
few days, and then off again. 
Claek says travelling the best 
thing in the world lor super- 
fiuous energy. l)id China 
thoroughly. Drew up a plan 
for altering the language, 
manners, religions, wlitics, 
and customs of the Chinese. 
Brought it before a Special 
Committee of Mandarins ; but 
they prevaricated, and prac- 
tically shelved it. Sent home 
to lone of my Magazines an 
article, “ How I had a Boxing- 
match with the Emperor of 
Chiha, and knocked nis Ma- 
jesty out of time.” 

April, — Things going on 
decently well at Westminster, 
so started for Turkey. Ar- 
ranged Turkish Finance for 
the Grand Vizier. But that 
official distinctly an— weR, not 
a wise man — said he would 
knock out a better budget 
himself. Sent home to one of 
my Magazines, “My Fort- 
night’s Manoeuvres with the 
Bashi Bazouks.” 

May , — Dropped in at, St. 
Stephen’s, and put a "few 
finishing touches to one or two 
measures, then away to Egypt, 
Sketched out a Republicau 
form of Government for the 
Khedive. However, his High- 
ness did not seem to see it. 
The Egyptians are very Con- 
servative m their notions. Sent 
home to one of my Magazines, 
“A Fortnight in the Majipi’s 
Camp, ^ an Acquaintance of 
OsMAisr Digka.” 

June , — Attended a couple of 
Cabinet Meetings, and then to 
America for a j annt. Gave the 
President a carefully worked- 
out scheme for converting the 
Government of the United 
Statos into a Monarchy of 



GETTING OUT OF IT. 

Fair Authoress, “By the way, hate you reap any of my Books?’ 
Q.C, “No ; I’m keeping them for my Old Age I” 

F. A. “Oh, don’t talk of Old Age 1 — ^it’s so horrid 1” 

Q. O, “ Not with your Books I ” 


one of my Magazines, “Howto 
take a Photograph by Midnight 
Sunlight, by One who has 
done it.” 

December, — Obliged to stay 
at home, because I think we 
are going to change our Town- 
house. ^ Downing Street most 
convenient, but question 
whether I shall be able to get 
a renewal of the lease next 
year. Sketched out the seena- 
r%o of the Drury Lane Panto- 
mime; hut Sir Augustus 
prefers his own. Well, well, 
youth will have its way. Sent 
in my special article for 
Christmas and the New Year, 
“The History of the World, 
from the Earliest Times to the 
close of the Nineteenth Cen- 
tury, by One who has employed 
his leisure moments in its 
compilation.” And here I 
may conclude, by wishing 
everybody “A Happy New 
Year.’^ 

TRIFLES. 

{From Out Special A^Myom,) 

Mr. Oscar Brownting has 
republished, with other His- 
torical Essays, his account of 
the Flight to Varennes, in 
which he demonstrates that 
Carlyle was hopelessly wrong 
in the narrative which glows 
through the most famous and 
fascinating chapter in The 
French Mevolution, There 
seems no doubt abouft it ; but 
Autolycus says, he knows a 
man who would rather be 
wrong with Carlyle than 
right with 0. B. 

♦ # # # 

Met the Duke of Sotxo- 
Yocb to-day. Evidently in 
most doleful dumps. “No, 
it’s not the weather, Auto- 
lycus,” he said. “Fact is 
that, although supposed to be 
a rich mau, I am reduced to , 
■“ extremities. Lunched yester- 


limited liability. The President greatly pleased, but not quite sure day at ’'the Carlton off dish of braised^ ox-tail, and supped at night 

it would work. The Americans are sadly behind the age. Sent at Beefsteak on cow-heel d la cordonnier,^^ 

home to one of my Magazines, “ How to see the World’s Fair at ###### 

Chi^o in Twenty Minutes, Iw One who has done it.” Autolycus hears that, early in the New Tear, Mr. Armitstead, 

July, — Session nearly out. Took part in a debate or two and then Mr, Gladkeone’s host in the South of France, wOl be raised to the 
off to the North Pole in a balloon* Managed to see a good deal of Peerage, under the title of Baron Biarritz of Barmouth. “ Paul 
snow and ice, and fancy we caught a sight of the Pole itself. Sent Pan I ” said Mr. Stuart-Rendell, when the rumour reached him. 
home (hy parachute) to one of my Magazines, ‘*How I got within “What are Barmouth and Biarritz? I took Mr. G. on to the 
Measurable Distance of fhe Moon.” Pyrenees, and Cannes. If a fresh Barony is to be created for 

Augmt-^^xmt hack to Westminster for a couple of days to wind Armitstead, what shall I have?” “Why, a Canne’d one,” said 
up the Session, then away to India. < Went on my own responsibility Algy West, who is always so ready. [Signed) Aut@lycus. 

to see the Ameer of Afghanistan. Drew up a treaty in draft to — — — 

he signed by the Ameer and the Emperor of Russia, Czar was 

immensely pleased and wanted to make me Prince of Crtm Tartary, “ The Libebator Building Society : To liberate, means, “ 

^nt to one of my Magazines. “ How I shot my first Wild Elephant.” make free.” If the present charges are proven, the title will be 
September, — ^Returned to Hawarden for the inside of a week and rather appropriate, considering how very free it seems to have made 
then paid my hurried visit to Austifdia. Submitted to the Colonies with a considerable amount of property. 
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ir- Skirki it rt B'lt there came a longer criticism of JF^iUon^sTFooing^ in 

THE mAN WHO WOULU- the ^Erechtheum. Somebody took Browzer to pieces, averring that 

Y.— THE MA.N AYHO WOULD BEING- AN ACTION EOE LIBEL. Mr. Browzer has neither grammar ” (here lollowed a string of 

The following incident in tke career of Beowzee was recalled to examples of Beowzes’s idioms) ‘‘npr humour (here came instances 
memory by an article in a literary journal. An author was airing of hxs wit and fancy), “nor taste (again reinforced by spei™®“f), 
his grievances; among them this, -that writers of repute occasion- nor even knowledge of the trench language, which he habitually 
ally lend their names and pens to obscure or unsuccessful papers for mas3aeres._ (Here followed 0 loutrance, hete jnotr, soubriquet, all 
a consideration, wit^ut a^mghow the usual staff of the ^er is o” 


paid. These, indeed, are delicate inquiries. Part of the plaint was 
expressed in the following sentence : — 

“ When a journal makes a call upon a good author, and in the pages of 


fields of honourable distinction might be open to him, but that a 
novelist he could never be. 

The wrath of Browser was magnificent. ^ He went about among 


which, he can gain neither honour nor renown, from which, as a matter of his friends, who told him that^ the oritiQ^ne was clearly by that 
taste, he would shrink, under ordinary circumstances, from contiibuting to, brute Sr. Clair ; they knew his hand, they said ; a confounded, 
that journal ought to be subjected to caieful scrutiny.*' conceited pendant, and a stuck-up puppy. The review was calculated 


Now what can this possibly be supposed to mean ? 


to damage the sale of any book ; it was a dastardly attack ou 


“ When a journal makes a call upon a good author, a 7 id in the Browser’s reputation as a man of wit and humour, a linguist, and a 
pages of which he can gain neither honour nor renown,” (why grammarian. They thought (as Browzer wished to know) that an 
“ and ” ?) “ from which ” (namely, “ honour and renown”) “ he action would lie against the reviewer, or the review. Browzer went 
would shrink” (why should he shrink from renown and honour?) to a Solicitor, who esi>oused his cause, but without tmthusiasm. The 

from contributing to,” (and how can he contribute to honour and name of the reviewer was demanded. Now 8r. Clair was not the 
renown ‘C “that journal ought to be subjected to careful scrutiny.” reviewer ; the critic was a man just from College, hence his fresh 
“Prom which he would shrink from contributing to,” what have indignation. "Whether for the sake of diversion, or for the 'advertise- 
we here ? Surely it is the grammar that needs careful scrutiny, and ment, the critic wished himself to bear the brunt of Browzer's 
surely, in no circumstances, could a lofty ^ anger^ and the Jkirechtheum handed him 

“rate of paj^’^be conferred on a style of ^ — 

this description. 

It is natural to reflect that a writer in 
this unconventional manner has mainly to 
thank himself for any want of success 
which he, and we, may regret ; and that 
reflection, again, suggests the case of 
Browzer, the Man vmo would bring an ^ 

Action for Libel. 

Browzer had a small patrimony, any 
amount of leisure, and a good deal ot am- 
bition. He hked the society of literary ^ 
gentlemen, he envied their bouyant sue- ^/ >////////, 
cesses, such as being “interviewed,” and 
sorrowed with their sorrows, such as being ^7 
reviewed. He listened to their artless 
gossip, and fancied himself extremely 
knowing. In these circumstances of 
temptation, Browzer fell, as many better 
men have done, and wrote a Novel. He ^\j)\ 
drew on the recollections of his suburban j jl 

youth ; he revived the sorrows of his sole 1 j nyi 
flirtation; he sketched his aunts with a y‘'H 
satirical hand, and he produced a packet * 
of manuscript weighing about Ti lbs. This 
manuscript he sent, first, to a literary 
man, whose name ne had seen (in the 
papers, with a long and fulsome letter, .J 
asking for an opinion. The parcel came 
back next day, accompanied by a litho- 
graphed form of excuse. Browzer de- 
nounced the envy and arrogance of man- 
kind, and sent his parcel to a publisher. ^ puoiiBiiors, jae uenounoea i-ne noeinje 01 

He carefully set little traps, with pieces — — the Press. “Who was an unheard-of Smith, 

of adhesive paper, every here and there, m -o i* r written nothing, to come for- 

to detect carelessness on the side of the The Poremau of the Jury. ward and shout at Browzer from behind 





anger, and the JBreGhtheum handed him 
over to justice; his name was Smith. ! 
This damped Browzer’s eagerness ; no ! 
laurels^ were to be won from the obscure | 
Smith. The advocate of that culprit i 
made out a case highly satisfactory to the ^ 
learned Judge, who had been a reviewer 
himself upon a time. He showed that 
malice was out of the question; Smith 
had never heard Browzkr’s name, nor 
Browzer, Smith’s (in this instance) before 
the book was published. He called several 
professors of the Prench tongue, to prove 
that Browzee’s Prench was that usual in 
fiction, but not the language of Moliere, 
or of the Academy. He left no doubt on 
the question of grammar. As to the wit 
and pathos, he made much mirth out of 
them. He cross-examined Browzer : had 
other reviews praised him? Had pub- 
lishers leaped eagerly at his work ? On 
what terms was it published F Browzer's 
answer appeared to show that Wtlton's 
Wooing vf HQ not regarded as a masterpiece 
by the Trade. 

^ Bkowzer’b advocate put it that Browzer 
was being crushed by unfair ridicule on 
hia first entry into a noble profession, or 
art, that of ScoTT and Pieldino. He 
spoke of mighty poets in their misery 
dead. He drew a picture of Browzer* 8 
agonies of mind. He showed that master- 
pieces had, ere now, been rejected by the 
publishers. He denounced the licence of 
the Press. “Who was an unheard-of Smith, 
who had written nothing, to come for- 
ward and shout at Browzer from behind 


to detect carelessness on the side of the The Poreman of the Jury. ward and shout at Browzer from behind 

reader. The parcel came back in a week, with a note of regret that the hedge of the anonymous ? The novelist was a creature of delicate 
the novel was not suitable. Only one of Browzer's pieces of adhesive organisation ; he suffered as others did not suffer ; Ms only aim was 
paper had been removed, but the others were carefully initialled, to lighten care, and instruct ignorance. Why was he to be selected 
A modest author would have concluded that his opening chapters for cruel sarcasm and insult ? 

condemned him, but Bbowzer’s wrath against mankind only burned The learned Judge summed-up dead against Browzer. Browzer 
the more fiercely. He removed Ms traps, however, and sent Wilton^ s had published a book, had invited criticism, and then, when he only 
Wooing the round of the Bovy. It always came back, “ returning got what Ms work merited, he came and asked for damages^ 
like the peewit,” at uncertain intervals. It was really a remarkable The question of maliee he left to the Jury, who must see that the 
manuscript, for it was written in black ink, blue ink, red ink, pencil, Critic and Author had each beeu ignorant of the other*s existence, 
and stylograph; moreover, most of it was inscribed on the margins, The Jury did not deliberate long. They brought in a verdict for 
<>riginal copy having been erased, in favour of improved versions. Browzer, damages £500, and costs. 

Finally Browzer discovered a publisher who would take W%lton's The advertisement, the publicity, caused WiltoiFs Wooing to be 
IFbowy, on conditions that the author should pay £150 for preliminary eagerlj asked for. Browzer*s book went into ten editions, and a 
expends (exclusive of advertising, for which a special charge was to large issue, at six shillings. Next year Browzer’s publishers proved 
be^mad^ would guarantee the sale of 300 copies, and would accept that he owed them £37 14s. M. This was disappointing, and even 
haJd profits on the net results of the transaction. inexplicable, but Browzer’ s fortune was made, and now he is 

The work saw the light, and, externally, it certainly did look very much lauded by all the reviewers, 
like a novel. The reviews, which Browzer read with frenzied ex- The Poreman of the Jury is my grocer, and I ventured, in the 
citement, also looked very like reviews of novels. They were confidence of private [life, to question the justice of the verdict. 

about two inches in length, and generally ended by saying “ Well,” he said, “ you see it comes to thu : where is this to stop? 
J ^ Browzer has still much to learn.” Some of them con- Mr. Browzer, he sells novels; I sell groceries.” 
doRs^ Browzer s plot into about eight lines, in tMs manner : — “ Excellent of their kind 1 ” I interrupted. 

* , ^ P®y^kologist--she was a suburban flirt. He Well, I try to give satisfaction; and so does Mr. Browzer. If 

signed, am analysed ; she listened, and yawned. Pinally. she that yotnig Mr. Smith writes to the papers that my sngars are not 
went on the stage, and he compiled this record of the stirring original, that I plagiarise them from a sand-bunker, or tnat my te^ 
transaction, are not good Chinese, —like Mr. Browzeb’s Prench, wMch is wnat is 



305 


tLsual m the irade, — why, then, he interferes with my husiness. I 
bring my action, and hope to win it ; and so, as a tradesman, I feel 
that Mr. Beowzer was wronged.’’ There was no reply to these 
arguments, but I pity the Reviewers. 

^ TO MAUD. —A Btethdax Roukdee. 

^ Af empty purse ! It ’s true we often say 

This weary world of ours knows notmng 

\ And yet I send you, on this festive day, 
s An empty purse. 

J Do not consign to an untimely hearse 

I \ ^ The friend who treats you in this heartless 

I I Don’t let your petty lips invoke a curse, 

y But let me wish you happiness, and may 

You guess the reason from this little verse 
Why at your feet to-day I humbly lay 
1 1] An empty purse. 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The worst thing about Mrs. Heitnikee’s new Novel, published 
by JEukst and Blackett, is its title. There is a London- Journadshy 
penny -plain-twopence- coloured smack about Foiled which is mis- 
leading. My Baronite says ho misses the re-iterated interjection 
which should accompany the verb. “Ha! Ha! Roiled!!” would 
seem to be more the thing — but it isn’t. The story is a simple one, 

woundabout 
an old theme. 
ItisweUcon- 

k i structed,and 




produces 

them on her page with vivid strokes. Some of her acquaintances 
will probably feel uneasy when they read about Lord Rudder $ field ; 
whilst others will be quite sure that (among their sisters), they recog- 
nise Mrz. Anthony Gore, Those not in Society of to-day wiR find 
reminiscences of Becky Sharp in Mrs. Gore ; whilst big-boned, good- 
natured, simple-hearted Anthony^ pleasantly recalls Major Dohlin, 
The book is full of shrewd observation, and fine touches of 
character- drawing, with refreshing oases of fiower- garden and 
moor in Yorkshire and Scotland. 

Those who like a good “ gashly” book should, my Baronite says, 
forthwith send for Lord Wastwater (Blackwood). The plot is so 
eerie, and its conclusion so incredulous, that the practised novel- 
reader, seeing whither he is being led, almost up to the last page 
expects the threatened blow will be averted by some more or less 
mobable agency. But Mr. (or Miss) Sydnet Bolton is inexorable. 
Lord Wastwater is dead now, and there can be no harm in saying 
that the House of Lords is well rid of his impending company. He 
would have made a sad Duke. 

A LITTLE more than a year ago, in celebration of the seventieth 
birtMay of Henribtte Ronnee, there was published a volume con- 
taining reproductions in photogravure of some of the works of that 
charming painter. Madame Ronnee knows the harmless, necessary 
cat as intimately as Rosa Bonhede knows the horse or the ox. She 
has painted it with loving hand, in all circumstances of its 
strangely- varied Hfe. No one knows, my Baronite says, how pretty 
and graceful a thing a cat is, till they study it with the assistance 
of Madame Ronnee. Cassells afiora opportunity of making this 
study by presentation of a new and cheaper edition of the volume, 
with cats in all attitudes purring round an interesting essay on them- 
selves, and their Portraiture, contributed by Mr. H. M. Seielmann. 

^ m * * * 

■Wishing aU of you, Constant Biters and Constant Readers, a Tery 
Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year. I am, yours ever, 

The Blithesome Baeon de Book-'Woem;s. 


CHRISTMAS NUMBERS. i 

(By a Comfortdovmg Old Gurnmdgem.y> 

Yes», the hoys home from school are aR playing the fool 
With the house and its fittings from garret to basement. 

The girls, too, are back, and continual clack 
Goes on all day long, to home comfort’s 

efiacement. ^ 

The pudding’s as sticky, the hoRy as 

The smeR of sour oranges awful as ever ; a 

Stuffed hamper-unpackers, and pullers of 

At making of litter and noise just as /Jy y 

The stairs are all rustle, the haR’s'fuR of 

Cold draughts and the hanging of doors 
are incessant. 

They’re naRing up greenery, putting np “ scenery,’ 

Ready for plays ; ’tis a process unpleasant ! 

A strong smell of size, dabs of paint in one’s eyes, 

And “rehearsals” don’t add to the charm of one’s drawing- 
room. 

My pet easy-chairs are all bundled down-stairs, 

To leave the young idiots stage-space and more jawing-room 
For “ Private Theatricals.” Wax on my hat trickles 
From “ Christmas Candles,” that spot all the passages. 
Heart-cheering youthfulness ? Common-sense truthfulness 
Tell ns, at Christmas, youth ’s crassest of crass ages. 

From kitchen to attic plates polychromatic, 

From some “ Christmas Number,” make lumber. Good Heavens ! 
Ye young Ynle-tide stuffers, we know, we old buffers, 

The true “ Christmas Numbers” are— Sixes and Sevens! 



The Feiendlies in “ Maes.” — W e are beginning to know more 
and more about the planet Mars every day. There are newspapers 
in Mars. Their jonrnaRsts are going to communicate (by electric 
flash-Rght signals) news to Earth, Look out for ‘ * Pars from Mara.” 
The Pa’s probably intend haying a good time of it when they get 
away for a Christmas holiday. 
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••DE MORTUIS.” 

Chatty Tassenger, “ Dead is he ? Poor Char ! He ttsed to Drive a City Atlas, and many 's the time he *b Driven me I 
He was a Good Fellow, but not much of a Wexf^ eh ? " 

Driver, “Ah, well » what d'y’eypeot^ Why, he was a Qm'DuAJBfs Coachman afore he took to the Road I** 


THE YOUNG GUABD. 

Old Sentry, For this relief, much, thanks ; ’tis 
bitter cold, 

And I am sick at heart.’’ — JSamlet. 

Fibst Sentry-go ! Night, stars and snow ! 

Ihe air bites shrewdly, nipping, eager, 

As in old Denmark long ago. 

A long, long watch through storm and 
^ leaguer 

That;^dim, departing Sentinel 
Has held. He hails the Young Guard’s 
entry — 

“Who goes there “ Friend F’ “Pass, 
Mend I » “All’s well 1” 

Tired age retreats— fresh youth on 
sentry. 

AU ’s WeR ? Why that ’s a formal hail 
From Guard to Guard. “Not a mouse 
stirring.” 

JFranmco cried, chill, sleepy, pale. 

No hat through night-wastes wheeling, 
whirring ; 

No trumpet’s shnU, no rocket’s roar. 

And here all seems as calm and quiet 
As on the heights of Elsinore, — 

Save for far sounds of wassail riot. 

Some “ wake to-night and take their rouse ” 
In England as in Denmark, doubtless, 

But here calm broods on midnight ’s brows ; 

The flag clings to the flag-staFE, floutless ; 
And ghosts walk— well, youngling Year, 
With hints of spectres why alarm you ? 
Take your flrst watch, boy, void of fear, 
Wi&. hope, that inward fire, to warm you I 


The Old Guards know that youthful glow 
Is not the only thing that ’s needed 
For a long spell of Sentry-go; 

But when were veteran croakings heeded P 
And if they were, would carking care, 

Not wrinkle boy-brow prematurely ? 

All ’ 8 well — to-night. May your watch f are 
Serenely, steadfastly, securely. 

Angels and ministers of grace 
Defend you from all spooks alarming I 
There ’s something in your youuker face 
That even ghosts should find disarming. 
They come in questionable shapes, 

Those phantoms of the Social Crisis. 

Are their cries menaces — or ja|>es ? 

These he our Mysteries of Isis I 

The Citadel you have to ward 
Is old, and forces new are mustering. 
Vigilant valour will ajfford 
More help, my boy, than fear or flustering. 
Young Habrt with his beaver up 
Should be your model, my young “nipper I” 
Fumh^ lifting high a brimming cup, 

Tips the Young Guard a friendly flipper I 


TO SOME EXPECTANT BAEDS. 

God rest you, merry gentlemen I 
You twittering, chirping poetasters.’ 

What though you ply tor praiise the pen, I 
’Tis a mad world, you know, my masters. 

And therefore in our land of fools, I 

Where genius starves in many a gutter, i 
And aU the lore of all the schools 
Scarce finds a man in bread-and-butter ; 

Where rhymes abound, though small and 
few 

The prizes are that any hard won, i 

Youx lot, 0 facile rhyming crew 
Of would-he laureates, is a hard one. 

Go on and versify. God wot, 

With bards and rhymes I would not 
quarrel. 

You have my; sympathies, hut not 
(And may it so remain) the hturel. 


DiSTiNHinsHED INVALID. — The latest 
huHetiu states that “Mr. C. A. Pearson 
still continues weekly. Whether circyda- 
tion is much impaired will be ascertained 
within a short time.” Dr. Stbpibdbnson, 
his Medical Adviser, thinks the system must 
have sustained a severe shook, hut hopes 
that entire rest, coupled with a liheiil dmt, 
may eventually he successful in combating 
the malady« 


Extradedinart Fact in Natural His- 
tory, — A Gentleman^ whose name is well 
known in scientific circles, vouches for the 
following fact. He was, he says, passing a 
wulterer’s shop, when he actually saw u 
hare huy a rahh%t ! I He subsequently added, 
that much depended on the way of spelling 
“ buy.” 

« * « * 

Mrs. R., whose nephew broke his leg at 
football the other day, told a friend that it 
was a confounded fraction, hut she hoped the 
hones would ignite in the end. 
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PHANTASMA-GORE-IA ! 


ODE TO SAPOFACEA. 


Fictm ing the Various of Melodramatic Murder, {By Our “ Of -his "'-Head Poet.) 

No. IIL-THE Ki:?OLVEB MUEDEll. 

But wrongs are not brooked by Ilussian 


Feom Bow comes tbe fur that’s on his coat, 
From Germany comes his watch ; 

His trousers the “ London make ” denote, 

His accent is Franco-Bcoteh ; 

His liquor is Special Scotch ; 

He “guesses” much, and ho says “You 
bet” ; 

His manner is slow and sly ; 

His smoko is a Turkish cigar- 
ette, 

For he is a lUissian Spy — 

A blood - seeking Kussian 
Bpyi 

Oh I how will the woes ot Vir- 
tue end V 

’Tis late in the Five- Act 

; 

And Fortune ^ still is dark 
Vice’s Iriend, ^ 

And villany holds its sway. 

Its truly wonderiul sway ' 

’Twould scarce be the thing for 
Vice to crow, 

And Virtue to sink and ^ 
die ; 

The end must arrive some time, we 
know — 

So bring on your Eussian Spy,— - 
Come, out with your Eussian Spy ! 

It cannot be long I The time is here 
For Virtue to pardon Vice, 

Providing he does not live too near, 

Or call more than once or twice — 

Look in more than once or twice. 


gents — 

They he awfully angry fry ! 

The hero may pardon past events, 
But not so the Eussian Spy, — 
’Tis death from the Eussian Spy ! 



Bo as humbled Vice up stage retires. 
Forgiven by him, he ’d slay 
(A noble revenge the House admires, 

By utterly giving way — 

By snifiingly giving way) — 

The Spy, with revolver, comes down C., 
And aims at the evening sky, 

And down tumbles Vice, as dead as three, 
From lead from the Russian Spy I — 

Oh ! accurate Eussian Spy I 


SOMETIimO LIKE A COUHTY- 
COUKCILLOE. 

[Being Evidence taken in tiee Palace of Truth . ) 

Question. And so you object to Theatres 
and Music-Halls ? 

Answer. Gertainly *, and know as much 
about one as the other. 

Q, Bo you ap- 
prove of Shaks- 

PEAEB ? 

A. Certainly 
not ; nor of any 
other playwright. 

Q. Have you 
ever read a dra- 
matic composi- 
tion? 

A, Never; it is 
against my 
principles to pe- 1 
ruse such (so-cal- 
led) literature. 

Q. Then why do you object to the Author’s 
work ? 



A. Because I know if I were Shakspearb 
or any of Ms colleagues, my writings would 
be entirely unfit for representation. 

Q. Have you ever entered a Theatre ? 

A, Certainly not ; and never shall. 

Q. Have you visited a Music-Hall ? 

A, Emphatically no, and don’t want to. 

Q. Then why do you complain of them ? 

A. Because my imagination pictures them 
as indescribably norrible. 

Q. How comes it that kno'^g so little, 
you have been sent to adjudicate upon so 
much ? 

A. Because I was elected by the know- 
nothings of the district I have the honour to 
represent. 

Q. And what became of the rest of the 
constituency ? 


A. You mean the majority— oh, they didn’t 
take the trouble to register their votes. 

Q. Then you are the mouthpiece of igno- 
rance and incompetence ? 

A. Certainly— but that is not a pretty way 
of putting it I 


On the Speculative Builder. 


He’s the readiest cus- 
tomer living, 

While you ’re lending, or 
spending, or giving ; 

But when you’d make 
profit, or get back your 
own, 

He ’s the awkwardest 
customer ever you’ve 
known. 


Song- at Christmas. 
— “ Then Yule Hemem- 
her Me I ” 



Hodman Hout ! 


“ANECBOTAGE.” 

Oom^ianion Volume to other Works of the same 
kind. 

The Duke of Wellingtok never could 
persuade George the Fourth that he was 
not present at Waterloo. One day Ms 
Maiestx, talking over the table, said to Ms 
Grace, “ I perfectly well remember your cry- 
ing to the Grenadiers, ‘ Up, Guards, and at 
them I “ Yes, Sire,” rephedthe Duke, “ so 
I have been told before.” The King smiled 
at the jest, hut never forgave the carefully- 
concealed sarcasm. 


Refuge for Egotists The Eye Hos- 
pital.” The Specialist who attends should 
be Member for Eye, 


Who claims my strongest missing noun, 
When sheets as soft and white as down, 
Return in colour yellowy- brown ? 

My Laundress I 
Who by her science can 
convert 

My best and most ex- 
pensive sMrt 
Into a miracle of dirt ? 

My Laundress I 

Who, when my collars 
come back frayed, 

Receives my protests 
undismayed, 

And merely wishes to 
be paid ? 

My Laundress 1 

Who spite of warnings that one gives, 
Turns cambric kercMefs into sieves, 

Or ragged trellis- work — and lives 1 
My Laundress I 

Who at the wash-tub, truth to tell, 

Is partly fraud and partly sell, 

Yet does her “ mangling ” very well? 

My Laundress I 



THE POErS LOVE. 

Mx Lady’s name I cannot state, 

At dinerent times I greet her 
As Chloe, Amarxllis, Kate, 
According to the metre ; 

I ’ve called her 
Mabel many 
a time, — ^ 

A name wMch 
leads itself to 
rhyme. 

My Lady’s 
hair is some- 
times black 
To match her 
sable dresses, 

At others falls 
about her 
hack 

In glorious 
auburn 
tresses, 

Yet do not take 
me to imply 
She ’s given 
to the use of 
dye. 

I like hex when 
she ’s sweet 
and small, 

The daintiest 
of flowers, 

I love her when, divinely taE, 

Above the rest she towers ; 

And yet, as second thoughts suggest, 
Perhaps a golden mean were best. 

Sometimes, a simple rnstic maid, 

Sbe strays through meadows green, 
Sometimes her beauty is displayed 
In glittering ball-room scene ; 
More recently I ’ve thought upon 
Creating her a lady-Bon. 

This peerless girl of whom I speak 
I ever worship blindly 
And sing her praises once a week, 

If editors are kindly ; 

Alas, this paragon, I own, 

Exists within my verse alone ! 


A’^Chhling Winter “ Draft,”— T hat of 
The Home-Rule Bill. 
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Adawed from the French, 274 
Ad Fuellam, 78 
Advancing Years, 350 
Advertising In Excelsis, 94 
Advice to the G. 0. M., 45 
Afternoon Sail (An), 04 
Aids to lArceny, 68 
All at Sea, 77 

All Round the Fair, 282, 244, 256* 268 
Alone in London J 54 
American Ganymede (Tlie), 230 
Anecdotage, 168, 181, 186 
Announcement, 150 
Another Meaning, 281 
Antiquity of Golf, 78 
Apologia Arrygatensis, 201 
'Arrief, 78 

’Arry at 'Arrygate, 182, 169 
*AiTy in Venice, 88 
** Art Competitions,” 289 
Aspiration, 72 
At a Hypnotic Stance, 157 
At a Rinh, 258 

At a Vegetarian Restaurant, 280 
At it Again 1 190 
At Last t 162 

At the Patten-makers’ Banquet, 165 
At the Wild West, 4 

Austro-German Officers' Vade Mocura, 171 
Autumn Afternoon at Nazareth Bouse 
(An), 218 

Balfoue and Salishury, 86 
Battle of the Bards (The), 182, 201 
“ Bear with us I ” 29 

Be-Littler-ing Mr, Gladstone's Majority, 
89 

“Best Evidence how not to get it 
(The), 257 

Between the Acts, 185 
Bewildered Tourist and the Rival Sirens 
(The), 50 

Birds of a Feather, 49 

“ Blower” hurst up (The), 122 

Bogey or Benefactor? 258 

Boom-de-ay Poet (The), 226 

Bravo, Bohhy 1 162 

Brummagem Birdcatcher (Tlie), 218 

Builder and the Architect (The), 96 

By-and-hy Laws for Trafalgar Square, 159 

Oabbin’ it Coxmcil, 243 

Candidate’s Complete Letter-Writer, 3 

Canvassers and Canvassed, 28 

Caron and Charon, 196 

Caudal Lecture (A), 72 

Charity begins Abroad, 267 

Ch&teaudTf(The), 142 

Choosing Christmas Toys, 299 

Choosing his Words, 99 

“ Christmas is Coming I” 288, 294 

Christmas Numbers, 805 

Church and Booth, 16 

City Paradox (A), 158 

Classical Question, 249 

“ Closed for Alterations and Repairs,” 6 

Columbus, 186 

Commerce A rAmericaine, 86 
Compendiously Grammatical Tree (A), 105 
Compliment of Coin (The), 262 
Compliments of the Season (The), 801 
Conversational Hints for Young Shooters, 
159, 180, 190, 204, 206, 220, 240, 245, 
261, 265, 

Ooriolanus, 15 


Costs as they are and will be, 226 
County-Councillor’s Diary (The), 195 
Court Jesters (Tlie), 209 
“ Court On 1” 58 


“ Crossing the Bar 1 " 174 
Cry of the Children (The), 27 
Cui Bono? 73 

Cycle-riding Dustman (The), 58 

“ Davy Jones's Locker,” 270 

“ Dearest Chuck 1 ” 12 

De Coron.t, 165 

Degree Ihitter (A), 281 

Diary of an Explorer h la Russo (The), 61 

Diary of a Statesman, 286 

Diary of the Detul Season (A), 109 

Doe versus Raefdent), 180 

Dniriolanus in (Music) Aulis, 49 

Druriolanus’s Next, 102 

Duffer in Politics (The), 40 

Duet and Hashes, 27 

Ecolbsiastical Intelligence, 180 

Election Agenies, 75 

Flection Notes, 9 

End of Henley (The), 21 

En-nobbling Speciacle (An), 156 

Essence of Parliament, 71, 82, 94 

Evening from Home (An), 264 

Exact, 53 

Examination Paper for a Press Candi- 
date, 155 

Fact, or Punk? 278 
Faults o’ Both Sides, 246 
Feeling their Way, 100 
Fight for the Standard (The), 255 
B’ighting “ Poudroyant” (The), 135 
Fine, or Refine? 77 
Flowery, hut not Mealy-Mouthed, 138 
Forte Scutum Salus ©uoum, 68 
Prog he would a-Rowing go (A), 170 
Prom Day to Day, 25 
From Newcastle, 37 
Prom Pencil to Pen, 288 
From the Vale of Llangolflyn, 126 
Game of the Little Horses, 217 
Geographical Theory (A), 42 
German and Horse-trying Ride (The), 189 
German Waters (The), 99 
Good Old (Sunday) Times Revived (The), 
207 


Good Stayer (A), 80 
Grand Old Diary for 1893 (A), 303 
“ Gratuitous Opinion ” (The), 130 
“ Great Scott 1 ” 86 
Great Unknown (The), 189 
“ Green the Guide,” 172 
Guy Fox Populi, 208 
“ Habittai/ Drunkards Committee,” 158 
Hat to the Parasol (The), 132 
Hearing Himself, 121 
Health and Hoppiness, 145 
“ Here we are again 1 ” 209 
Hint to Editors (A), 129 
“ Honi soit qni mal y pense I ” 194 
How Insultan’ ! 75 
How it might have been Settled, 81 
“ ICHABOD ! ” 222 
Impressions of “ II Trovatore,” 


’ 193 


Impromptu, 135 
In a Ghost-Sh 


Show, 184 

In a Winter (Oorent) Garden,” 185 
In Banco, 187 
Inevitable (The), 802 
In Excelsis, 171 


Infra Dig., 81 

Inns and Outs, 89, 105, 122, 154 
“ In Nuhihus,” 124 
In Office with the Jjahour Vote, 87 
In the County Council, 210 
In the Monkey-House, 158 
” lu this Style, Two-and-Six,’* 166 
Jerry-Buildino Jabberwock (The), 166 
Jim's Jottings, 262 
J udge’s Lament (A), 214 
Justice for 'Frisco, 86 
J list like Justice, 60 
“ Kebpino Up the Christopher,” 186 
Kiss (The), 288 
Knill Nisi Bonum, 160 
Lady Gay’s Detection, 228 
Lady Gay's Distraction, 287 
Lady Gay's Ghost, 243 
Lady Gay's Selection, 255 
Lady Gay’s Selections, 10, 16, 29, 41, 57, 
61, 84, 118, 142, 146, 166, 178, 192, 397 
Land of the (rather too) Free (The), 106 
Last Discovery (The), 252 
Last Train (The), 8 
Last Word (The), 292 
Lay of a Successful Angler (The), 181 
Lays of Modem Home, 86, 49, 77, 147, 293 
Lay of the Last Knight (The), 136 
Leary King at the Lyceum (The), 233 
“ Lc Grand Pranfais,” 246 
Left to the Ladies, 238 

“ L’Homme Propose 61 

Les Enfants Terrihles I 202 
Letters to Abstractions, 120, 124, 187, 168, 
241 

Local Colour, 250 
Lost Joke (The), 90 

Man who Would [(The), 225, 229, 258, 285, 
304 

Margate by Moonlight, 76 
Members we shall Miss, 106 
Mem. from Whitbreadfordshire, 158 
Memorable, 81 
Menagerie Race (The), 112 
Minime 1 ” 67 
Minor Miseries, 45, 68 
Miscarriage of Justice, 186 
Missing Word” (The), 282, 293 
Mixed Notions, 277. 297 
Modem Mercury (The), 167 
Montecarlottery, 203 

More Contributions to the Alcoholic 
Question, 17 
More Lights I 141 

More Reasons for Stopping in Town, 111 
Mr. Punch’s Election Address, 9 
Musical Notes, 97 
My First Brief, 202 
My Puggy, 1 
My Season Ticket, 192 
Need I say More? 89 
New Broom and the Black Peerage (The), 
209 

New Begulations for the English Police, 
186 

Next African Mission (The), 45 
Next Election Pic-nic (The), 274 
Next Viva Voce (The), 82 
Nightly Chevalier (A), 117 
‘*No Fees,” 63 
“Notes and Paper,” 225 
Not Going Away for the Holidays, 97 
Notice, 246 


Not Improbable, 141 

“ Oh no, we never Mention it,” 145 

Oh, Saunderson, my Colonel 1 6 

Old and New Peer (An), 106 

On a Guernsey Excursion Car, 148 ' 

On an Irish Landlord, 270 
On the Boxing Kangaroo, 245 
On the Fly-Leaf of an Old Book, 16 
On the Sands, 62 

On the Threshold of Themis, 22 • 
Opera-goer's Diary, 228, 258 
Opera in the Future (The), 93 
Operatic Notes, 12, 17, 33, 89, 283 
Other Paper (The), 214 
Other Side of the Canvass (The), 46 
Otherwise Engaged, 10 
Our Booking-Office, 84, 48, 68, 77, 306, 
178, 214, 219, 284,249, 267, 269, 281, 800, 
805 

Our “ Missing Word ” Competition, 277 
Out of It I 18 
0 Vidius Remark, 84 
Pan the Poster, 188 
“ Pariah” (The), 81 
“ Perfidious Albion” again, 87 
Phantasmagore-ia, 125, 228, 809 
Phillipopolis, 111 
Pick of the Baskets (The)’ 158 
Plea of the Postman (The), 802 
Playful Heifervescence at Hawarden, H7 
Plebiscite for Parnassus (A), 229 
Poet's Lore (The), 809 
Popular Songs Resung, 101 
Polite Learning, 202 
Political Johnny Gilpin (The), 80 
Political Training, 173 
Poor Road to Learning (A), 160 
1 Poor Violinist (The), 118 
Porter’s Slam (The), 294 
Potato and the Heptarchy (The), 132 : 
Practical Theosophy, 267 
Premier and Physician, 221 
Presented at Court, 198 
Pretence versus Defence, 45 
Prickle-me-ups, 8 
Pride of the Empire (The), 160 
Probable Deduction, 171 
Proofs before Letters, 231 
Prospect of the Twelfth (A), 42 
Puffof Smoke(A), 237 
“ Punsch,” 146 
“Putting on the Hug I” 126 
Qujeen and the Songstress (The), 277 
Queen of Man-o’er-Board (The), 144 
Queer Queries, 276, 293 
Question of Police (A), 207 
Quite Moving, 229 
Racine, with the Chill Off, 24 
Ramsga+e Sands (The), 102 
Rather Appropriate, 73 
Bather Startling, 282 
Bather too Premature, 294 
Reading the Stars k la Mode, 78 
Real and Ideal, 260 
Reconciliation, 273 
Beef-lection, 76 
Reflection in the Mist, 269 ^ 

Refreshers, 209 
Reports of Crackers, 281 
“ Restoration ” Period (The), 173 
Result of being Hospitable (A), 37 
Rhodes Colossus (^e), 267 
“ Rift within the Lute ” (The), 108 
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Road to Ruin (The), 210 
Robert Lowe, Viscount Sherbrooke, 67 
Robert on Lord Mare’s Day, 231 
Robert on Things in G-meral, 72 
Robert’s Companions, 196 
Robert’s Visit to Ireland, 216 
Roe, Bloater’s Roe I 26 
Rollicking Show (A), 51 
Roundabout Ramble (A), 128 
Royal Road to Comfort (The), 257 
Safe Bind, Safe Find I ” 234 
Sea-side Ills, 132, 141 
Secundum Harty, 216 
Shakspeaiian Conundrum, 231 
Short and Sweet, 246 
Shortest Day (The), 291 
Sigh no more, Lottie, 155 
Signs of the Season, 241 
Simple as A “ B ” “ C,” 1 
Simple Stories, 149 
“Sins of Society ” (The), 269 
Sir Carlos Euan Smithez ; or, The Insult- 
ing Sultan and the High-toned Christian 
Knight, 38 

Sir Gerald Portal, 273 
Skeleton at the Feast (The), 290 
Skirts and Figures, 61 
Slight Muddle (A), 10 
“ Small by Degrees, and beautifully less,” 
286 

Something like a County Councillor, 309 
Something to Live for, 265 
Song of the Bar (The), 93 
Songs of Society, 109 
Songs Out of Season, 98, 117, 204 
Sonnet on Chillon, 155 
“ Speech of Monkeys ” (The), 111 
Sporting Notes, 305 
“ Squared I ” 198 
Stepney that Costs (The), 216 
Studies in the New Poetry, 13, S3, 114 
“Stumped I ” 145 
Such a “Light Opera I ” 173 
Suggestions for New Musical Publica- 
tions, 282 

Summerumbrella, 48 
Sun-Spots, 255 
Sword and Pen, 146, 181 
Take Care of the Pence, 276 
Taking the Oat-cake, 101 
Taxes, 267 

Tee, Tee, only Tee 1 105 
That Dutchman Ooms I 15 
“ There and Back," 288 
“ There he Blows ! ” 26 
This Picture and That, 97 
Through Ever-Green Glasses, 2 
Thoughts not Worth a Penny, 177 
“ Three Choirs Festival,” 132 
Tip to Tax-Collectors, 90 
To a Model Young Lady, 234 
To a Pheasant, 130 
Toast, 49 
To Astrsea, 197 
To a Summer Flower, 25 
To Dr. Louis Robinson, 81 
To Football, 165 
To Mankind in General, 213 
To Maud, 160, 305 
To Melenda, 149 
To Miss Ada Jenoure, 72 
To my Luggage-Labels, 125 
To my Partner, 288 
To my Rival, 802 
To my Sweetheart, 177 
To Our Guernsey Correspondents, 190 
“ To Pay or not to Pay, that is the Bis- 
leyness,” 21 
To Some Authors, 214 
To Some Expectant Bards, S06 
To the First Bathing-Machine, 13 
To “The Lazy Minstrel,” 240 
To the BoUer-Skating Fiend, 93 
Traveller (The), 40 
Trifles, 303 
Trio (A), 63 

Two-penn’orth of Theosophy, 85 
Dglv Face (The), 125 
Dn-Brocken Vows, 111 
Undecided, 262 
Unopposed Election, 5 
Up Aloft, 121 
“ Used Up,” 124 
Useful Experience (A) 

Very Cruel, 222 

Very Entertaining, 144 

Very Latest (The), 120 

Vivele Rain du Ballet & 1’ Alhambra, 145 

Votes and the Man ! 5 

Wail of a Pessimist Poet (The), 68 

Walker 1 63 

“ Wandering Minstrel ” (The), 279 

Wanted in the Law Courts, 34 

War on a Large Scale, 250 

Was, Is, and Will be, 197 

Where to Place Him, 237 

Why I don’t write Plays, 109 

Why the French Won the Boat-Race, ISO 

Why Young Men don't Marry, 129 


William Hardwick Bradbury, 181 

William the Wheelman, 42 

“ With Honours of War," 69 

Wot Cher I 54 

Wot Cher, Labhy ? 86 

Written a Hundred Years hence, 161, 192 

Yks or No ? 189 

Young Guard (The), ?06 

Yule-tide — Old and New, 289 

LARGE ENGRAVINGS. 

“ Au Revoir 1” 91 
“Backl" 115 
Bogey or Benefactor ? 259 
“ Christmas is Coming ! ’’ 295 
“ Closed for Alterations and Repairs,” 7 
“ Crossing the Bar 1 ” 175 
“ Davy Jones's Locker,” 271 
“ Ichabod ! ” 223 

“Knocked ’em in the Westmin-is-ter 
Road,” 55 

“Le Grand Franpais," 247 

“Little Vulgar Boy " (The), 103 

“ Missing Word” (The), 283 

Old Spirit (The), 163 

Out of it ! 19 

Pan the Poster, 139 

Political Johnny Gilpin (The), 81 

“ Putting on the Hug ! ” 127 

Road to Ruin (The), 211 

“ Safe bind, safe find ! ” 2S5 

“Squared 1” 199 

Tuning the Harp, 151 

White Elephant (The), 187 

William the Wheelman, 43 

“ Will they Work ? ” 79 

“ With the Honours of War,” C6, 67 

Young Guard (The), 307 

SMALL ENGRAVINGS, 

American Ganymede (The), 230 
Arriving too late for the First Act, 71 
Artist and Show-Boards, 258 
Artists at Millbank, 287 
Artists’ Technicalities during Dinner, 126 
At the South Sea-side, 131 
Bennett, M.P. for Lincoln, 45 
Bewildered Tourist (The), 50 
Bismarck the Whale, 26 
Buckjumper in a Hansom (A), 207 
Buffalo William’s N.S.E. and W. Show, 35 
Gabbiii’ it Council in November, 242 
Cabinet Meet (The), 206 
Cabman on Ladies’ Dress (A), 2S7 
Candidate on the Hustings, 24 
Captain and Railway Lad, 245 


Chamberlain as a Birdcatcher, 218 
Changing Old Gent into an Elephant, 167 
Coach and his Pupils (A), 202 
Columbus viewing Steamship, 74 
Conolanus Bismarck, 14 
Costermongers’ Trousers (The), 277 
Country Butcher and the Cutlets, 97 
Countrywoman’s Husband a Piimrose 
Dame, 90 

Coursing Nowadays, 275 
Deceased ’Bus Driver (A), 306 
Dining en Ville, 69 
Doctor and Two Sisters (A), 210 
Doctor who Dresses Irreligiously, 5 
Draper’s A isistant and Prim Lady, 261 
Driving Lady and the Baronet, 219 
Eflie’s Definition of a Parable, 201 
Egotist's Opinion on Popularity, 178 
Elderly Duchess and French Marshal, 114 
Election Editor gone Mad, 41 
Election Fever — a Candidate's Dream, 11 
Ethel’s Account of Papa’s Bport, 214 
Ex-M.P. and his Wife, 39 
Fair Authoress and Old Age, 303 
Family Doctor and Youthful Patient, 67 
Farmer prefers Manual Labour, 111 
Festive Season — a Scotch Night (The), 2C3 
Fight for the SLindard (The), 254 
Fighting “ F'oudroyant” (The), 184 
Finding of Pharaoh (The), 144 
Flyman and Invalid Gentleman, 267 
Football Fever in the Midlands, 239 
Foreigners at Duchess’.s Concert, 78 
French Prog and English Bull, 170 
French Hairdresser and Englishiusn, 190 
Frenchman and Uncle Jack’s Nieces, 138 
Fiisky Spinster and Dancing Captain, 6 
Gentleman who “ takes life easily,” 250 
German Specialist and Gouty Patient, 75 
Gillie and the “ crowded Forest,” 213 
Gladstone’s Ever-Green Glasses, 2 
Gladstonian Dentist and Tory Patient, 16 
Gladstonian Thunders from Snowdon, 158 
Going on Board the Government Ship, 62 
Golfer’s Dream (The), 191 
Grand Old Gardener (The), 107 
Grumpy Husband and the Papers, 87 
Happy Family Card- Party (A), 291 
Harmonious Christmas Political Party, 298 
Having the Woods Painted, 238 
Heljung his Host to Whiskey, 40 
High Church Lady and Verger, 226 
Highland Chieftains and Games, 361 
High Schoolmistress and Doctor, 186 
Horse-Rake in Rotten Row, 118 
Hospitable Host and Languid Visitor, 34 
Hostess welcoming a Late Guest, 18 


Housemaid’s Idea of a Gentleman, 234 
How to get New-laid Eggs, 121 
Hunting Lady thrown into a Brook, 249 
Huntii|g Man’s Splendid Mount, 195 
Hunting Season— -the Meet, 216 
lago- Chamberlain in Birmingham, 37 
Impossible to Thmk Worse of Hun 1 286 
Impudent Boy and Tall Clergyman, 192 
In the Irish Elector’s Clutches, 23 
Jack and the Salt Bam-water, 145 
Jerry-Building Jabberwock (The), 166 
Jeweller and Clerical Customer, 58 
Jones's “Bad Quarter of an Houi-,’’ 279 
Keeping Poultry in Sitting-room, 15 
Labouchere Fox and Grapes, liO 
Ladies in the Hunting Field, 276 
Lady and Sea-side Librarian, 142 
Lady and Swiss Governess, 20 
Lady Canvasser and Shopkeeper, 21 
Lady OKJesus'and Fancy Ball, 99 
Lady Detectives ot Character, 282 
Lady Bb’iends and Old Lace, 246 
Lady Sketching at the Sea-side, 102 
Lady’s Dream ot Grouse-Dnving, 81 
Lady Visitor’s Comfortable Room (A), 222 
Landlady and Foreign Lodger, lOb 
Letting (JtF Cartridges and Partridges, 183 
Lika Joko’s .Japanese Jape, 29 
Little Boy's Strawberries and Cream, 9 
Little Miss Facing-both-Ways and her 
Dog, 72 

Little Spiffkins and the Girls, 220 
Local Preacher and the Vicar, 129 
Lord Mayor Knill and Livery Goose, IGO 
Lord Mayor’s Footman’s Meditations, 227 
Lord Rosebery’s Star and Gaiter, 194 
Maiden Ladies and Bathing Tourists, 102 
Major on Cricket in Hot Weather, 128 
“ Mars ” through Punch’s Telescope, 141 
Master Tommy and the Case of Private 
Jams, 61 

Members we .shall Miss, 70, 106 
Millioimaire’s Son’s Ingratitude, 262 
Miss Fanny quarrels with Master Victor, 

I 205 

I Mr. Punch’s Deer-Stalking Party, 179 
Mr. Punch'.s Fishing-Party, 143 
; Mr. Puntfli’s Shooting-Party, 203 
Mrs. Fidget at the Butcher s, 802 
Mrs. Ramsbothain and the Vicar, 250 
Mrs. Snobbington's Hotel Acquaintances, 
160 

New Cabinet (The), 95 
New Faces in the House of Commons, 47 
Newly-Married Pair and Newsboy, 135 
New M.P. not a Small Man, 27 
New Skirts and Sleeves, */Sl 
Not/Merabers of “British Association,” 78 
Off to the Country again, 88 
0.sftar Wilde in Uniform, 1 
Othello, M.P. for Central Finabnry, 33 
Our Grand Young Gardner, 156 
Peer who never forgets Old Faces, 64 
“ Peri at the Academy Gates” (The), 143 
Pheasants and Foxes, SOI 
Policeman X blowing his Whistle, 243 
Portrait of a Labour Candidate, 36 
Proposing on Board a Yacht, 171 
Proud Mother and College Doctor, 82 
Punch and Toby Yachting, 98 
Punch's Pic-nic— Parliamentary Mirage 
119 

Reasons for not visiting the Club, 180 
Rehearsing Election Speech on Railway, 3 
Rehearsing for Private Theatricals, 294 
Reminiscence of the Baseball Season, 261 
Reprimanding the French Chef, 41 
Rhodes Colossus (The), 266 
Rival Bards (The), 182 
Shoeblack and his Customer, ,51 
Short Tenor and a Tall Bass (A), 198 
Sir Carlos and the Insulting Sultan, 33 
Sir B, Lawson, Labby, and Mr, Punch, 86 
Sketchley's Picture and Photograph, 147 
Snubbing a Decadent Swell, 2h9 
Socialist’s Absent Audience (A), 165 
So Expensive to be Rich, 94 
Some Ups and Downs of the General 
Election, 59 

Spectre Judge and the M.P., 290 
Sporting Youth and Low-Necked Beauty, 

10 

Stupid Elector and Polling-Clerk, 13 
Subaltern’s Idea of the Use of Cavalry, 274 
Sunday Morning at the Sea-side, 159 
Sweep and Stonemason, 189 
Swell cautious before a Lady Diarist, 68 
Swell’s Remarks about Coffee, 174 
Swell who should have been Drowned, 30 
Taken for a Quiet Drive, 163 • 

Taking Tea with Mrs. M'Glasgie, 255 
Trippers on the Yorkshire Coast, 138 
Vegetarian Professor and the Fishes, 297 
Venus de Medici Collar (A), 270 
Voyager who is not First-CJass, 136 
“Wandering Minstrel” (The), 278 
Year going out in a Blizzard, 310 
Young Masher and High Chairs, 93 
Toung Physician on Influenza, 109 
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